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KING    HENRY   V. 


PERSONS  EEPEESENTED. 


KING  HENRY  THE  FIFTH. 

DUKE  OF  GLOSTER,  \  Brothers  to 

DUKE  OF  BEDFORD,  f    the  King. 

DUKE  OF  EXETER,  Uncle  to  the 
King, 

DUKE  OF  YORK,  Couein  to  the 
King, 

EARLS  OF  SALISBURY,  WEST- 
MORELAND.  and  WARWICK. 

ARCHBISHOP  OP  CANTERBURY. 

BISHOP  OF  ELY. 

EARL  OF  CAMBRIDGE^  Con*pi. 

LORD  SCROOP.  >  rators 

SIR  THOMAS  GREY,  )  against 
the  King. 

SIR  THOMAS  ERPINGHAM, 
GOWER,  FLUELLEN,  MAC- 
MORRIS,  JAMY,  Officers  in  King 
Henry*s  Army. 

BATES,  COURT,  WILLIAMS,  Sol- 
diers in  the  same. 

NYM,  BARDOLPH,  PISTOL,  for- 
merly  Servants  to  Falstaff,  now 
SoUUers  in  the  same. 

BOY,  Servant  to  them. 

A  HERALD.— CHORUS. 


CHARLES  THE  SIXTH,  King  of 
France. 

LEWIS,  the  Dauphin. 

DUKES  OF  BURGUNDY,  OR- 
LEANS, and  BOURBON. 

THE  CONSTABLE  OF  FRANCE. 

RAMBURES,  and  GRANDPREE, 
French  Lords. 

GOVERNOR  OF  HARFLEUR. 

MONTJOY,  a  French  Herald. 

AMBASSADORS  to  the  King  of 
England. 


ISABEL,  Queen  of  France. 
KATHARINE,  Daughter  of  Charles 

and  Isabel. 
ALICE,  a  Lady  attending   on  the 

Princess  Katharine. 
QUICKLY,  Pistol*s  Wife,  a  Hostess. 


Loans,  Ladies,  Officrks,  French 
and  English  SOI.DIKR9,  Mksskn- 
oxas,  and  Attendants. 


The  Scene,  at  the  beginning  of  the  Pk^,  lies  in  England ;  but 
afterwards  wholly  in  France. 


Bwter  Chorus. 

O,  for  a  muse  of  fire,  that  would  ascend 
The  brightest  heaven  of  invention  ! 
A  kingdom  for  a  stase,  princes  to  act. 
And  monarchs  to  benola  the  swelling  scene ! 
Then  should  the  warlike  Harrv,  like  himself. 
Assume  the  port  of  Mars ;  and,  at  his  heels, 
Leash'd  in  like  hounds,  snould  famine,  sword,  and  fire, 
Crouch  for  employment.    But  pardon,  gentles  all, 
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2  KINQ  HENBY  V.  [ACT  I. 

The  flat  unraised  spirit,  that  hath  dared. 

On  this  unworthy  scaffold  to  bring  forth 

So  great  an  object :  Can  this  cockpit  hold 

The  vasty  fields  of  France  ?  or  may  we  cram 

Within  this  wooden  O,*  the  very  casques. 

That  did  affh^t  the  air  at  Agiocourt  ? 

O,  pardon !  since  a  crooked  figure  may 

Attest,  in  httle  place,  a  million ; 

And  let  us,  ciphers  to  this  great  acoompt, 

On  your  imagmarv  forcesf  work : 

Suppose,  within  the  girdle  of  these  walls 

Are  now  confined  two  mighty  monarchies, 

Whose  high  upreared  and  abutting  fronts 

The  perilous,  narrow  ocean  parts  asunder. 

Pieroe  out  our  iiKy;>erf«d>ionB  with  your  thoughte; 

Into  a  thousand  parts  divide  one  man. 

And  make  imaginanr  puissance : 

Think,  when  we  talk  of  horses,  that  ^ou  see  them 

Printmg  their  proud  hoo&  i*  tne  receiving  earth : 

For  'tis  your  thoughts  that  now  must  deck  our  kings. 

Carry  them  here  and  there;  jumping  o'er  times ; 

Turning  the  accomplishment  of  many  years 

Into  an  hour-glaas ;  For  the  which  supply. 

Admit  me  chorus  to  this  history : 

Who.  prologue-like,  your  humble  palience  pray. 

Gently  to  hear,  kindly  to  judge,  our  play. 


ACT  I. 
8CJBNB  Z^-London.    An  Anfichamher  in  the  Kimff't  Falacg. 
JSfder  the  Archbishop  of  Cantbebubt,  and  Bishop  qf  Ely. 

Ccmt  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you,— that  self  bill  is  urged. 
Which,  in  the  eleventh  year  o'  the  last  king^s  reign 
Was  liie,  and  had  indeed  against  us  pass'd. 
But  that  the  scambling  ana  unquiet  time 
Did  push  it  out  of  fUrther  question.! 

JSly,  But  how,  my  lord,  snail  we  resist  it  now  ? 

Cant.  It  must  be  thought  on.    If  it  pass  against  us, 
We  lose  the  better  half  of  our  possession : 
For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 
By  testament  have  given  to  the  church, 
Would  they  strip  from  us ;  beins  valued  thus, — 
As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  xhe  king's  honour. 
Full  fifteen  earls,  and  fifteen  hundred  knights ; 
Six  thousand  and  two  hundred  good  esquires ; 
And  to  relief  of  lazars,  and  weak  age, 

*  An  allusion  to  the  dreolar  form  of  the  Globe  Tbeatre. 
t  Powers  of  fancy.  t  Debate. 
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SCENE  I.]  KUfa  fiBKKT  Y. 

Of  indigent  faint  sools,  past  corporal  toil^ 

A  hundred  alms-houses,  right  w^  supplied ; 

And  to  the  coffers  of  the  king  be»de, 

A  thousand  pounds  l^  the  year :  Thus  runs  the  biU. 

My.  This  would  dnnk  deep. 

Cant.  'Twould  drink  the  cup  and  alL 

My.  But  what  prevention  ? 

Cant.  The  king  is  full  of  moe,  and  fair  regard. 

My.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  church. 

Cant  The  courses  of  his  youth  promised  it  not. 
The  breath  no  sooner  left  his  father's  body« 
But  that  his  wildness,  mortified  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  die  too :  yea,  at  that  very  xnom^at^ 
Consideration  like  an  angel  came. 
And  whipp'd  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him ; 
Leaving  ms  body  as  a  paradise. 
To  envelop  and  contain  celestial  ^irits. 
Never  was  such  a  sudden  ecfaolar  made : 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood, 
With  such  a  heady  current,  soounng  lauUfi  i 
Nor  never  Hydra4ieaded  wilfulness 
So  soon  did  lose  his  seat^  and  all  at  onoe. 
As  in  this  king. 

My.  We  are  Messed  in  the  chanjKe. 

Cant.  Hear  him  but  reason  in  divinity^ 
And,  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wish 
You  would  desire>  the  king  were  made  a  prelate : 
Hear  him  debate  of  commonwealth  a&irs. 
You  would  say^—it  hath  been  all-in-all  hie  stu^y^ 
lost*  his  discourse  of  war,  and  yon  shall  heir 
A  fearful  battle  reoider'd  jou  in  music : 
Turn  him  to  any  cause  of  policy. 
The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose. 
Familiar  as  his  garter;  that,  when  be  9>eakB, 
The  air,  a  chartered  libertine,  is  still. 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ean, 
To  steal  his  sweet  and  honey'd  sentences; 
So  that  the  art  and  practic  part  of  life 
Must  be  the  mistress  to  this  theoric  :t 
Which  is  a  wonder,  how  his  grace  should  glean  it. 
Since  his  addictioii  was  to  courses  vain : 
His  companies^  unlettered,  rude,  and  shaUow; 
His  hours  fill'd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  sports ; 
And  never  noted  m  him  any  study. 
Any  retirement,  any  sequestration 
From  open  haunts  and  popularity.f 

My.  The  strawberry  grows  unacsiaeath  the  nettle ; 
And  wholesome  berries  thrive  and  ripen  bwt, 
Neighbour'd  by  fruit  of  baser  quality : 
And  so  the  prince  obscured  his  contemplation 

*  Listen  to.  t  Theory  and  practice. 

t  Companions.  I  Plebeian  intercoune. 
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4  KUXQ  HBKBT  T.  [ACT  I. 

Under  the  yeil  of  wildness ;  which,  no  douht. 
Grew  like  summer  grass,  fastest  by  night, 
Unseen,  yet  orosdve*  in  his  faculty. 

Cani,  It  must  be  so :  for  mirades  are  ceased: 
And  therefore  we  must  needs  admit  the  means. 
How  things  are  perfected. 

Sltf,  But,  my  gjood  lord, 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 
Urffed  by  the  commons  ?    Both  his  majesty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no  ? 

Cani,  He  seems  indifferent; 
Or,  rather^  swaying  more  upon  our  part, 
Than  cherishing  the  exhibitors  against  us : 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  majesty,— 
Upon  our  spiritual  convocation ; 
And  in  regard  of  causes  now  in  nand. 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  grace  at  large. 
As  touching  Fnuic^,— to  give  a  greater  sum 
Than  ever  m  one  time  the  clergy  vet 
Bid  to  his  predecessors  part  wiwal 

My.  How  did  this  offer  seem  received,  my  lord  ? 

Cant,  With  good  acceptance  of  his  majesty ; 
Save,  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear 
(As,  I  perceived,  his  grace  would  fam  have  done) 
The  severals,  and  unhidden  passages. 
Of  his  true  titles  to  some  certain  dukedoms ; 
And,  generaUj^,  to  the  crown  and  seat  of  France, 
Berived  from  Edward,  his  great  grandfather. 

My,  What  was  the  impediment  that  broke  this  off? 

Cant.  The  French  ambassador,  upon  that  instant. 
Craved  audience :  and  the  hour,  I  tnink,  is  come, 
To  give  him  hearing:  Is  it  four  o'clock  ? 

My.  It  is. 

Cant.  Then  go  we  in,  to  know  his  embasqr ; 
Which  I  could,  with  a  ready  guess,  declare, 
Before  the  Frenchman  speak  a  word  of  it. 

My,  I'll  wait  upon  you ;  and  I  long  to  hear  it  [JSxevnt, 

SCENE  II,—The  tame,    A  Room  of  State  in  the  same. 

Enter  EiNa  Hbnby,  Glosteb,  Bedfobd,  Exbteb,  Wabwick, 
WSSTMOBBLAND,  and  Aiiendonte, 

K.  Sen,  Where  is  my  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury  ? 

Exe.  Not  here  in  presence. 

K,  Men.  Send  for  nim,  good  uncle. 

West.  Shall  we  call  in  the  ambassador,  my  liege  ? 

K.  Sen.  Not  vet,  my  cousin :  we  would  be  resolved. 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  some  tnings  of  weig^ht. 
That  task  our  thou^ts,  concerning  us  and  France. 

*  Increasing. 
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8CBNB  II.]  KIKG  HBKBT  T. 

JEnter  the  Arehbithop  of  Caktebbubt,  and  BUhop  qTElt. 

Cant,  God  and  his  angels  ^ard  jour  saored  throne, 
And  make  you  long  become  it ! 

K.  Men,  ovare,  we  thank  you. 
My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed ; 
And  justly  and  religiously  unfold. 
Why  the  law  Salique,  that  they  haye  in  France, 
Or  snould,  or  should  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And  God  ibrbid,  my  dear  and  laithfiil  lord, 
That  you  should  fashion,  wrest,  or  bow  your  reading. 
Or  nicely*  char|^e  your  understanding  soul 
With  opening  titles  iniscreate,t  whose  right 
Suits  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth; 
For  God  doth  know,  how  many,  now  in  health, 
Shall  drop  their  blood  in  approbation  t 
Of  what  your  reverence  shall  incite  us  to : 
Therefore  take  heed  how  jou  impawn  our  person. 
How  vou  awake  the  sleepmg  sword  of  war ; 
We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God,  take  heed : 
For  never  two  such  kingdoms  did  contend, 
Without  much  fiedl  of  blood ;  whose  guiltless  drops 
Are  ever^  one  a  woe,  a  sore  complaint, 
'Gainst  mm,  whose  wrongs  give  edge  unto  the  swords 
That  make  such  waste  in  onef  mortahty. 
Under  this  colouration,  speak,  my  lord : 
And  we  will  hear,  note,  and  beHeve  in  heart. 
That  what  you  speak  is  in  your  conscience  wash'd 
As  pure  as  sin  with  baptism. 

Cant.  Then  hear  me,  gracious  sovereign,— and  you  peen^ 
That  owe  your  lives,  your  faith,  and  services, 
To  this  imperial  throne  j— There  is  no  bar 
To  make  against  your  highness*  claim  to  France, 
But  this,  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond,-* 
In  terram  SaUeam  mulieree  ne  euecedant, 
No  woman  thall  succeed  in  Salique  land : 
Whidi  Salique  land  the  French  uigustly  glo2e,§ 
To  be  the  rotlm  of  France,  and  Pharamond 
The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  bar, 
Tet  their  own  authors  faithftiUy  afiOrm, 
That  the  land  Salique  lies  in  Germany, 
Between  the  floods  of  Sala  and  of  Elbe : 
Where  Charles  the  great,  having  subdued  the  Saxons, 
There  left  behind  and  settled  certain  French ; 
Who,  holding  in  disdain  the  German  women. 
For  some  dishonest  manners  of  their  life. 
Established  there  this  law,— to  wit,  no  female 
Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salique  land ; 
Which  Salique,  as  I  said,  'twixt  Elbe  and  Sala» 

*  Sophistically-.  t  Spurious. 

t  Siq»porting.  f  Explain. 
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6  KIXO  HENET  V.  [ACT  I. 

Is  at  tbk  day  in  <j(ermany  call'4— Metsen. 

Thus  doth  it  well  appear,  the  Salique  law 

Was  not  derised  for  the  T&bn.  of  Fmaice : 

Kor  did  the  French  possess  the  Salique  land 

Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 

After  defunction  of  king  Phanunono, 

Idly  supposed  the  founder  of  this  law; 

Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 

Pour  hundred  twenty-six ;  and  Charles  the  great 

Subdued  the  Saxons,  and  did  seat  the  French 

Beyond  the  river  Sala,  in  the  year 

Eight  hundred  five.    Besides,  their  writers  say, 

King  Pepin,  which  deposed  Childerick, 

Did,  as  heir  general,  being  descended 

Of  iBhthild,  which  was  tl^  daughter  to  Clofhair, 

Make  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  Fnatoe. 

Hugh  Capet  also,--that  usurp'd  tiie  crown 

Of  Charles  the  duke  of  Lorain,  sole  h^  male 

Of  the  true  line  and  stock  of  Charles  the  great,— 

To  fine*  his  title  with  some  show  of  truth 

(Though,  in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  nau^), 

Convey'df  lumself  as  heir  to  tiie  lady  Ltngare, 

Daughter  to  Charlemain,  who  was  the  son 

To  Lewis  the  emperor,  and  Lewis  the  son 

Of  Charles  the  great.    Also  king  Lewis  the  tfinth. 

Who  was  sole  heir  to  the  usurper  Capet^ 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  conscience. 

Wearing  the  crown  of  France,  till  satisfied 

That  fair  queen  Isabel,  his  grandmother. 

Was  lineal  of  the  lady  Ermen^nie,  ^ 

Daughter  to  Charles  Hie  foresaid  ouke  of  Lorain : 

By  tne  which  marriage,  the  hne  of  Charles  the  great 

Was  re-united  to  tiie  OTown  of  France. 

So  that,  as  dear  as  is  l^e  summer's  sun, 

King  repin's  title,  and  Hugh  Capef  s  daim. 

King  Lewis  his  satisfaction,  all  appear 

To  hold  in  right  and  Utle  of  iho  Mnale : 

So  do  the  kings  of  France  unto  this  day ; 

Howbeit  thev  would  hold  up  1Mb  Salixtue  law. 

To  bar  your  highness  claimmg  from  the  finale : 

And  rather  choose  to  hide  them  in  a  net. 

Than  amply  to  imbare^  their  crooked  tiUos 

Usurp'd  from  you  and  your  progenifcOTs. 

K.  Hen.  May  I,  with  riffht  aoO.  consdenoc^  make  this  daim  ? 

Cani,  The  sin  upon  my  netd,  dread  0over^gn ! 
For  in  the  book  or  Numwrs  is  it  writ,— 
When  the  son  dies,  let  the  iMheritance 
Descend  unto  the  daughter    Gracious  lord, 
Stand  for  your  own ;  unwind  your  bloody  £ag ;. 
Look  back  unto  your  mighty  ancestors : 

*  l^ake  showy  or  specious. 

t  Derived  his  title.  t  Lay  open. 
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Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  your  great  ^iklsire's  tdsb, 
Prom  whom  you  daim ;  in^t^e  his  warlOce  ^MTft, 
And  your  great  unde's,  Edward  the  black  prmoe ; 
Who  on  the  French  ground  play'd  a  tra^eoy. 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  power  of  France 
Whiles  his  most  mighty  father  on  a  hill 
Stood  smiling ;  to  behold  his  lion's  whelp 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  nobihiy. 
O  noble  English  that  could  enterUmi 
With  half  their  forces  the  full  pride  of  France; 
And  let  another  half  stand  laughing  by. 
All  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  action ! 

Bly.  Awake  rememlR*aaoe  of  these  valiant  dead. 
And  with  your  puissant  arm  renew  their  feats : 
You  are  their  heir,  you  sit  upon  their  throne ; 
The  blood  and  courage,  that  renowned  them. 
Buns  in  your  veins;  and  mv  thrice-puissant  liege 
Is  in  the  very  May-mom  of  his  youtn, 
Bipe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprises. 

Bxe.  Your  brotiier  kings  and  monarehs  of  thd  earth 
Do  all  expect  that  you  should  rouse  vourself. 
As  did  the  former  uons  of  your  blood. 

West  They  know,  your  grace  ha^  ouue,  and  means,  and 
might; 
So  hath  your  highness ;  never  king  of  ]&igland 
Had  nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  subjects; 
Whose  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  m  England, 
And  lie  pavilion'd  in  the  fields  of  France. 

Cant.  O,  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  lie^, 
With  blood,  and  swor(L  uid  fire,  to  win  your  right 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  tne  spirituality 
Will  raise  your  highness  such  a  mighty  sum, 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  ancestors. 

K.  Hen.  We  must  not  only  arm  to  invade  the  French ; 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Against  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us 
With  all  advantages. 

Ccmt.  They  of  those  marches.*  gradous  sovereign, 
Shall  be  a  wall  sufficient  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K.  Sen.  We  do  n<»  mean  the  coursing  snatchers  only. 
But  fear  the  main  intendment*^  of  the  Soot, 
Who  hath  been  still  a  pddy  nei^bour  to  us ; 
For  you  shall  read,  that  my  great  grand^Either 
Never  went  with  his  forces  into  Finnce, 
But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfumish'd  langdom 
Came  pouring,  like  the  tide  unto  a  breadi. 
With  ample  and  brim  fldness  of  his  force ; 
€kilUng  the  gleaned  land  with  hot  essays ; 
Girding  with  grievous  siege  castles  and  towns; 

*  The  borders  of  Xnirland  and  Scotland.  t  General  disposition. 
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That  England,  being  empty  of  defence, 

Hath  shook,  and  trembled  at  the  ill  neighbourhood. 

Cant  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd*  than  harm*d,  my  liege : 
For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  herself— 
When  all  her  chivalry  nath  been  in  france. 
And  she  a  mourning  widow  of  her  nobles, 
She  hath  herself  not  only  well  defended, 
But  taken,  and  impounded  as  a  stray, 
The  kin^  of  Scots ;  whom  she  did  send  to  Prance, 
To  fill  king  Edward's  fame  with  prisoner  kings ; 
And  make  your  chronicle  as  rich  with  praise. 
As  is  the  ooze  and  bottom  of  the  sea 
With  sunken  wreck  and  sumless  treasuries. 

West  But  there's  a  saying,  very  old  and  true,— 

JT*  i1^  yov  «<^  France  win. 

Then  with  Scotland  Jirst  begin; 
Por  once  the  eagle  England  beine  in  prey. 
To  her  unguarded  nest  the  weasel  Soot 
Comes  sneaking,  and  so  sucks  her  princely  eggs ; 
Playins  the  mouse,  in  absence  of  the  cat. 
To  spoil  and  havoc  more  than  she  can  eat. 

Sxe,  It  follows  then,  the  cat  must  stay  at  home: 
Yet  that  is  but  a  cursed  necessity; 
Since  we  have  locks  to  safeffuard  necessaries, 
And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
AVhile  that  the  armed  hand  doth  nght  abroad. 
The  advised  head  defends  itself  at  home : 
Por  ^vemment.  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower. 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  concent  ;t 
Congruin^  in  a  ftdl  and  natural  dose, 
Like  music. 

Cant  True :  therefore  doth  heaven  divide 
The  state  of  man  in  divers  functions, 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion ; 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt. 
Obedience :  for  so  work  the  honey  bees ; 
Creatures,  that,  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teach 
The  act  or  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king,  and  omcers  of  sorts :{ 
Where  some,  like  magistrates,  correct  at  home ; 
Others,  Uke  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad; 
Others,  like  soldiers,  armed  in  their  stings. 
Make  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  buds ; 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  tent-royal  of  theur  emperor : 
Who,  busied  in  his  majesty,  surveys 
The  singing  masons  buildiiig  roofs  of  gold ; 
The  oivu§  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey ; 
The  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate ; 

♦  Friirbtened.  t  Hannony. 

t  Companies.  |  Sober,  grave 
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The  sad-eyed  jusfioe,  with  his  surly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  executors*  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  drone.    I  this  infer, — 
That  many  things,  having  full  reference 
To  one  concent,  may  work  contrariously; 
As  many  arrows,  loosed  several  ways^ 
Ply  to  one  mark ; 

As  many  several  ways  meet  in  one  town ; 
As  many  fresh  streams  run  in  one  self  sea ; 
As  many  lines  dose  in  the  dial's  centre; 
So  many  a  thousand  actions,  once  afoot, 
End  in  one  purpose,  and  be  all  well  borne 
Without  defeat    Therefore  to  Prance,  my  liego. 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four; 
Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  Prance, 
And  you  withal  shall  niake  all  Gallia  shake. 
If  we,  vrith  thrice  that  power  left  at  home. 
Cannot  defend  our  own  door  from  the  dog, 
Let  us  be  worried;  and  our  nation  lose 
The  name  of  hardmess,  and  poUcy. 
JT.  Sen,  Call  in  the  messengers  sent  firom  the  Dauphin. 

[Exit  an  Attendant.    The  KiKa  ascend*  Me  Throne. 
Now  are  we  weU  resolved :  and,— -by  God's  help; 
And  yours,  the  noble  sinews  of  our  power, — 
Prance  being  ours,  well  bend  it  to  our  awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces :  Or  there  we'll  sit, 
EuUng,  in  large  and  ample  empery,t 
O'er  Prance,  and  all  her  almost  kingly  dukedoms ; 
Or  lay  these  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn. 
Tombless,  with  no  remembrance  over  tnem: 
Either  our  Instory  shall,  with  ftill  mouth. 
Speak  freely  of  our  acts :  or  else  our  grave. 
Like  Turkish  mute,  shall  have  a  tongueless  mouth. 
Not  worship'd  with  a  waxen  epitaph. 

Enter  Ahba8S1IX)BS  of  France, 

Now  are  we  well  prepared  to  know  the  pleasure 
Of  our  fiiir  cousin  Dauphin ;  for.  we  heai% 
Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  king. 

Am$,  May  it  please  your  majesty,  to  give  us  leave 
Preely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge ; 
Or  sludl  we  sparingly  show  you  far  off 
The  Dauphiirs  meaning,  and  our  embassy? 

K.  Hen,  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  Christian  king 
Unto  whose  grace  our  passion  is  as  subject 
As  are  our  vFretches  fetter'd  in  our  prisons : 
Therefore,  with  fhmk  and  with  uncurbed  plainness, 
Tell  us  the  Dauphin's  mind. 

Amb,  Thus,  then  in  few. 
Tour  highness,  lately  sending  into  Prance, 
IHd  claim  some  certain  dukedoms,  in  the  right 

*  BsecutionerB.  ^  Domioion. 
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Of  your  great  predecessor,  king  Edward  ihe  third. 
In  answer  of  which  claim,  the  phnce  our  master 
Says,— that  you  savour  too  much  of  your  youth ; 
And  bids  you  be  advised,  there's  nought  in  France, 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  gaUiard*  won; 
You  cannot  revel  into  dukedoms  there : 
He  therefore  sends  you,  meeter  for  your  spirit. 
This  tun  of  treasure :  an<L  in  lieu  of  this, 
Desires  you,  let  the  aukedoms.  that  you  claim. 
Hear  no  more  of  you.    This  the  Dauphin  speaks. 

K,  Sen.  What  treasure^  uncle  ? 

Sxe.  Tennis-balls,  my  hege. 

jr.  Sen.  We  are  glad,  the  Daunhin  is  so  pleasant  with  us; 
His  present,  and  your  pains,  we  tnacJc  you  for ; 
When  we  have  match'd  our  rackets  to  these  balls, 
We  will,  in  France,  by  God's  grace,  play  a  set 
Shall  strike  his  fatners  crown  into  tne  hazara  :t 
Tell  him,  he  hath  made  a  maAxh  with  such  a  wrangler. 
That  all  the  courts  of  Franoe  will  be  disturb'd 
With  chaoesJt    And  we  understand  him  well. 
How  he  oomes  o'er  us  with  our  wildw  days, 
Not  measuring  what  use  we  made  of  them. 
We  never  valued  this  poor  seat  of  England ; 
And  therefore,  Uving  henoe^  did  give  oursc^ 
To  barbarous  licence;  As  'tis  ever  common. 
That  men  are  merriest  when  they  are  from  home. 
But  tell  the  Dauphin, — I  will  keep  my  state ; 
Be  like  a  king,  and  bdow  my  sail  of  greatness, 
When  I  do  rouse  me  in  my  throne  of  Franoe : 
For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  mi^esty, 
And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working  days ; 
But  I  will  rise  there  with  so  full  a  glory. 
That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  France, 
Xea^  strike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 
And  tell  the  pleasant  prince, — this  mock  of  his 
Hath  tum'd  nis  balls  to  gun-stones ;  and  his  soul 
Shall  stand  sore  diiarged  for  the  wasteful  vengeance 
That  shall  fly  with  th^n:  for  many  a  thousand  widows 
Shall  this  his  mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  husbands ; 
Mock  mothers  firom  their  sons,  mock  castles  down ; 
And  some  are  yet  ungotten,  and  unbom. 
That  shall  have  cause  to  curse  the  Daupnin's  scorn. 
But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God,  ""^ 

To  whom  I  do  appeal ;  And  in  whose  name^  ^ 

Tell  you  the  Dauphin,  I  am  coming  on. 
To  venge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  rorth 
My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-haUow'd  cause. 
So,  get  you  hence  in  peace ;  and  tell  the  Dauphin» 

*  A  dance. 

t  A  place  in  the  tennit-oonrt  hito  which  the  ball  ia  sotteiimes  strack. 
t  At  tennis,  the  spot  where  a  ball  falls,  beyond  which  the  adversary 
must  strike  his  ball  to  c^ain  a  point. 
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His  jest  win  savour  but  of  shallow  wit, 
When  thousands  weep,  more  than  did  ku{^  at  it- 
Convey  them  with  sate  conduct— Fare  you  welL 

[Exeunt  AMBA88ADOBS. 

JExe.  This  was  a  merry  message. 

K.  Sen,  We  hope  to  make  4^e  leaider  bkuh  at  it         ^ 

[Deteendsfrom  his  Throne. 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hoar. 
That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  expeditioB : 
Per  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us  but  Rwioe ; 
Save  those  to  God,  tl^  run  b^ore  our  business. 
Therefore,  let  our  proportioiis  for  these  wars 
Be  soon  collected ;  and  aU  things  thought  upon, 
That  may,  with  reasonaUe  swiftness,  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings ;  for,  God  before, 
Well  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  faither's  door. 
Therefore,  let  every  man  now  task  his  thought, 
That  this  fair  action  may  on  foot  be  brou^t  \_Exeunt, 


Acrn. 

Bnter  Choeus. 

Char.  Now  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire, 
And  silken  dalliance  m  the  wavdrobe  Ues; 
Now  thrive  1^  armourers,  and  honour's  thought 
Eeigns  solely  in  the  breast  of  every  man : 
T^  sell  the  pasture  now  to  buy  the  horse; 
fc^lowing  the  mirror  of  all  Christian  kings, 
With  winged  heels,  as  English  Mercuries. 
R>r  now  site  Expectation  m  tine  air : 
Ami  hides  a  swora,  from  hilts  unto  the  pomt, 
With  crowns  imperial,  crowns,  and  coronets, 
FroiQised  to  Harry,  and  his  ftdlowers. 
The  FrendL  advised  by  good  iis^elUgenee 
Of  this  most  dreadful  preparation, 
I^U^e  in  thek  fear:  and  with  pale  policy 
Seek  to  div^  the  English  purposes. 
0  England !— modd  to  l^y  inward  greatness, 
likeltae  body  with  a  mighty  heart,— 
What  mightst  thou  do.  that  honour  would  thee  do. 
Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 
But  see  thy  fault !  France  hath  in  thee  fovnd  out 
A  nest  of  hollow  bosoms^  whidi  he  fills 
Wilh  treacherous  crowns :  and  three  corrupted  men,- 
One,  Eichard  earl  of  Cambridge ;  and  the  second, 
He^  lord  Scroop  of  Masham;  and  the  third. 
Sir  Thomas  Grey  KnigdW;  of  Northumberland.— 
Have,  for  the  gut*  of  France,  (O  guilt  indeed !) 

♦  Gelt,  money. 
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Oonfirm'd  oonspiraoy  with  fearful  France; 
And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  kings  must  die 

ilf  heU  and  treason  hold  thdr  promises). 
lire  he  take  ship  for  Trance,  and  in  Southampton. 
Linger  your  patience  on ;  and  well  digest 
The  abuse  of  distance,  while  we  force*  a  plaj. 
The  sum  is  paid;  the  traitors  are  agreed; 
The  king  is  set  from  London ;  and  the  scene 
Is  now  transported,  gentles,  to  Southampton : 
There  is  the  playhouse  now,  there  must  you  sit: 
And  thence  to  France  shall  we  convey  you  safe^ 
And  bring  you  back,  charming  the  narrow  seas 
To  fldye  you  gentle  pass ;  for.  if  we  may, 
Weul  not  offend  one  stomach  with  our  ] ' 
But,  till  the  king  come  fortii,  and  not  ti 
Unto  Southampton  do  we  smft  our  scene.  ISxU. 

SCJBNS  Z-^Tke  9am€.   Hoitcheap. 
JSnUr  Ntm  and  Babdolfh. 

Bard,  Well  met,  corporal  Nym. 

Nym,  Good  morrow,  lieutenant  Bardolph. 

B<Hd,  What,  are  ancient  Pistol  and  you  frienos  yet  ? 

Nym,  For  my  part,  i  care  not:  I  say  little :  but  when  time 
shall  serve,  there  shall  be  smiles ;— but  that  shall  be  as  it  may.  I 
dare  not  fight ;  but  I  will  wink,  and  hold  out  mine  iron :  It  is  a 
simple  one:  but  what  though  P  it  will  toast  cheese;  and  it  will 
endure  cold  as  another  man's  sword  will :  and  there's  the  humour 
of  it 

Bard,  I  will  bestow  a  breakfkst,  to  make  ^ou  friends ;  and  well 
be  all  three  sworn  brothen  to  France ;  let  it  be  so,  good  corporal 
Nym. 

Nym,  Taith.  I  will  live  so  long  as  I  may,  thafs  the  certain  of 
it ;  and  when  I  cannot  Uve  any  longer,  I  will  do  as  I  may :  that 
is  my  restf  that  is  the  rendezvous  of  it 

Bard,  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married  toNell  Quickly : 
and,  certainly,  she  md  you  wrong ;  for  yon  were  tioth-plifi^t  to 
her. 

Nfffn,  I  cannot  tell;  thing^  must  be  as  they  may:  men  may 
sleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about  them  at  that  time ; 
and  some  say,  knives  have  edges.  It  must  be  as  it  may :  though 
patience  be  a  tired  mare,  yet  she  will  plod.  There  must  be  con- 
clusions.   Well,  I  cannot  tell. 

Xkter  Pistol  and  Mrs,  QmcELT. 

Bard,  Here  comes  ancient  Pistol,  and  his  wife  :--good  corporal, 
be  patient  here.— How  now,  mine  host  Pistol? 

Put,  Base  tikel  caU'st  thou  me— host  ? 
Now,  by  this  hand  I  swear.  I  scorn  the  term ; 
Nor  shall  my  Nell  keep  lodgers. 

*  7.  ff .  by  compressing  events.  t  Resolntion.  %  doirn. 
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Qmck.  No,  hy  my  troth,  not  long :  for  we  cannot  lodge  and 
'boara  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen,  that  live  honestly  by  the 
nrick  of  their  needles,  but  it  will  be  thought  we  keep  a  bawd^- 
nouae  straight.  [Nyh  draws  histword,']  O  well-a-day,  Lady,  if 
he  be  not  drawn  now !  O  Lord!  herers  corporal  Nym*8— now 
shall  we  have  wilful  adultery  and  murder  committed.  Qood 
lieutenant  Bardolph,— good  corporal,  offer  nothing  here. 

N^,  Pish! 

Put  Pish  for  thee,  Iceland  dog !  thou  prickeared  cur  of  Ice- 
land! 

Quick.  Good  corporal  Nym,  show  the  valour  of  a  man,  and  put 
np  thy  sword. 

Npm,  Will  you  shog  oflf  ?  I  would  haTe  you  solus. 

ISheathing  his  sward. 

Pist  Solus,  egregious  dog  ?  O  viper  vile ! 
The  solus  in  thy  n\ost  marvellous  face ; 
The  solus  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat. 
And  in  thv  hateM  lun^,  jea.  in  thy  maw,  perdy  ;* 
And,  whicn  is  worse,  withm  thy  nasty  mouth ! 


I  do  retort  the  solus  in  thv  bowels : 
Eor  I  can  take,  and  Pistors  ( 


}  cock  is  up, 
And  flashing  fire  will  follow. 

Nffm.  I  am  not  Barbason  ;t  you  ctonot  conjure  me.  I  have 
a  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well :  If  you  grow  foul  with 
me^  Pistol,  I  will  scour  you  with  my  rapier,  as  1  may.  in  fair 
terms :  if  you  would  walk  off,  I  would  pnck  your  guts  a  little,  in 
good  terms,  as  I  may ',  and  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Fist.  O  braffgard  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight ! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doting  death  is  near ; 
Therefore  exhale.^  [Pistol  and  NTif  draw. 

Bard.  Hear  me,  hear  me  what  I  say :— he  that  strikes  the  first 
stroke.  Til  nm  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as  I  am  a  soldier.      [Draws, 

Fist.  An  oath  of  mickle  might ;  and  ftiry  shall  abate. 
Give  me  thy  fist,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give ; 
Thy  spirits  are  most  tall 

Npm.  1  will  cut  thy  throaty  one  time  or  other,  in  fSair  terms ; 
that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

Pist.  Coup  le  gorge,  that's  the  word  ?— I  thee  defy  again. 

0  hound  of  Cret&§  think'st  thou  my  spouse  to  get  r 
No :  to  the  'spital  so, 

And  from  the  powdering  tub  of  infamv 
Fetch  forth  the  lazar  kite  of  Cressid's  kind, 
Doll  Tear-sheet  she  by  name,  and  her  espouse : 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold,  the  quondam  Quickly 
Per  the  only  she ;  and— Pa«ca,  there's  enough. 

Enter  the  BoT. 

Boy.  Mine  host  Pistol,  you  must  come  to  my  master,— and 
you,  hostess ;— he  is  very  sick,  and  would  to  bed.— Good  Bardolph, 

*  Par  Dieu  f  t  The  name  of  a  demon. 

t  Breatiie  your  last.  i  Blood-hound.  •^ 
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put  thy  nose  between  hia  sheeti^  uod  do  the  office  of  t  wirmimg- 
pan :  'nith  he's  very  IB. 

Bard.  Away,  you  rosue. 

Q^icle,  By  my  troth,  neH  /ield  the  crow  a  pudding  one  of  these 
days :  the  king  has  kill'd  m^  heart.— ^Good  husband,  come  bomie 
presently.  l^^Exevmb  Mrs.  Quickly  and  Box. 

Bard,  Come,  shall  I  make  you  two  Mends  ?  We  must  to 
Prance  together ;  Why,  the  devil,  should  we  keep  knives  to  cut 
one  another's  throats  ? 

Fi&t.  Let  floods  o'erswell,  and  fiends  for  food  howl  on  ! 

N^m,  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  shillings  I  won  of  you  at  betting  ? 

Fitt.  Base  is  the  slave  that  pays. 

Nym.  That  now  I  will  have ;  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

FiH.  As  manhood  shall  compound;  Push  home. 

Bard,  Hj  this  sword,  he  tl^t  makes  the  first  thrust,  Pll  kill 
him;  by  tms  sword,  I  will. 

Put.  Sword  is  an  oath,  and  oaths  must  have  their  course. 

Bard.  Corporal  Nym,  and  thou  wilt  be  friends,  be  friends :  an 
thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with  me  too.  Pr'ythee^  put 
up. 

Nym.  I  shall  have  my  eight  shillings,  I  won  of  you  at  betting. 

JPiH.  A  noble*  shalt  thou  bave,  and  present  pay ; 
And  liquor  likewise  will  I  j^ve  to  thee. 
And  friendship  shall  combine,  and  brotherhood : 
111  live  by  Nym,  and  Nym  shall  live  by  me  ;— 
Is  not  this  just  ? — ^for  I  shall  sutler  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  me  thy  moid. 

Njfm,  I  snail  have  my  noUe  ? 

Biti.  In  cash  most  jiistly  paid. 

ifym.  Well  then,  thafs  the  humour  of  it 

Be-e»ter  Mra.  QuiCKLY. 

QiUcJc.  As  ever  you  came  of  womeiL  come  in  quidkly  to  Sir 
John :  Ah,  poor  heart !  he  is  so  shaked  of  a  burmng  quotidian 
tertian,  that  it  is  most  lamentable  to  behdki  Sweet  men,  ccmie 
to  him. 

Nym.  The  king  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  knight,  thafs 
the  even  of  it. 

Bist.  N:nu.  thou  hast  spoke  the  right ; 
His  heart  is  iracted  and  corroborate. 

Nym.  The  king  is  a  good  king :  but  it  must  be  as  it  may;  he 
passes  some  humours,  imd  careers. 

Bitt,  Let  us  condole  the  knight ;  for,  lambkins,  we  will  live. 

8CBNE  n.— Southampton,   A  counciUchamher. 

BhUer  ExETEB,  Bebfobd,  atid  Westmobsulkd. 

Bed.  Toto  Godj  his  grace  is  bold,  to  trust  these  traitors. 
Bxe,  They  shall  be  apprehended  by-and-by. 

*  A  coin,  in  value  six  shillings  and«^t  pence.     . 
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West  How  smooth  and  erea  they  do  bear  themselTw! 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  boeoms  sat^ 
Crowned  with  faith  and  constant  loyaHr. 

Bed,  The  king  hatli  note  of  all  that  tney  intend. 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  ot 

Exe.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow. 
Whom  he  hath  dpy'd  and  graced  with  princely  nTOurs,— 
That  he  should,  for  a  foreisn  purse,  so  sell 
His  sovereign's  liib  to  death  and  treachery ! 

Trum:pet  sounds.    Enter  KING  Heney,  Sceoop,  CiJfBBlDGB, 
Gbey,  Lords,  and  Mtendcmts, 

K.  Hen,  Now.  sits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  lord  of  Camoridge,— and  my  kind  lord  of  Masham,— 

And  you  my  gentle  Knight, give  me  your  thou^ts : 

Think  you  not,  that  the  powers  we  bear  with  us, 
Will  cut  their  passage  through  the  force  of  France ; 
Doing  the  execution^  and  the  act, 
Por  which  we  have  m  head*  assraibled  th^n  ? 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  liege,  if  each  man  do  his  best. 

K.  Hen.  I  doubt  not  that :  since  we  are  well  persuaded, 
We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence, 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  consent  wilii  ours; 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wish 
Success  and  conquest  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam.  Never  was  monarch  better  fear'd  and  loved, 
Than  is  your  nu^est^r ;  there's  not,  I  think,  a  subject, 
That  sits  in  heart-gnef  and  uneashiess 
Under  the  sweet  shade  oi  your  government 

Orey.  Even  those  that  were  your  fother's  enemies, 
Have  steep'd  their  sails  in  honey;  and  do  serve  you 
With  hearts  createf  of  duty  and  of  zeal 

K.  Hen.  We  therefore  have  great  cause  of  thankftilneag ; 
And  shall  forget  the  office  of  our  hand. 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  desert  and  merit. 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthiness. 

Scroop.  So  service  shall  with  steeled  sinews  t<Ml ; 
And  labour  shall  refresh  itself  with  hope. 
To  do  your  wace  incessant  services. 

K.  Hen.  We  judge  no  less. — Uncle  of  Exeter, 
Enlarge  the  man  committed  yesterday,  ; 

That  rail'd  against  our  person :  we  consider, 
It  was  excess  of  wine  tlwtt  set  him  on ; 
And,  on  his  more  advice,!  we  pardon  nim. 

Scroop.  Thafs  mercy,  but  too  much*  security : 
Let  him  be  punish'd,  sovereign ;  lest  example 
Breed^by  his  sufiferance,  more  of  such  a  kind. 

K.  Hen.  O,  let  us  yet  be  mercifuL 

Cam.  So  may  your  highness,  and  yet  punish  too. 

Ch-ey.  Sir,  you  show  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  life. 
After  the  taste  of  much  correction. 

*  Force.  t  Compounded.  t  Coming  to  Ids 
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JT.  Sen,  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me 
Are  heavy  orisons  'gainst  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  foults,  proceeding  on  distemper,* 
Shall  not  he  wink'd  at,  how  shall  we  stretch  our  eye. 
When  capital  crimes,  chewed,  swallow'd.  and  digested. 
Appear  before  us  ?— W ell  yet  enlarge  that  man, 
Thouffh  Gamhridge,  Scroop,  and  Grey,— in  their  dear  care. 
And  tender  preservation  of  our  person,— 
Would  have  nim  punish'd.    And  now  to  our  French  causes ; 
Who  are  the  later  commissioners  ? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  lord ; 
Tour  highness  bade  me  ask  for  it  to-day. 

Scroop,  So  did  you  me,  my  Uege. 

Grey,  And  me,  my  royal  sovereign. 

JT.  Sen,  Then.  Bichard,  earl  of  Cambridee,  there  is  yours  ;— 
There  yours,  lord  Scroop,  of  Masham ;— ano^  Sir  knight, 
Grey  of  Northumberlano,  this  same  is  yours : — 
Bead  them :  and  know,  I  know  your  worthiness. — 
My  lord  of  Westmoreland,— ana  uncle  Exeter,— 
We  will  aboard  to-night.— Why.  how  now,  gentlemen  ? 
What  see  you  in  those  papers,  that  you  lose 
So  much  complexion  ?— look  ye,  how  they  chanse ! 
Their  cheeks  are  paper. — ^Why,  what  read  you  there. 
That  hath  so  cowarded  and  chased  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance  ? 

Cam.  I  do  confess  my  fault ; 
And  do  submit  me  to  your  highness*  mercy. 

Orep,  Scroop,  To  which  we  all  appeal 

K.  Men.  The  mercv,  that  was  quickl  in  us  but  late. 
By  your  own  counsel  is  suppressed  and  kfil*d  : 
You  must  not  dare,  for  ^hame,  to  talk  of  mercy ; 
Por  your  own  reasons  turn  into  your  bosoms. 
As  dogs  upon  their  masters,  worrying  them. — 
See  you.  my  princes,  and  my  noble  peers. 
These  Engush  monsters !  My  lord  of  Cambridge  here, — 
You  know,  how  apt  our  love  was,  to  accord 
To  fUmish  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  honour ;  and  this  man 
Hath,  for  a  few  Ught  crowns,  lightly  conspired. 
And  sworn  unto  the  practices  of  France, 
To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton :  to  the  which. 
This  knight,  no  less  for  oounty  bound  to  us 
Than  Cambridge  is,— hath  likewise  sworn— But  Oh ! 
What  shall  I  say  to  thee,  lord  Scroop :  thou  cruel, 
Ingrateful,  savage,  and  inhuman  creature ! 
Thou  that  didst  Dear  the  key  of  aU  my  counsels, 
That  knew'st  the  very  bottom  of  my  soul. 
That  almost  mightst  have  coin'd  me  into  gold, 
Wouldst  thou  Imve  practised  on  me  for  thy  use  ? 
May  it  be  possible,  that  foreign  hire 
Could  out  of  thee  extract  one  spark  ojf  evil, 

*  Disorder  from  wine.  f  Lately  appointed.  t  Living. 
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That  might  annoy  my  finaer  ?  'tis  so  strange,* 

That  though  the  truth  of  it  stands  oflf f  as  gross 

Ab  black  firom  white,  my  eye  will  scarcely  see  it. 

Treason  and  murder,  ever  kept  together, 

As  two  yoke-devils,  sworn  to  either*s  purpose, 

Woridng  so  grossly  in  a  natural  cause. 

That  admiration  cud  not  whoop  at  them : 

But  thou  'gainst  all  proportion,  didst  bring  in 

"Wonder,  to  wait  on  treason,  and  on  murder : 

And  whatsoever  cunning  fiend  it  was. 

That  wrought  ixpon  thee  so  preposterously, 

fl'ath  Kot  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence : 

And  other  devils,  that  suggest  by  treasons. 

Bo  botch  and  bungle  up  damnation 

With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetoU'.i 

From  glistering  semblances  of  piety : 

But  h&  that  temper'd  X  thee,  Iraxle  thee  stand  up. 

Gave  thee  no  instance  why  thou  shouldst  do  treanon, 

Unless  to  dub  thee  with  tne  name  of  traitor. 

If  that  same  demon,  that  hath  arull'd  thee  thus. 

Should  with  his  lion  gait  walk  tne  whole  world. 

He  mieht  return  to  vasty  Tartar§  back, 

And  tell  the  legions— I  can  never  win 

A  soul  so  ea^y  as  that  Englishman's. 

0,  how  hast  thou  with  jealousy  infected 

The  sweetness  of  aflSance !  |)  Show  men  dutiftil  ? 

Why,  so  didst  thou :  Seem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 

Why,  so  didst  thou :  Come  they  of  noble  family  ? 

Why,  so  didst  thou :  Seem  they  religious  ? 

Why,  so  didst  thou :  Or  are  they  spare  in  diet ; 

Free  from  gross  passion,  or  of  mirtn  or  anger ; 

Constant  in  spirit,  not  swerving  with  the  blood ; 

Garmsh'd  and  deck'd  in  modest  complement  ;ir 

Not  working  with  the  eye,  without  tne  ear^ 

And,  but  in  purged  judgment  trusting  neither  ? 

Such,  and  so  finely  bolted,**  didst  thou  seem : 

And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 

To  mark  the  fUll-fraught  man,  and  best  indued,tt 

With  some  suspicion.    I  will  weep  for  thee ; 

For  this  revolt  of  thine^methinks,  is  like 

Another  fall  of  man.^Their  fitults  are  open. 

Arrest  them  to  the  answer  of  the  law  ;— 

And  God  acquit  them  of  their  practices ! 

J5b0.  I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Hichard 
earl  of  Cambridge. 

I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Henry  brd  Scroop 
of  Afasham. 

I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Thomas  Grey, 
knight  of  Northumberland. 

« .I»alpable.  t  Stands  ont.  t  Rendered  thee  pliablt. 

f  Tartarus.  I  Trust,  confidence.     %  Acoomplishment. 

^  Silted.  tt  Endowed. 

VOL.  in.  o 
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Scroop.  Our  purposes  God  justly  hatii  disooyer'd ; 
And  I  repent  my  fault  more  than  my  death; 
AVhich  I  oeseech  your  highness  to  forgive, 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Com.  For  me,— the  ^old  of  France  did  not  seduce ; 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive. 
The  sooner  to  effect  what  I  intended : 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention ; 
Which  I  in  sufferance  heartily  will  rejoice, 
Beseechinff  Gk)d  and  jovl  to  pardon  me. 

€hey.  Never  did  faithful  subject  more  rejoioe 
At  the  discovenr  of  most  dangerous  treason. 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  jov  o'er  mjrself. 
Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprize : 
My  fault,  but  not  my  bod^,  pardon,  sovereign. 

K.  Hen.  God  quit  you  m  his  mercv !    Hear  your  .sentence. 
You  have  conspired  against  our  royal  person, 
Join*d  with  an  enemy  proclaim'd,  and  fVom  his  coffers 
Beoeived  the  golden  earnest  of  our  death ; 
Wherein  you  would  have  sold  your  king  to  slaughter. 
His  princes  and  his  peers  to  servitude. 
His  subjects  to  oppression  and  contempt, 
And  his  whole  kmgdom  untQ  desolation. 
Touching  our  person,  seek  we  no  revenge ; 
But  we  our  kingdom*s  safety  must  so  tender. 
Whose  ruin  you  three  sought,  that  to  her  laws 
We  do  deliver  you.    Get  you  therefore  hence, 
Poor  miserable  wretches,  to  your  death : 
The  taste  whereof,  God,  of  his  mercy,  give  you 
Patience  to  endure^  ana  true  repentance 
Of  all  your  dear  offences !— Bear  them  hence.  / 

\_Hxeunt  CotupirtUors,  guarded. 
Now,  lords,  for  France;  the  enterprize  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  dorious. 
We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war ; 
Since  God  so  graciously  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  treason,  lurking  in  our  way. 
To  hinder  our  beginnings,  we  doubt  not  now, 
But  every  rub  is  smoothed  on  our  way. 
Then,  forth,  dear  countrymen;  let  us  deliver 
Our  puissance  into  the  hand  of  Grod, 
Putting  it  straight  in  expedition. 
Cheerly  to  sea ;  the  signs  of  war  advance : 
No  king'  of  England,  u  not  king  of  France.  « l^xeuni, 

SCJENS  III.— London.    Mrs.  QmCKLrt  Souse  in  Sastcheap, 

Enter  PiSTOL,  Mrs.  Quickly,  Nym,  Babdolph,  and  Boy. 

(^ich.  Pr'ythee,  honey-sweet  husband,  let  me  brinjS*  thee  to 
Staines. 
JPist.  No ;  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yeam.t— 

«  Attend.  t  Grieve, 
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Bardoli)li,  be  blithe ;— Nym,  rouse  thy  vaunting  vems ; 
Boy.  bristle  thy  oourage  up ;  for  FbMaS  he  is  dead, 
And  we  must  yearn  therefore. 

Bard,  'Would,  I  were  with  him,  wheresome'er  he  is,  whether 
in  heaven,  or  in  hell ! 

Qmek.  I^ay,  sure,  he's  not  in  hell ;  he's  in  Arthur's  bof;om,  if 
ever  man  went  to  Arthur's  bosom.  'A  made  a  finer  end,  and 
went  away,  an  it  had  been  any  chnstom*  child ;  'a  parted  even 

i'ust  between  twelve  and  one,  een  at  turning  o'  the  tide :  for  after 
;  saw  him  fumble  with  the  sheets,  and  pfay  with  flowers,  and 
smile  upon  his  fingers'  ends,  I  knew  there  was  but  one  way ;  for 
his  nose  was  as  sharp  as  a  pen,  and  'a  babbled  of  green  fields. 
How  now,  Sir  John  ?  quoth  I:  what,  man !  be  of  good  cheer. 
So  'a  cried  out— God,  God,  God !  three  or  four  times:  now  I,  to 
comfort  him,  bid  hiuL  'a  should  not  think  of  God ;  I  hoped,  there 
was  no  need  to  trouble  himself  with  any  such  thoughts  yet :  So, 
'a  bade  me  lay  more  clothes  on  his  feet :  I  put  my  hand  into  the 
bed,  and  felt  them,  and  they  were  as  cold  as  anv  stone ;  then  I 
felt  to  his  knees,  and  so  upward,  and  upward,  and  all  was  as  cold 
as  any  stone. 

Ntfm.  They  say.  he  cried  out  of  sack. 

^Uek,  Ay.  that  'a  did. 

iard.  And  of  women. 

C^k,  Nay,  that  'a  did  not. 

JEro^.  Yes,  tmt  'a  did ;  and  said,  they  were  devils  incarnate. 

Qmek,  'A  could  never  abide  carnation ;  'twas  a  colour  he  never 

Boy,  'A  said  once,  the  devU  would  have  him  about  women. 

Quick.  'A  did  in  some  sort,  indeed,  handle  women :  but  then 
he  was  rheumatic  rf  and  talked  of  the  whore  of  Babylon. 

Boff.  Do  you  not  remember  'a  saw  a  flea  stick  upon  Bardolph's 
nose ;  and  *i  said,  it  was  a  black  soul  burning  in  hell-fire  ? 

Bard,  WelL  the  fUel  is  gone,  that  maintamed  that  fire :  that's 
all  the  riches  I  got  in  his  service. 

Nym,  Shall  we  shog  off?  the  king  will  be  gone  from  South- 
ampton. 

Put.  ComeL  lefs  away.    My  love,  give  me  thy  Ups. 
Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables : 
Let  senses  rule;  the  word  is  FUch  and  pay  $ 
Trust  none ; 

For  oaths  are  straws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer-cakes, 
And  hold-fjBst  is  the  only  dog,  my  duck ; 
Therefore  cameto  be  thy  counsellor. 
Go,  dear  thy  crystals^:— Yoke-fellows  in  arms. 
Let  us  to  France !  like  horse-leeches,  my  boys ; 
To  suck,  to  fSQxk^  the  very  blood  to  suck ! 

Boy,  And  that  is  but  unwholesome  food,  they  say. 

Pik.  Touch  her  soft  mouth,  and  march. 

Bard,  Farewell,  hostess.  [Kissing  her, 

Nym,  I  cannot  kiss,  that  is  the  humour  of  it ;  but  adieu. 

*  A  child  not  more  than  a  month  old. 

t  Lunatic.  %  Dry  thy  eyes. 
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Fist.  Let  housewifery  appear ;  keep  dose,  I  theie  oommsnd. 
Q^ick.  Farewell;  adieu.  JExeunt, 

SCHNE  IK-^France,    A  Room  in  the  French  King's  Falace, 

Enter  the  French  King  attended;  the  Daufhtn,  the  Ihtke  qf 
BUBOUNDY,  the  Ck>NSTABLE}  and  others, 

Fr,  King,  Thus  come  the  English,  with  full  power  upon  us  -, 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns, 
To  answer  royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  dukes  of  Berry  and  of  Bretagne, 
Of  Brabant,  and  of  Orleans,  shall  make  forth,— 
And  you,  prince  Dauphin,— with  all  swift  despatch. 
To  line,  and  new  repair,  our  towns  of  war, 
"With  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defendant : 
Por  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce. 
As  waters  to  the  sucking  of  a  gulf. 
It  fits  us  then,  to  be  as  provident 
As  fear  may  teach  us,  out  of  late  examples 
Left  by  the  fatal  and  neglected  EnglisI 
Upon  our  fields. 

Dau.  My  most  redoubted  father. 
It  is  most  meet  we  arm  us  'gainst  the  foe : 
For  peace  itself  should  not  so  dull  a  kingdom 
(Though  war,  nor  no  known  quarrel,  were  in  quostuuO, 
But  that  defences,  musters,  preparations. 
Should  be  maintam'd,  assemoled,  and  collected, 
As  were  a  war  in  expectation. 
Therefor^  I  say,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  fortli, 
To  view  tne  sicK  and  feeble  parts  of  France : 
And  let  us  do  it  mth  no  show  of  fear ; 
Ko,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  busied  with  a  Whitsun  morris-dance : 
For,  my  good  liege,  she  is  so  idly  king'd. 
Her  sceptre  so  fantastically  borne 
By  a  vam,  giddy,  shallow,  humorous  youth. 
That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con,  O  i)eace,  nrince  Dauphin ! 
You  are  too  muon  mistaken  in  tMs  king : 
Question  your  grace  the  late  ambassadors, — 
VV  ith  what  great  state  he  heard  their  embassy. 
How  well  sui)plied  with  noble  counsellors, 
How  modest  in  exception,*  and,  withal. 
How  terrible  in  constant  resolution,— 
And  you  shall  find,  his  vanities  fore-snentf 
Were  but  the  outside  of  the  Boman  Brutus, 
Covering  discretion  with  a  coat  of  folly ; 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  those  root-s 
^niat  shill  first  spring,  and  be  most  deUcate. 

Dau,  Well,  'tis  not  so,  m^  lord  high  constable, 
But  though  we  think  it  so,  it  is  no  matter : 

*  Diffident  in  otdection.  t  Exliausted. 
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In  eases  of  defenoe,  tis  best  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  seems, 
Sothe  proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd ; 
Which,  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projection, 
jDoth,  hke  a  miser,  spoil  his  coat,  with  scanting 
A  httie  clot^ 

J?V.  King,  Think  we  king  Harry  strong ; 
Aiid,  pnncM,  look,  you  strongly  arntto  meet  him. 
The  kmdred  of  him  hath  been  fleshed  upon  us ; 
A^d  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  strain,* 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  oaths ; 
"Witness  our  too  much  memorable  shame, 
When  Cressy  battle  fatally  was  struck. 
And  all  our  princes  caotived,  by  the  hand 
Oft^t  black  name,  Edward  black  prince  of  Wales : 
Whiles  that  his  mountain  sire,— on  mountain  stauding. 
Up  in  the  air,  crown'd  with  the  golden  sun,— 
Saw  his  heroical  seed,  and  smiled  to  see  him 
Mangle  the  work  of  nature,  and  deface 
5^16  patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  fathers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.    This  is  a  stem 
Of  that  victorious  stock;  and  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightiness  and  fate  of  him, 

Enter  a  Messengee. 

Mess,  Ambassadors  from  Henry  king  of  England 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  majesty. 

Fr,  King.  We*ll  give  them  present  audience.    Go,  and  bring 
them.  [JSxeunt  Messengee  <md  certain  Lobds. 

You  see,  this  chase  is  hotly  foUow'd,  friends. 

Bau.  Turn  head,  and  stop  pursuit :  for  coward  dogs 
Most  roend  their  mouth^f  when  what  they  seem  to  threaten. 
Runs  far  before  them.    Good  my  sovereign. 
Take  up  the  English  short ;  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head : 
Self-love,  my  liege,  is  not  so  vile  a  sin 
As  self-neglecting. 

Jte-enter  LOEDS,  with  ExETEE  and  Train. 

Ik;  King.  From  our  brother  England  ? 

Exe.  From  him ;  and  thus  he  greets  your  majesty. 
He  wills  yoii,  in  the  name  of  Grod  Almighty, 
That  you  divest  yourself,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrowed  glories,  that,  by  gift  of  heaven, 
By  law  of  nature,  and  of  nations,  'long 
To  him,  and  to  his  heirs ;  namely,  the  crown, 
And  all  wide-stretched  honours  that  pertain, 
By  custom  and  the  ordinance  of  times. 
Unto  the  crown  of  France,    That  you  may  know, 
'Tis  no  sinister,  nor  no  awkward  claim. 


*  Lineage,  t  Baik. 
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Pick'd  from  the  wonn-Tioles  of  long-Tanish'd  day*, 

Nor  from  the  dust  of  old  oblivion  raked, 

He  sends  you  this  most  memorable  line^  l^ites  a  paper. 

In  every  branch  truly  demonstrative; 

"WilUnff  you,  overlook  this  pedigree: 

And,  when  you  find  him  evenly  derived 

From  his  most  famed  of  famous  ancestors, 

Edward  the  Third^  he  bids  you  then  ream 

Your  crown  and  kmgdom,  mdirectly  held 

From  him  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

IV,  King,  Or  else  what  follows  ? 

Sxe.  Bloody  constraint ;  for  if  you  hide  the  crown 
Even  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it: 
And  therefore  in  fierce  tempest  is  he  coming, 
In  thunder,  and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jove 
(That,  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compel) : 
And  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  crown ;  and  to  take  mercy 
•  On  the  ^r  souls,  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  ms  vast^  jaws :  wid  on  your  h^ 
Turns  he  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans'  ones. 
The  dead  men's  blood,  the  pining  maidens'  groans^ 
For  husbands,  fathers,  and  oetrothed  lovers^ 
That  shall  be  swallowed  in  this  controversy. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threatening,  and  my  message ; 
Unless  the  Bauphin  be  in  presence  here, 
To  whom  expr^sly  I  bring  greeting  too. 
,   Fr.  King.  For  us,  we  will  consider  of  this  fUrther: 
To-morrow  shall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  brother  England. 

Dau,  For  the  Dauphin. 
I  stand  here  for  him ;  What  to  him  fifom  England  ? 

JSxe.  6com,  and  defiance;  sUght  regard,  contempt. 
And  anything  that  may  not  misbecome 
The  mighty  sender,  doth  he  prize  von  at. 
Thus  sa^s  my  king :  and,  if  your  father's  hij^ness 
Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large,  ^ 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  sent  his  majesty. 
He'll  call  you  to  so  hot  an  answer  for  it. 
That  caves  and  womby  vaultaces  of  France 
Shall  chide*  your  trespass,  ana  return  your  mock 
In  second  accent  of  his  ordnance. 

Dau,  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  reply. 
It  is  against  my  will :  for  I  desire 
Nothing  but  odds  with  England ;  to  that  end. 
As  matdiing  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 
I  did  present  him  with  those  Paris  balls. 

Uxe,  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  shake  for  it> 
Were  it  the  mistress  court  of  mighty  Europe : 
And,  be  assured,  youll  find  a  difierenoe 
(As  we,  his  subjects,  have  in  wonder  found) 

^  Resound,  echo* 
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Between  the  promise  of  his  greener  dajrg, 
And  these  he  masters  now ;  now  he  weighs  time, 
fiven  to  t^  utmost  rarain ;  which  you  shall  read 
In  your  own  losses,  u  he  stay  in  France. 

Fr.  Kimg,  To-morrow  shall  you  know  our  mind  at  full. 

£xe,  Deroatch  us  with  all  speed,  lest  that  our  king 
Come  here  tdmself  to  question  our  delay ; 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  abready. 

Fr.  Kinff.  You  shall  he  soon  despatched,  with  feir  conditions : 
A  night  is  but  small  breath,  and  little  pause, 
^^0  answer  matters  of  this  consequence.  lExeunt. 


ACTIIL 
Enter  Chosits. 

Cho,  Thus.with  imagined  wing  our  swifb  scene  flies, 
In  motion  of  no  less  o^erity 
Than  that  of  thought    Suppose,  that  you  have  seen 
The  well-appointed  king  at  Hampton  pier 
Embark  hui  royalty ;  and  his  brave  fleet 
AYith  silken  streamers  the  young  Phcebus  fanning. 
Play  with  your  fancies :  and  in  them  behold, 
Upon  the  nempen  tackle,  ship-boys  dimbing : 
Hear  the  shrill  whistle,  which  doth  order  give 
To  sounds  conftised :  behold  the  threaden  sails, 
Borne  with  the  invisible  and  creeoing  wind. 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  Idirough  the  mrrow'd  set^ 
Breasting  Hie  lofkv  surge :  O,  do  but  think. 
You  stand  upon  the  rivage^*  and  behold 
A  city  on  the  inconstant  billows  dancing; 
For  so  aimeam  this  fleet  majefticaL 
Holding  due  course  to  fiarfleur.    Follow,  follow ! 
Grapple  your  minds  to  stemagef  of  this  navy ; 
Ana  leave  your  England,  as  dead  midnight,  still. 
Guarded  with  granoaires,  babies,  and  old  women, 
Either  piust.  or  not  arrived  to.  pith  and  puissance : 
For  who  is  ne,  whose  chin  is  out  enriched 
With  one  appearing  hair,  that  will  not  follow 
These  culM  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  France  ? 
Work,  work,  your  thoughts,  and  therein  see  a  siege : 
Behold  the  orananoe  on  their  carria^^ 
With  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harfleur. 
Suppose,  the  ambtsmdor  from  the  French  comes  back 
Tells  ^arry— that  the  king  doth  ofler  him 
Katherine  nis  daughter ;  and  with  her,  to  dowry, 
fiome  petty  and  unprofitable  dukedoms. 

*  Bank.  f  Tlieir  stems. 
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The  offer  likes  not :  and  the  nimble  gunner 
With  linstock  now  the  devilish  cannon  touches, 

[Alarum,  and  chamber^  go  off. 
And  down  goes  all  before  them.    Still  be  kind. 
And  eke  out  our  performance  witti  your  mind.  [Exit. 

SCENj^I.—Thesame,    Before  Kaxflewr 

Alarums*   Bfder  King  Henby,  Exeteb,  Bedpobi;,  Glostee, 
and  Soldiebs,  vjtih  scaling-ladders. 

K.  "Sen.  Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends,  once  more ; 
Or  close  the  wall  up  with  our  English  de^ ! 
In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man 
As  modest  stillness,  and  numility : 
But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ears, 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tiger : 
Stiffen  the  sinews,  summon  up  the  blood, 
Disguise  fair  nature  with  hard-favour'd  rage : 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  aspect ; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head. 
Like  the  brass  cannon ;  let  the  brow  overwhelm  it, 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
O'erhang  and  juttyf  his  confounded^  base, 
Swill'd  with  the  wild  and  wasteful  ocean. 
Now  set  the  teeth,  and  stretch  the  nostril  wide ; 
Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  spixit 
To  his  full  height !— On,  on,  you  noblest  English, 
Whose  blood  is  fet§  from  fathers  of  war-proof  1 
!Fathers,  that,  like  so  many  Alexanders, 
Have,  in  these  parts,  from  mom  till  even  fought. 
And  sheath'd  their  swords  for  lack  of  argument.!] 
Dishonour  not  your  mothers :  now  attest. 
That  those,  whom  you  call'd  fathers,  did  beget  you ! 
Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grosser  blood. 
And  teach  them  how  to  war ! — And  you,  good  yeomen. 
Whose  limbs  were  made  in  England,  show  us  here 
The  mettle  of  your  pasture ;  let  us  swear 
That  you  are  worth  your  breeding :  which  I  doubt  not ; 
For  there  is  none  of  you  so  mean  and  base, 
That  hath  not  noble  lustre  in  vour  eyes. 
I  see  you  stand  like  greyhounds  in  the  slips. 
Straining  upon  the  start.    The  game 's  afoot ; 
Follow  your  smrit :  and.  upwi  this  charge, 
Cry— God  for  Harry !  Enjland !  and  Saint  George ! 

\Jas;ewnl,    Alarum,  and  chambers  go  off, 

*  Small  itieces  of  ordnance.  f  Jet  over. 

t  Worn.  ^  Fetched.  B  Matter. 
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SCEKE  Ilr-The  same. 

Forcet  pass  over;  Hem  enter  Nym,  ^abdolpb,  Pistol,  and 
Boy. 

Sard.  On,  on,  on,  on,  on !  to  the  breach,  to  the  breach ! 
Nym.  Tray  thee,  corporal,  stay ;  l^e  knoclu  are  too  hot ;  and> 
for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  case  of  lives :  the  humour  of  it 
is  too  hot,  that  is  the  very  plain  song  of  it 

put.  The  plaiu  song  is  most  just;  for  humours  do  abound ; 
Elnocks  go  and  come :  God's  vassals  drop  and  die ; 
Ana  ffword  and  shield. 
In  bloody  field. 
Doth  win  immortal  fame. 
Boy.  'Would  I  were  in  an  alehouse  in  London !  I  would  give 
all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale,  and  safety. 
put.  And  I: 

If  wishes  would  prevail  with  me. 
My  purpose  should  not  fiEul  with  me. 
But  thither  would  I  hie. 
Boy.  As  duly,  but  not  as  truly,  as  bird  doth  sing  on  bough. 

Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Got* s  plood !— Up  to  the  preacheei  you  rascals !  will  you 
not  up  to  the  preaches  ?  [driving  them  forward, 

put.  Be  merciful,  great  duke,  to  men  of  mould  !* 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage ! 
Abate  thy  rage,  great  duke ! 
Good  bawcocK,  bate  thy  rage !  use  lenity,  sweet  chuck  f 

Nym.  These  be  good  humours !— your  honour  wins  bad 
humours. 

[Exeunt  Nym,  TjstoLj  and  Baxdolpw,  followed 
by  Fluellen. 

Boy.  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  observed  three  swashers.  I  am 
boy  to  them  all  three :  but  all  they  three,  though  they  would 
serve  me,  could  not  be  man  to  me :  for,  indeed,  three  such  antics 
do  not  amount  to  a  man.  For  Bardolph,— he  is  white-livered, 
and  red-faced ;  by  the  means  whereof,  'a  faces  it  out,  but  fights 
not  For  PistoL— he  hath  a  killing  ton{]fue.  and  a  quiet  sword ; 
by  the  means  whereof  'a  breaks  words,  and  keeps  whole  weapons. 
For  NynL — ^he  hath  heard,  that  men  of  few  words  are  the  best 
men ;  ana  therefore  he  scorns  to  say  bis  prayers,  lest  'a  should 
be  thought  a  coward :  but  his  few  bad  words  are  matched  with 
as  few  good  deeds;  for  'a  never  broke  any  man's  bead  but  his 
own ;  and  that  was  against  a  post,  when  he  was  drunk.  They 
will  steal  anything,  and  call  it,'— purchase.  Bardolph  stole  a 
lute-oase;  bore  it  twelve  leagues,  and  sold  it  for  three  nalf^nce. 
Nym,  and  Bardolph,  are  sworn  brothers  in  filching;  and  in 
Calais  they  stole  a  fire-shovel :  I  knew,  by  that  piece  of  service^ 
the  men  would  carry  coals.t    They  would  have  me  as  familiar 

•  Earth.  t  Submit  to  any  mdigiuty. 
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with  men's  pockets,  as  their  slovesor  their  handkerchiefs :  which 
makes  much  against  my  mannood,  if  I  should  take  from  another's 
pocket,  to  put  mto  mine ;  for  it  is  plain  pocketing  up  of  wronra.  I 
must  leave  them,  and  seek  some  hetter  sendee:  their  YiDany 
goes  against  my  weak  stomach,  and  therefore  1  must  cast  it  up. 

IJExit  BoT. 
He-enter  Fluellen,  Qower.  following. 

Goto.  Captain  Fluellen,  you  must  come  presently  to  the  mines ; 
the  duke  of  Gloster  would  speak  with  you. 

FTu,  To  the  mines !  tell  you  the  duke,  it  is  not  so  good  to 
come  to  the  mines :  For,  look  you,  the  mines  is  not  according  to 
the  disciplines  of  the  war ;  the  concavities  of  it  is  not  sufficient ; 

unto  the  duke, 
5  countermines : 
,  ,  .  .      ^      -      .         Bre  is  not  better 

directbns. 

Oow,  The  duke  of  Gloster,  to  whom  the  order  of  the  sie§e  is 
given,  is  altoeether  directed  by  an  Irishman;   a  .very  vauant 
gentleman,  i'  faith. 
Flu,  It  IS  captain  Macmorris,  is  it  not  ? 
Goto.  Ithipkitbe. 

Flu.  By  Chesnu,  he  is  an  ass,  as  in  the  'orld :  I  will  verify  as 
much  in  his  peard :  he  has  no  more  directions  in  the  true  dis- 
ciplines of  the  wars,  look  you,  of  the  Boman  disciplines,  than  is 
a  puppy-dog. 

jFn^MACMOBBISofM^  Jamy,  o^  a  distance, 

Gow,  Here  'a  comes ;  and  the  Scots  captain,  captiun  Jamy, 
with  him. 

Flu.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  falarous  gentleman,  that  is 
certain ;  and  of  great  expedition,  and  knowledge,  in  the  ancient 
warSj  upon  my  partioular  knowledge  of  his  directions :  by  Cheshu, 
he  will  maintain  his  argument  as  well  as  any  military  man  intbe 
'<»'ld,  in  the  disciplines  of  the  pristine  wars  of  the  Bomans. 

Jamp,  I  sav,  gud-day,  captam  Fluellen. 

Flu,  God-den  to  your  worship,  goot  captain  Jamy. 

Gow.  How,  now,  captain  Macmorris?  have  you  quit  the 
mines  P  have  the  pioneers  ^ven  o'er  ? 

Mac,  By  Chrisn  la,  tish  ill  done :  the  work  ish  give  over,  the 
trumpet  sound  the  retreat  By  my  hand-  I  swear,  and  by  my 
fathers  soul,  the  work  ish  ill  done;  it  isn  rive  over:  I  would 
have  blowed  up  the  town,  so  Chrish  save  me,  la,  in  an  hour.  O, 
tish  ill  done,  tish  ill  done ;  by  my  hand,  tish  ill  done ! 

Flu,  Captain  Macmorris,  I  peseech  you  now,  will  you  voutsafe 
me,  look  you.  a  few  disputations  with  you,  as  partly  touching  or 
concerning  the  disciplmes  of  the  war,  the  Roman  wars,  in  the 
way  of  argument,  look  you,  and  fHendly  communication ;  partly, 
to  satisfy  my  opinion,  and  partly,  for  the  satisfaction,  look  you,  of 
my  mind,  as  touching  the  direction  of  the  military  discipline ; 
that  is  the  point 

Jttmp,  It  sail  be  very  gud,  gud  feitb,  gud  captains  baith :  and 

•  Din«d. 
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I  sail  quit*  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick  occasion ;  that  Ball 
I,  marry, 

Mae,  It  is  no  time  to  discourse,  so  Chrish  save  m^  the  da^  is 
hot,  and  the  weather,  and  the  wars,  and  the  king,  and  the  dukes ; 
it  is  no  time  to  disoourse.  The  town  is  beeeeched,  and  the  trum- 
pet calls  us  to  the  breach :  and  we  talk,  and,  by  Chrish,  do 
nothing  \  'tis  shame  for  us  all :  so  God  sa'  me^  'tis  shame  to  stand 
still ;  it  IS  sham&  by  my  hand:  and  there  is  throats  to  be  cut. 
and  works  to  be  done ;  and  there  ish  notliing  done,  so  Chrish  sa' 
me,  la. 

Jamif.  By  the  mes&  ere  theise  eyes  of  mine  tak  themselves  to 
slumber,  aHe  do  gude  service,  or  aile  ligge  i*  the  grand  for  it : 
ay,  or  go  to  death ;  and  aile  pay  it  as  valorously  as  I  may,  that 
sail  I  surely  do,  that  is  the  breff  and  the  long :  Marry,  I  wad  full 
fain  heard  some  duestion  'tween  you  tway. 

FIm,  Captain  Macmorris,  I  think,  look  you,  under  your  correc- 
tion, there  is  not  many  ofyour  nation 

Mac,  Of  my  nation  P  What  ish  my  nation  ?  ish  a  villain^  and 
a  bastard,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rascal?  What  ish  mynation  ? 
"Who  talks  of  my  nation  P 

Flu.  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwise  than  is  meant, 
captain  Macmorris.  peradventure,  I  shall  think  you  do  not  use 
me  with  that  affability  as  in  discnretion  you  ought  to  use  me,  look 
you ;  bein^  as  goot  a  man  as  yourseUl  both  in  the  disciplines  of 
wars,  and  m  the  derivation  of  my  birth,  and  in  other  particular- 
ities. 

Mac.  I  do  not  know  you  so  good  a  man  as  myself:  so  Chrish 
save  me,  I  will  cut  off  your  head. 

Oow.  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  mistake  each  other. 

Jamy.  Au !  that* s  a  foul  fmilt.  [^  parley  founded. 

Oow,  The  town  sounds  a  parley. 

Mu.  Captain  Macmorris,  when  there  is  more  better  oppor- 
tunity to  be  required,  look  you,  I  will  be  so  bold  as  to  tell  you,  I 
know  the  disciplines  of  war ;  and  there  is  an  end.  lExeunt. 

SCEinSHI.'—Theeame,    JSifore  ih^  gates  cf  Sarfieur. 

The  GrOTEBKOB  and  tome  Citizene  on  the  WaUs;  the  ^English 
Forcee  below.    JEnter  KlSQ  Henby  and  his  Train. 

K.  Sen.  How  yet  resolves  the  governor  of  the  town  ? 
This  is  the  latest  parie  we  will  acunit: 
Therefore,  to  our  oest  mercy  give  yourselves ; 
Or,  like  to  men  proud  of  destruction. 
Defy  us  to  our  worst:  for,  as  I  am  a  soldier 

iA  name,  that^  in  my  thoughts^  becomes  me  best), 
f  I  begin  the  battery  once  again. 
:  win  not  leave  the  half-achieved  Harfleor, 
^nn  in  her  ashes  she  lie  buried. 
The  gates  of  mercy  shall  be  all  shut  up ; 
And  the  flesh'd  soldier,— rough  and  hard  of  heart,^ 
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In  liberty  of  bl<x>dy  hand,  shall  ran^e 

With  conscience  wide  as  nell ;  mowing  like  grass 

Your  fresh  fair  virgins,  and  your  flowering  infants. 

"What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war, — 

Array'd  in  flames,  like  to  the  prince  of  fiends, — 

Do.  with  his  smirch'd*  complexion,  all  fell  feats 

£nlink'd  to  waste  and  desolation  ? 

"What  is't  to  me,  when  you  yourselves  are  cause. 

If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand 

Of  hot  and  forcing  violation  ? 

What  rein  can  hold  Ucentious  wickedness, 

When  down  tire  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  ? 

We  may  as  bootless  ^nd  our  vain  command 

Upon  tne  enraged  soldiers  in  their  spoil. 

As  send  precepts  to  the  Leviathan 

To  come  ashore.    Therefore,  you  men  of  Harfleur, 

Take  pity  of  your  town,  and  of  your  people, 

"Whiles  yet  my  soldiers  are  in  my  command ; 

Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  wind  of  grace 

Cer-blows  the  filthy  and  conteicious  clouds 

Of  deadly  murder,  spoil,  and  villany. 

If  not.  why,  in  a  moment,  look  to  see 

The  blind  and  bloody  soldier  with  foul  hand 

Defile  the  locks  of  your  shrill-shrieking  daughters ;  , 

Your  fathers  taken  by  the  silver  beards. 

And  their  most  reverend  heads  dash'd  to  the  walls ; 

Yoair  naked  infants  spitted  upon  i)ikes ; 

"Whiles  the  ma\  mothers  with  their  howls  confused 

Do  break  the  nltinds,  as  did  the  wives  of  Jewry 

At  Herod's  bictfitiy-huntin^  slaughtermen. 

"What  say  you  P  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid  P 

Or,  guil^  m  defence,  be  thus  destroy'd  ? 

(7o«.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end : 
The  Dauphin,  whom  of  sucour  we  entreated. 
Betums  us— that  his  powers  are  not  yet  reaay 
To  raise  so  great  a  siege.    Therefore,  dread  king. 
We  yield  our  town,  and  lives  to  thy  soft  mercy : 
Enter  our  gates ;  dispose  of  us,  and  ours ; 
For  we  no  longer  are  defensible. 

K.  Hen.  Open  your  gates. — Come,  uncle  Exeter, 
Oo  you  and  enter  Harfleur ;  l^ere  remain. 
And  fortify  it  strongly  against  the  French : 
Use  mercy  to  them  aU.    For  us,  dear  uncle, — 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  sickness  growing 
tJpon  our  soldiers,— we'll  retire  to  Calais. 
To-night  in  Harfleur  will  we  be  your  guest ; 
To-morrow  for  the  march  are  we  addrest.t 

iFlowrish,    The  King,  SfC.  enter  the  Tot^. 

♦  Soiled.  t  Prepared. 
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SCBNEIV,—:Rouen.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Bnier  Eathabine  and  ALICE. 

Katb.  Alicet  tu  as  e*te  en  Angleterre,  et  tu  pctrle*  hien  le 
language. 

Alice.  Un  peu,  madame. 

Kath.  Jeteprie,m'eneeignez}  ilfaut  que  fappremte  etparler, 
Commeni  appellez  voua  la  main,  en  Anglois  ? 

Alice.  Za  main  ?  elle  est  appellee,  de  hand. 

Kath,  De  hand.    Et  les  cUngts  ? 

Alice.  JLes  doigts  ?  ma  foy,  je  oublie  les  doigts ;  mais  je  me 
souviendrap,  Les  doigts  7  Je  pense,  quHls  sont  appelU  de  fingres ; 
ouvj^  de  fingres. 

Kath.  La  main,  de  hand ;  les  doigts,  de  fingres.  Je  pense,  que 
je  suis  le  hon  escolier,  J* ay  gagne  deux  mots  d' Anglois  vistement. 
Comment  appellez  vous  les  ongles  ? 

Alice.  Les  ongles  ?  les  appelkms,  de  nails. 
.  Kath.  De  nails.     Escoutez ;  dites  moy,  si  je  parle  hien :  de 
hand^  de  fingres,  de  nails. 

Ahce.  Cest  Uen  dit,  madame  ;  il  est  fort  hon  Anglois, 

Kath.  JDitesmoyen  Anglois,  le  hras, 

AUce.  De  arm,  madame, 

Kath.  Etlecoudel 

Alice.  De  elbow. 

Kaih.  De  elbow.  Je  mien  faitz  la  repetition  de  tons  les  mots, 
que  vous  m'avez  appris  dks  it  present. 

Alice.  Xl  est  trop  difficile,  madame,  commeje  pense. 

Kath.  Excusez may,  Alice;  escoutez:  De  hand,  de  fingre,  de 
nail&  de  arm,  de  bilbow, 

Alice,  De  elhovr,  madame. 

Kath.  O  Seigneur  Dieu  !  je  nien  oublie  ;  De  elbow.  Comment 
appellez  vous  le  col  ? 

Alice,  De  neck,  madame, 

Kath,  De  neck:  Et  lementont 

Alice,  De  chin. 

Kath,  De  sin.    Le  col,  de  neck ;  le  menton,  de  sul 

AUce.  Ouy,  Sauf  vostre  honnewr :  en  veriti,  vous  prononee* 
les  mots  OMSsi  droict  que  les  natifs  d? Angleterre, 

Kath.  Je  ne  doute  point  d^apprend/repar  la  grace  de  Dieu  ;  et 
en  peu  de  temps. 

Alice.  Wavez  vous  pas  deja  oubUS  ce  queje  vous  ay  enseignSe  t 

Kath.  Non,Je  reciteray  d  vous  promptemeni,  De  hand,  de 
fingre,  de  mails,— 

Alice.  De  nads,  madame, 

K(Uh.  De  nails,  de  arme,  de  ilbow. 

Alice.  SoMf  vostre  honnewr,  ^e  ^ibow, 

Kath.  Ainsi  dAsje;  de  elbow,  de  neck,  e^  de  sin :  Comment  op- 
petez  vous  le  pieds  et  la  rohe  7 

AUce.  De  root,  madame;  et  de  con. 

Kath.  De  foot,  et  de  con  ?  O  Seigneur  Dieu  !  ces  soni  mots  de 
son  mauvais,  corruptible,  grosse,  et  impudique,  et  non  pow  iee 
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dames  cPhotmenr  cPtuer :  Jenevoudroisprononeereeimotsdevani 
let  Seigneure  de  I^ance,  powr  tovi  le  monde.  H  famt  de  foot,  et 
de  con,  necMUmowts,  Je  reciterai  une  autrefois  ma  lecon  eneem* 
ble:  Be  hand,  de  fingre,  de  nails,  de  ann,de  elbow,  de  neck,  de 
sin.  de  foot,  de  con. 

Alice.  HxeeUentfmadame  ! 

Kath.  Cest  asset  pour  une  fois  ;  allons  nous  d  disner, 

[Exeunt 

SCSI^  v.— The  same.   Another  Room  in  the  same, 

JSnter  the  French  ElKG,  the  Dauphik,  Duke  of  BoUABON,  the 
Constable  qf  France,  and  others. 

JFV.  King,  Tis  certain,  he  hath  pass'd  the  riyer  Some. 

Con,  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  lord. 
Let  us  not  live  in  France ;  let  us  quit  all. 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barba^rous  people. 

Dau.  O  I>ieu  vivant !  shall  a  few  sprays  of  us,— 
The  emptying  of  our  fothers*  luxury,* 
Our  scions,  put  in  wild  and  savaget  stock, 
Spirt  up  so  suddenly  into  the  douds, 
And  overlook  their  grafters  ? 

Bow.  Normans,  but  bastard  Normans,  Norman  bastards ! 
Mort  dematfie!  u  they  march  along 
XJnfought  withal,  but  I  will  sell  my  dukedom. 
To  buy  a  slobbery  and  a  dirtv  farm 
In  that  nook-shotten^  isle  of  Albion. 

Con.  Dieu  de  hattailes !  where  have  they  this  mettle  ? 
Is  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw,  and  dull  ? 
On  whom,  as  in  despite,  the  sun  looks  pale,  ' 

Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns !  Can  sodden  water, 
A  drench  for  sur-rein*d§  jades,  their  barley-broth. 
Decoct  their  cold  blood  to  such  valiant  heat  P 
And  shall  our  quick  blood,  spirited  with  wine, 
Seem  frosty  P   O.  for  honour  of  our  land. 
Let  us  not  bang  like  roping  icicles 
Upon  our  houses'  thatch,  whiles  a  more  frosty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  youth  in  our  rich  fielos ; 
Poor— we  may  call  them,  in  their  native  lords. 

Ikm.  By  fiuth  and  honour. 
Our  madams  mock  at  us ;  and  plainly  say, 
"  Our  mettle  is  bred  out ;  and  they  wiU  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  lust  of  English  youth. 
To  new-store  France  with  bastiard  warriors. 

Bowr.  They  bid  us— to  the  English  dancing-schools, 
And  teach  lavoltas||  hidi,  and  swifb  corantos; 
SayiuK,  our  grace  is  only  in  our  heels. 
And  that  we  are  most  loffcy  runaways. 

Fr.  King.  Where  is  Montady,  the  herald?  speed  him  hence; 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  sharp  defiance.— 

*  Luflt.  tSylvsn;  sauoage.  %  Projccttfil. 

f  Orentnincd.  |  An  Italian  da»o«. 
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Up,  princes ;  and,  with  spirit  of  honour  edged. 
More  sharper  than  your  swords,  hie  to  the  field: 
Charles  De-la-bret,  high  constable  of  France ; 
You  dukes  of  Orleans,  Bourbon,  and  of  Berry, 
Alenijon:  Brabant,  Bar,  and  Burgundy ; 
Jaques  Chatillion.  Rambures,  Yaudemont, 
Beaumont,  Grandpr^,  Boussi,  and  Fauconberg, 
Foix,  Lestrale,  Boucic^ualt,  and  Charolois; 
High  dukes,  great  princes,  barons,  lords,  and  knights. 
For  your  great  seats,  now  quit  you  of  great  shames. 
Bar  Harry  England,  that  sweeps  through  our  land 
IfVith  pennons*  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur : 
Kush  on  his  host,  as  doth  the  melted  snow 
Upon  the  valleys  j  whose  low  vassal  seat 
The  Alps  doth  si>it  and  void  his  rheum  upon : 
Gro  down  upon  him,— you  have  power  enough,—* 
And  in  a  captive  chanot,  into  Itouen 
Bring  him  our  prisoner. 

Con,  This  becomes  l^e  great. 
Sorry  am  I,  his  numbers  are  so  few. 
His  soldiers  sick,  and  famish'd  in  their  march ; 
For.  I  am  sure,  when  he  shall  see  our  army, 
He'U  drop  his  heart  into  the  sink  of  fear. 
And,  for  achievement,  offer  us  his  ransom. 

Fr,  King,  Therefore,  lord  constable,  haste  on  Montjoy : 
And  let  hun  say  to  England,  that  we  send 
To  know  what  wilUng  ransom  he  will  give.— 
Prince  Dauphin,  you  shall  stay  with  us  in  Bouen. 

Dau.  Not  so,  1  do  beseech  your  majesty. 

Fr,  King.  Be  patient,  for  you  shall  remain  with  us.— 
Now,  forth, lora constable. andprinces all : 
And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England's  falL  [Exeunt, 

SCFNH  VI,— The  English  Camp  in  Ficardy, 
Enter  (jOWEE  and  Fluellen. 

Oow.  How  now,  captain  Fluellen  ?  come  you  from  the  bridge  ? 

FUt.  I  assure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  service  committed  at 
the  pridge. 

Gow,  Is  the  duke  of  Exeter  safe  ? 

Flu.  The  duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Agamemnon ; 
and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my  soul,  and  my  heart, 
and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and  my  Hvings,  and  my  uttermost 
powers :  he  is  not  (God  be  praised  and  plessed !)  any  hurt  in  tlie 
'orld ;  but  keeps  the  pridge  most  valiantly^  with  excellent  dis- 
cipline. There  is  an  ancient  there  at  the  pndge, — I  think,  in  my 
Very  conscience,  he  is  as  valiant  as  Mark  Antony ;  and  he  is  a  man 
of  no  estimation  in  the  'orld :  but  I  did  see  him  do  gallant  service. 

Oow,  What  do  you  call  him  ? 

Flu,  He  is  called— ancient  PistoL 

Qcw,  I  know  him  not. 

*  Pendants,  small  flags. 
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Snter  PiSTOL. 

Flu,  Do  you  not  know  him  ?  Here  oomes  the  man. 

FUt.  Captain,  I  thee  beseech  to  do  me  favours : 
The  duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well 

Flu.  Ay,  I  praise  Got;  and  I  haye  merited  some  loye  at  his 
hands. 

FUt.  Bardolph,  a  soldier,  firm  and  sound  of  heart, 
Of  buxom  valour  •  hath,— -by  cruel  fate 
And  giddy  fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel, 
That  goddess  blind, 
That  stands  upon  the  rolling  restless  stone,— 

Flu,  By  your  patience,  ancient  Pistol,  Fortune  is  painted 
plind,  with  a  muffler  before  her  eyes,  to  signify  to  you  that  fortune 
IS  plind :  And  she  is  painted  also  with  a  wheel ;  to  signify  to  you. 
which  is  the  moral  of  it,  that  she  is  turning,  and  inconstant^  and 
variations,  and  mutabilities :  and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed  upon 
a  spherical  stone,  which  rolls,  and  rolls,  anaroUs :— In  good  truth, 
the  poet  is  make  a  most  excellent  description  of  fortune :  fortune, 
look  you,  is  an  excellent  moral. 

JPUt,  Fortune  is  Bardolph's  foe,  and  fipowns  on  him ; 
For  he  hath  stoVn  a  pix,  and  hanged  must  'a  be. 
A  damned  death ! 

Let  ^lows  gape  for  do^  let  man  go  free, 
And  let  not  hemp  his  wmd-pipe  suffocate : 
But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death. 
For  pix  of  Uttle  price. 

Therefore,  go  speak,  the  duke  will  hear  thy  voice ; 
And  let  not  Bardolph's  vital  thread  be  cut 
With  edge  of  penny  cord,  and  vile  reproach : 
Speak,  captain,  for  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu.  Ancient  Pistol,  I  do  partly  understand  your  meaning. 

Put,  Why  then  rejoice  therefore. 

Flu.  Certainly,  ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing;  to  rejoice  at :  for  if, 
look  you,  he  were  my  brother,  I  would  desure  the  duke  to  use  his 
good  pleasure,  and  put  him  to  executions ;  for  disciplines  ought 
to  be  used. 

Fist,  Die  and  be  damn'd;  and^of  for  thy  friendship ! 

Flu.  It  is  well. 

FiH,  The  fig  of  Spain !  [Fxit  Pistol. 

Flu.  Very  good. 

Gow,  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  rascal ;  I  remember 
him  now;  awiwd;  a  cut-purse. 

Mu.  in  assure  you,  'a  utter'd  as  prave  'ords  at  the  pridge,  as 
you  shall  see  in  a  summer's  day :  But  it  is  very  well ;  what  he 
has  spoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I  warrant  you,  when  time  is  serve. 

GH)w,  Why,  'tis  a  guU,  a  fool,  a  rogue ;  that  now  and  then  goes 
to  the  wars,  to  grace  himself  at  his  return  into  London,  under  the 
form  of  a  soldier.  And  sucn  fellows  are  perfect  in  great  com- 
mander's names :  and  they  will  learn  you  by  rote,  where  services 
were  done :— at  such  and  such  a  soonoejl  at  such  a  breach,  at  such 

*  Valoar  under  good  command.  f  Fig. 

t  An  intrenchment  hastily  thrown  vq;>. 
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a  convoy;  who  came  oflf  bravely,  who  was  shot,  who  disgraced, 
what  terms  ttie  enemy  stood  on ;  and  this  they  con  perfectly  in 
the  phrase  of  war.  which  they  trick  up  with  new-tuned  oaths : 
And  what  a  beard  of  the  general's  cut,  and  a  horrid  suit  of  the 
oamp,  will  do  among  foaming  bottles,  and  ale-washed  wits,  is 
wonderful  to  be  thought  on  i  but  you  must  learn  to  know  such 
slanders  of  the  age,  or  dse  you  may  he  marvellous  nustook. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what,  oiq^tain  Gower ;—!  do  perceive,  he  is  not 
the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  show  to  the  'orkl  he  is ;  if  I 
find  a  hole  in  his  coat,  IwiU  tell  him  my  mind.  [JDrum  heard] 
Hark  you,  the  king  is  coming ;  and  I  must  speak  with  him  from 
the  pndge. 

Enter  KiNO  HsmiY,  Glostes,  (md  Soldiers, 

Flu.  Got  pless  your  migesty ! 

JT.  Jffen.  How  now,  Fluellen  ?  earnest  thou  from  the  bridge? 

Flu.  Ay,  so  please  jour  majesty.  The  duke  of  Exeter  has  y&rv 
gallantly  maintained  the  pridge :  the  French  is  gone  otT  look 
you;  and  there  is  gallant  and  most  prave  passages:  Marry, 
th'  athversary  was  have  possession  of  the  pridge ;  but  he  k* 
enforced  to  retire,  and  tne  duke  of  Exeter  is  master  of  the 
pridge :  I  can  tell  your  majesty,  the  duke  is  a  prave  man. 

K.  Hen.  What  men  have  you  lost,  Fluellen  ? 

Flu.  The  perdition  of  th'  athversary  hath  been  very  great,  very 
reasonable  great :  marry,  for  my  part,  I  think  the  duke  hath  lost  • 
never  a  man,  but  one  that  is  like  to  be  executed  for  robbing  a 
church,  one  Bardolph,  if  your  majesty  know  the  man :  his  face  is 
all  bubukles,  and  wnelks,  and  knobs,  and  flames  of  fire ;  and  his 
lips  plows  at  his  nose,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of  fire,  sometimes  plue, 
and  sometimes  red ;  but  his  nose  is  executed,  and  his  fire's  out. 

K.  Sen.  We  would  have  all  such  offenders  so  cut  off":— and  we 

S've  express  charge,  that  in  our  marches  throuffh  the  country, 
lere  be  nothing  compelled  from  the  villages,  nothing  taken  but 
paid  for ;  none  of  the  French  upbraided,  or  abused  in  disdainful 
language :  For  when  lenity  and  cruelty  play  for  a  kingdom,  the 
gentler  gamester  is  the  soonest  winner. 

TueJcet  sounds.    Fnter  MoNTJOY. 

Mbni.  You  know  me  by  my  habit.* 

K.  Sen.  Well  then,  I  know  thee;  What  shall  I  know  of  thee? 

MotU.  My  master's  mind. 

JT.  Sen.  Unfold  it. 

Jfont.  Thus  savs  my  king  r—Say  thou  to  Harry  of  England, 
Though  we  seemNl  dead,  we  did  but  sleep ;  Advantage  is  a  better- 
soldier,  than  rashness.  Tell  him,  we  could  have  rebuked  him  at 
Harfieur ;  but  that  we  thought  not  good  to  bruise  an  injurjr,  till 
it  were  fiul  ripe : — ^now  we  speak  upon  our  cue,t  and  our  voice  is 
imperial :  England  shall  repent  his  folly,  see  his  weakness,  and 
admire  our  suffidranoe.  !Bid  him.  therefore,  consider  of  his 
ransom ;  which  must  proportion  the  losses  we  have  borne,  the 

*  His  herald's  coat.  *  In  our  turn. 

YOL.  IIL  D 
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subjeotB  we  have  lost,  the  disgrace  we  have  digested;  which,  in 
weight  to  re-answer,  his  pettiness  would  bow  under.  For  our 
losses,  his  exchequer  is  too  poor;  for  the  eflFusion  of  our  blood, 
the  muster  of  his  kingdom  too  faint  a  number;  and  for  our 
disgrace,  his  own  person  kneeling  at  our  feet,  but  a  weak  and 
worthless  satisfaction.  To  this  ada — defiance :  and  tell  him,  for 
conclusion,  ha  hath  betrayed  his  followers,  whose  condemnation 
is  i^onounced.    So  &r  my  king  and  master ;  so  much  my  office. 

K.  Sen.  What«  thy  name  ?  I  know  thy  quality. 

MofU.  Montjoy. 

JT.  Hen.  Thou  dost  thy  office  fairly.    Turn  thee  back ; 
And  tell  thy  king^— I  do  not  seek  him  now ; 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment:*  for,  to  say  the  sooth 
(Though  'tis  no  wisdom  to  confess  so  much 
Unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage), 
My  people  are  with  sickness  much  enfeebled ; 
My  numbers  lessened ;  and  those  few  I  have, 
Almost  no  better  than  so  many  French ; 
Who  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  herald, 
1  thought  upon  one  pair  of  English  legs 
IHd  march  three  Frenchmen.— Yet,  forrive  me,  Grod, 
That  I  do  brag  thus !— this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me ;  I  must  repent. 
Go,  therefore,  tell  thy  master,  here  I  am ; 
My  ransom,  is  this  frail  and  worthless  trunk ; 
My  army,  but  a  weak  and  sickly  guard ; 
Yet,  God  before,t  tell  him  we  will  come  on. 
Though  France  himself,  and  such  another  neighbour. 
Stand  in  our  way.    There's  for  thy  labour,  Montjoy. 
Qo,  bid  thy  master  weU  advise  himself : 
If  we  may  pass,  we  will ;  if  we  be  hindered. 
We  will  your  tawny  ground  with  your  rea  blood 
Discolour :  and  so,  Montjoy,  fare  you  well 
The  sum  of  all  our  answer  is  but  this :  » 

We  would  not  seek  a  battle,  as  we  are ; 
Nor,  as  we  are,  we  say,  we  will  not  shun  it ; 
So  tell  your  master. 

Mont  I  shall  deliver  so.    Thanks  to  your  highness. 

[Exit  Montjoy, 
Glo.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 
JT.  Sen.  We  are  in  God's  hand,  brother,  not  in  theirs. 
March  to  the  bridge ;  it  now  draws  toward  night  :— 
Beyond  the  river  we'll  encamp  ourselves ; 
And  on  to-morrow  bid  them  march  away.  IFxeunt. 

«  lOnderance.  t  God  for  my  guide. 
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t 

SCENE  VIL^I%e  French  camp,  neat  Aginconrt, 

Enter  the  Ck)]<r8TABLB  ofErance,  the  Lord  Bambubes, 
the  Duke  c/Oblbans,  Daxtphin,  and  others. 

Con.  Tut !  I  have  the  best  armour  of  the  world.— 'Would,  it 
were  day! 

Orl.  You  have  an  excellent  armour;  but  let  my  horse  have 
his  due. 

Con.  It  is  the  best  horse  of  Europe. 

Orl.  Will  it  never  be  morning  ? 

Dau.  My  lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high  constable,  you 
talk  of  horse  and  armour, — 

Orl.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both,  as  any  prince  in  the 
world. 

Dau.  What  a  long  night  is  this ! 1  will  not  change  my 

horse  with  any  tjiat  treads  but  on  four  pasterns,  Ca  ha !  He 
bounds  from  tne  earth,  as  if  his  entrails  were  hairs  ;*  le  cheval 
volant,  the  Pegasus,  qui  a  les  narines  de  feu  !  When  I  bestride 
him,  1  soar,  I  am  a  hawk :  he  trots  the  air ;  the  earth  sings  when 
he  touches  it;  the  basest  horn  of  his  hoof  is  more  musiad  than 
the  pipe  of  Hermes. 

Orl.  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a  beast  for  Perseus : 
he  IS  pure  air  and  fire ;  and  the  dull  elements  of  earth  and 
water  never  appear  in  him,  but  only  in  patient  stillness,  while 
his  rider  mounts  him ;  he  is,  indeed,  a  horse ;  and  all  other  jades 
you  may  call— beasts. 

Con.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  is  a  most  absolute  and  excellent  horse. 

Dau.  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys ;  his  neigh  is  like  the  bid- 
ding of  a  monarch,  and  his  countenance  enforces  homage. 

Orl.  No  more,  cousin. 

Dau.  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit.  that  cannot,  from  the  rising 
of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  vary  deserved  praise  on 
my  palfrey:  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent  as  the  sea;  turn  the  sands 
into  eloquent  tongues,  and  my  horse  is  argument  for  them  all  : 
*ti8  a  subject  for  a  sovereign  to  reason  on,  and  for  a  sovereign's 
sovereign  to  ride  on;  and  for  the  world  (familiar  to  us,  and 
unknown),  to  lay  apart  their  particular  functions,  and  wonder 
2X  him.  I  once  wnt  a  sonnet  in  his  praise,  and  began  thus : 
Wonder  of  natwe, — 

Orl.  1  nave  heard  a  sonnet  begin  so  to  one's  mistress. 

Dau.  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  I  composed  to  my 
courser ;  for  my  horse  is  my  mistress. 

Orl,  Your  mistress  bears  well. 

Dau.  Me  well :  which  is  the  prescript  praise  and  perfection  of 
a  ^od  and  particular  mistress. 

Con.  Mafoy  !  the  other  day,  methought,  your  mistress  shrewdly 
shook  your  back. 

Dau.  So,  perhaps  did  yours. 

Con,  3^e  was  not  bridled. 

*  As  if  he  were  a  tennlB-balL 
D  2 
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Dau.  O !  then,  belike,  she  was  old  and  gentle :  and  you  rode 
like  a  kerne  of  Ireland,  your  Frenoh  hose  off,  and  in  your  strait 
trossers.* 

Con.  Tou  have  sood  judgment  in  horsemanship. 

Dcvu.  Be  warned  by  me  then :  they  that  ride  so,  and  ride  not 
warily,  fall  into  foul  bogs;  I  had  rather  have  my  horse  to  my 
mistress. 

Con.  I  had  as  lief  have  my  mistress  a  jade. 

Dcm.  I  tell  thee,  constable,  my  mistress  wears  her  own  hair. 

Con.  I  could  make  as  true  a  boast  as  that,  if  I  had  a  sow  to  my 
mistress. 

Dau.  Le  chien  est  retoumS  d  son  propre  vomissemeni,  et  la 
truie  lavSe  au  bourbier :  thou  makest  use  of  anything/ 

Con.  Yet  do  I  not  use  my  horse  for  my  mistress ;  or  any  such 
proverb,  so  little  kin  to  the  purpose. 

Mam.  My  lord  constable,  the  armour,  that  I  saw  in  your  tent 
to-night,  are  those  stars,  or  suns,  upon  it  P 

Con.  Stars,  mv  lord. 

Dau,  Some  of  them  will  fall  to-morrow,  I  hope. 

Con.  And  yet  my  sky  shall  not  want. 

Dau.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  a  many  superfluously ;  and 
'twere  more  honour  some  were  away. 

Con.  Even  as  your  horse  heaxs  jowc  praises ;  who  would  trot 
as  well,  were  some  of  your  braes  dismounted. 

Dau,  'Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  desert !  Will  it 
never  be  day?  I  will  trot  to-morrow  a  mile,  and  my  way  shall 
be  paved  with  English  faces. 

Con.  I  will  not  say  so,  for  fear  I  should  be  faced  out  of  my 
way:  But  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  would  fein  be  about 
the  ears  of  the  English. 

Sam.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty  English 
prisoners  ? 

Con.  You  must  first  go  yourself  to  hazard,  ere  you  have  them. 

Dau.  *Tis  midnight  I'll  go  arm  myself.  lExit. 

Orl.  The  Dauphm  lonas  for  mormng. 

Bam.  He  longs  to  eat  tne  English. 

Con.  I  think,  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

Orl.  By  the  white  hand  of  my  lady,  he's  a  gallant  prince. 

Con.  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  she  may  tread  out  the  oath. 

Orl.  He  is,  simply,  the  most  active  gentleman  of  France. 

Con.  Doing  is  activity :  and  he  will  still  be  doing. 

Orl.  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 

Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to-morrow;  he  will  keep  that  good 
name  stilL 

Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  I  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knows  him  better  than  you. 

Ori.  Whafshe? 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  mo  so  himself:  and  ho  siud,  he  cared  not 
who  knew  it 

Orl.  He  needs  not^  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  m  him. 

Con,  By  my  fiiith,  Sir,  but  it  is ;  never  anybody  saw  it,  but 

•  Trowsers. 
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his  lackey*  'tis  a  hooded  valour;  and,  when  it  appears,  it  will 
bate  * 

OrL  HI  will  never  said  welL 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  t^verb  with— There  is  flattery  in  friend- 
ship. 

CM,  And  I  will  take  up  ttiat  with— Give  the  devil  his  du«. 

Ckm.  Well  plaeed;  there  stands  your  friend  for  the  devil 
have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb,  with— A  pox  of  the  devil. 

Orl.  You  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how  much— A  fool's 
bolt  is  soon  shot. 

Con,  You  have  shot  over. 

OrL  Tib  not  the  first  tame  you  were  overshot. 

JSnteraMxasxiUQmL 

]l£es8.  My  lord  high  cons1>able,  the  English  lie  within  fifteen 
hundred  paces  df  your  tent. 

Con,  Who  hath  measured  the  groimd  ? 

Mess,  The  lord  Grandpr^. 

Con,  A  valiant  and  most  expert  gentleman.— Would  it  were 
day !— Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England !— he  longs  not  for  the  dawn- 
ing as  we  do. 

Url.  What  a  wretched  and  peevisht  fellow  is  this  king  of  Eng- 
land, to  mope  with  his  fat-brain'd  followers  so  fsx  out  of  his 
knowledge! 

Ckm,  u  tiiie  English  had  any  apprehension,  they  would  run 
away. 

Orl  That  they  lack;  for  if  their  heads  had  any  intellectual 
armour,  they  could  never  wear  such  heavy  head-pieces. 

Mam,  That  island  of  England  breeds  very  vauant  creatures ; 
their  mastiff  are  of  unmatcnable  courage. 

Orl,  Foolish  curs !  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth  of  a 
Russian  bear,  and  have  their  heads  crushed  like  rotten  apples : 
You  may  as  well  say,— that* s  a  valiant  flea»  that  dare  eat  his  break- 
fost  on  the  lip  of  a  hon. 

Con.  Just,  jiist;  and  the  men  do  svmijathize  with  the  mastiffs, 
in  robustious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving  their  wits  with  their 
wives:  and  then  oyq  them  great  meals  of  beef,  and  iron,  and 
steel,  they  will  eat  like  wclves,  and  fight  like  devils. 

Orl,  4j»  ^^*  ^li6se  English  are  shrewdly  out  of  beef. 

Con,  Then  we  shall  find  to-morrow— they  have  only  stomachs 
to  eal^  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to  arm :  Come,  shall 
we  about  it? 

Orl  It  is  now  two  o'clock :  but,  let  me  see,— by  ten. 
We  shall  hftve  each  a  hundred  Englishmen.  [Mveunt, 

*  Fall  off.  *  Foor.sh, 
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ACT  IV. 

Unter  Chobits. 

Chor.  Now  entertain  oonjecture  of  a  time, 
When  creeping  murmur,  and  the  poring  daxk. 
Fills  the  wide  vessel  of  the  universe. 
From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of  nighty 
The  hum  of  either  army  stilly  sounds, 
That  the  fix'd  sentinels  ahnost  receive 
The  secret  whispers  of  each  other's  watch : 
Fire  answers  fire ;  and  through  their  paly  flames 
Each  battle  sees  tne  other's  umber'd*  face : 
Steed  threatens  steed,  in  high  and  boastful  neighs 
Piercing  the  nighl^s  dull  ear ;  and  firom  the  tents, 
The  armourers,  accomplishing  the  knights. 
With  busy  hammers  closing  nvets  up. 
Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 
The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toll. 
And  the  third  hour  of  drowsy  morning  name. 
Proud  of  their  numbers,  and  secure  in  soul. 
The  confident  and  over-lustyt  French 
Do  the  low-rated  English  pby  f  at  dice ; 
And  chide  the  cripple  tardy-gaited  night, 
Who,  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch,  doth  limp 
So  tediously  away.    The  poor  condemned  English, 
Like  sacrifices,  bv  their  watchfdl  fires 
Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 
The  morning's  danger ;  and  their  gesture  sad, 
Investing  lank-lean  cheeks,  and  waar-wom  coats, 
Presenteth  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 
So  many  horrid  ghosts.    O,  now.  who  will  behold 
The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  band- 
Walking  firom  watch  to  watch,  ftrom  tent  to  tent, 
Let  him  cry— Praise  and  fi;lory  on  his  head ! 
For  forth  he  goes,  and  visits  all  his  host ; 
Bids  them  good-morrow,  with  a  modest  smile ; 
And  calls  them— brothers,  friends,  and  countrymen. 
Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note. 
How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him ; 
Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 
Unto  the  weary  and  all-watched  night : 
But  freshly  looks,  and  over-bears  attaint^ 
With  cheerful  semblance,  and  sweet  majesty; 
That  every  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before, 
Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks: 
A  larsess  universaL  like  the  sun, 
His  liberal  eye  doth  give  to  every  one. 
Thawing  cold  fear.  Then,  mean  and  gentle  all, 

*  Coloured  by  the  g^eam  of  the  fires. 

t  Over-saucy.  x  Gamble  for. 
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Behold,  as  may  unworthiness  define, 
A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  night : 
And  80  our  scene  must  to  the  battle  fl;^ ; 

Where,  (O  for  pity !)  we  shall  much  cQjkl 

With  four  or  five  most  vile  and  ragged  imls. 

Bight  ill  disposed,  in  brawl  ridiculous, — 

Thenameof  Agincourt:  Yet,  sit  and  see: 

Minding*  true  things,  by  what  their  mockeries  be.  [Exit. 

SCJSffS  I.— The  English  Camp  at  Agincourt 
Enter  KiNG  Heney,  Bedfobd,  and  Glosteb. 

IT.  Hen,  Gloster,  *tis  true,  that  we  are  in  great  danger ; 
The  greater,  therefore  should  our  courage  be. — 
Good  morrow,  brother  Bedford.— God  Almighty ! 
There  is  some  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil, 
Would  men  observingly  distil  it  out ; 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  stirrers. 
Which  is  both  healthful,  and  good  husbandry : 
Besides,  they  are  our  outward  oonsdenceSy 
And  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonishing. 
That  we  should  dress  us  fairly  for  our  end- 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed, 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devU  himself. 

Enter  EepikGHAM. 

Good  morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham : 
A  good  soft  pulow  for  that  good  wnite  head 
Were  better  than  a  churlish  turf  of  France. 

Erp.  Not  so,  my  liege ;  this  lodging  likes  me  better. 
Since  I  may  say — now  lie  I  like  a Tdng. 

K,  Sen.  'Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  present  pains, 
Upon  example ;  so  the  spirit  is  eased : 
And,  when  the  mind  is  quicken'i  out  of  doubt. 
The  organs,  though  defunct  and  dead  before, 
Break  up  their  drowsy  grave,  and  newlv  move 
With  casted  slough  and  fresh  legerity,  f 
Lend  me  thy  cloak,  Sir  Thomas. — Brothers  both. 
Commend  me  to  the  princes  in  our  camp ; 
Do  my  good-morrow  to  them ;  and,  anon. 
Desire  them  all  to  my  pavilion. 

Qlo.  We  shall,  my  hege.       l&eunt  GLOSTEB  and  Bedfobd. 

Erp.  Shall  I  attencf  your  grace  ? 

K.  Hen.  No,  my  good  knight : 
Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  loros  of  England : 
I  and  my  bosom  must  debate  awhile, 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erp,  The  Lord  in  heaven  bless  thee,  noble  Harry ! 

[Exit  EBPlNGHABf. 

K,  Hen,  God-a-mercy,  old  heart !  thou  speakest  cheerfully 
*  Calling  to  remembrance.  t  Nimbleneas. 
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Snter  Pistol. 

Pist.  Quivald? 

K.  Hen.  A  Mend. 

Fitt.  Discuss  uato  me ;  Art  thou  officer 
Or  art  thou  base,  conmion,  and  popular? 

K.  Hen.  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  oomx>atiy. 

Pist.  Trailest  thou  the  puissant  pike? 

K.  Hen.  Even  so :  What  are  you  ? 

Pist.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  emperor. 

K.  Hen.  Then  you  are  a  better  than  the  king  ? 

Pist.  The  kin^  's  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
A  lad  of  life,  an  unp  of  fame ; 
Of  parents  good,  of  fist  most  valiant : 
I  kiss  his  dirty  shoe,  and  fronl  my  heart-strings 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.    What's  thy  name  ? 

K.  Hen.  Harry  le  Moy. 

Pist.  Le  Roy  !  a  Cornish  name :  art  thou  of  Cornish  crew  ? 

K.  Hen.  No,  I  am  a  Welchman. 

Pist.  KnowestthouFluellen? 

K,  Hen.  Yes. 

Pist.  Tell  liim,  I'll  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate, 
Upon  Saint  Davy's  day. 

K.  Hen.  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap  that  day, 
lest  he  knock  that  about  yours. 

Pist.  Art  thou  his  friend  ? 

K.  Hen.  And  his  kinsman  too. 

Pist.  The  Jigo  for  thee  then ! 

jr.  Hen.  I  thank  you :  God  be  with  you ! 

i^.  My  name  is  Pistol  called.  [Exik 

K.  Hen.  It  sorts  •  well  witti  your  fierceness. 

JEnter  PluELLEN  and  GowEB,  severally. 

Gow.  Caytain  Fluellen ! 

Flu.  So !  in  the  name  of  Cheshu  Christ,  speak  lower.  It  is 
the  greatest  admiration  in  the  universal  'orld,  when  the  true  and 
auncient  prerogatifes  and  laws  of  the  wars  is  not  kept :  if  you 
would  take  the  pains  but  to  examine  the  wars  of  Pompey  the 
Great,  you  shall  find,  I  warrant  you,  that  there  is  no  tiddle 
taddle,  or  pibble  pabble,  in  Pompey's  camp ;  I  warrant  you,  you 
shall  find  the  ceremonies  of  the  wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and 
the  forms  of  it,  and  the  sobriety  of  it,  and  the  modesty  of  it,  to 
be  othervnse. 

Gow,  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud :  you  heard  him  all  night. 

Flu.  If  the  enemy  is  an  ass  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb, 
is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  should  also,  look  you,  be  an  ass, 
and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb;  in  your  own  conscience 
now? 

Gow.  I  will  speak  lower. 

Flu,  1  pray  you,  and  peseech  you,  that  you  will 

[Exeunt  GoWEB  and  PliTSLLEN. 

*  Agrees 
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JT.  Ren.  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  of  fashion. 
There  ib  much  care  and  yalour  in  this  Welshman. 

Enier  Batbs,  Cohbt,  omd  Williams. 

Cowrt,  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  morning  which 
breaks  yonder  ? 

Bates.  I  think  it  be :  but  we  have  no  great  cause  to  desire  the 
approach  of  day. 

tViU.  We  see  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day,  but,  I  think, 
we  shall  never  see  the  end  of  it.— Who  goes  there  r 

K.  Sen.  A  friend. 

WUl.  Under  what  captain  serve  you? 

K.  Sen.  Under  Sir  Tnomas  Erpingham. 

WiU.  A  good  old  oonmiander,  and  a  most  kind  gentleman :  1 
pr^  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  estate  ? 

K.  Hen.  Even  as  men  wrecked  upon  a  sand,  that  look  to  be 
washed  off  the  next  tide. 

Bate*.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  king? 

K.  Hen.  No ;  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  should.  Tor,  though  I 
speak  it  to  you,  I  think  the  king  is  but  a  man,  as  I  am :  the 
violet  smeUs  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me :  the  element  shows  to  him, 
as  it  doth  to  me :  all  his  senses  have  out  human  conditions  ;*  his 
ceremonies  Ifdd  d^,  in  his  nakedness  he  appears  but  a  man ;  and 
though  his  affections  are  higher  mountea  than  ours,  yet,  when 
they  stoop,  they  stoop  with  the  like  wing;  therefore  when  he 
sees  reason  of  fears,  as  we  do,  his  fears,  out  of  doubt,  be  of  the 
same  relish  as  ours  are :  Tet,  in  reason,  no  man  should  possess 
him  with  any  appearance  of  fear,  lest  he,  by  showing  it,  should 
dishearten  his  army. 

Bates.  He  may  show  what  outward  courage  he  will :  but,  I 
beUeve,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wisn  himself  in  the 
Thames  up  to  the  neck ;  and  so  I  would  he  were,  and  I  by  him, 
at  all  adventures,  so  we  were  quit  here. 

K.  Hen.  By  my  troth,  I  wiU  speak  my  conscience  of  the  king ; 
I  think,  he  would  not  wish  himself  anvwhere  but  where  he  is. 

Bates.  Then,  'would  he  were  here  alone ;  so  should  he  be  sure 
to  be  ransomed,  and  a  many  poor  men's  lives  saved. 

K.  Hen.  I  dare  say,  you  love  him  not  so  ill,  to  wish  him 
here  alone ;  howsoever  you  speak  this,  to  feel  other  men's  minds : 
Methinks,  I  could  not  die  anywhere  so  contented,  as  in  the  king's 
company ;  his  cause  being  just,  and  his  quarrel  honourable. 

WiU.  Thafs  more  than  we  Know. 

Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  should  seek  after;  for  we  know 
enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  king's  subjects ;  if  his  cause  be 
wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  king  wipes  the  crime  of  it  out  of  us. 

Wtlt  But  if  the  cause  be  not  good,  the  king  himself  hath  a 
heavy  reckoning  to  make ;  when  all  those  legs,  and  arms,  and 
heads,  chopped  off  in  a  battle,  shall  join  together  at  the  Latter 
Day,  and  cry  all— We  died  at  such  a  place:  some,  swearing; 
some,  crying  for  a  surgeon ;  some,  upon  their  wives  left  poor 

*  QoaUtiw. 
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behind  them :  some,  iq)on  the  debts  they  owe ;  some,  upon  their 
ohildren  rawly*  lefi  I  am  afeard  there  are  few  die  well,  that 
die  in  battle;  for  how  can  they  charitably  dispose  of  anything 
when  blood  is  their  argument  ?  Now,  if  these  men  do  not  die 
well,  it  will  be  a  black  matter  for  the  king  that  led  them  to  it; 
whom  to  disobey,  were  against  all  proportion  of  subjection. 

K,  Men.  So,  if  a  son,  that  is  by  his  father  sent  about  merchan- 
dize, do  sinfully  miscarry  upon  the  sea,  the  imputation  of  his 
wickednes^  by  your  rule,  should  be  imposed  upon  his  ftither 
that  sent  nim :  or  if  a  servant,  under  his  master's  command, 
transporting  a  sum  of  money,  be  assailed  by  robbers,  and  die  in 
many  irreoonciled  iniquities,  you  may  call  the  business  of  the 
master  the  author  of  the  servant's  damnation :— But  this  is  not 
so :  the  king  is  not  bound  to  answer  the  particular  endings  of  his 
soldiers,  the  father  of  his  son,  nor  the  master  of  his  servant  \  for 
they  purpose  not  their  death^  when  they  purpose  their  services. 
Besiaes,  there  is  no  king,  be  his  cause  never  so  spotless,  if  it  come 
to  the  arbitrement  of  swords,  can  try  it  out  with  all  unspotted 
soldiers.  Some,  peradventure,  have  on  them  the  guilt  of  pre- 
meditated and  contrived  murder ;  some,  of  beguiling  virgins  with 
the  broken  seals  of  perjury ;  some,  making  the  wars  their  bul- 
wark, that  have  before  gored  the  gentle  bosom  of  peace  with 
pillage  and  robbery.  Now,  if  these  men  have  defeated  the  law, 
add  outrun  native  punishment^f  though  they  can  outstrip  men, 
they  have  no  wings  to  fly  fix)m  Grod :  war  is  his  ven^ance ;  so 
that  here  men  are  punished,  for  before-breach  of  the  king's  laws, 
in  now  the  king's  quarrel:  where  they  feared  the  death,  they 
have  borne  life  away ;  and  where  they  would  be  safe,  they  perish : 
Then  if  they  die  unprovided^  no  more  is  the  king  guilty  of  their 
damnation,  than  he  was  beiore  guilty  of  those  impieties  for  the 
which  they  are  now  visited.  Every  subject's  duty  is  the  king's ; 
but  evenr  subject's  soul  is  his  own.  Therefore  should  every  sol- 
dier in  the  wars  do  as  every  sick  man  in  his  bed,  wash  every 
mote  out  of  his  conscience ;  and  dying  so,  death  is  to  him  advan- 
tage; or  not  dying,  the  time  was  blessedly  lost,  wherein  such 
]>reparation  was  gained :  and.  in  him  that  escapes  it  were  not 
sin  to  think,  that  making  Gk>a  so  free  an  offer,  he  let  him  outlive 
that  day  to  see  his  greatness,  and  to  teach  others  how  they  should 
prepare. 

Will.  Tis  certain,  that  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  ill  is  upon 
his  own  head,  the  king  is  not  to  answer  for  it. 

Bates,  I  do  not  desire  he  should  answer  for  me;  and  yet  I  de- 
termine to  fight  lustily  for  him. 

JT.  Sen,  I  myself  heard  the  king  say,  he  would  not  be  ran- 
somed. 

Will  Ay,  he  said  so,  to  make  us  fight  cheerfully :  but,  when 
our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ransomed,  and  we  ne'er  the  wiser. 

K,  Men.  If  I  live  to  see  it,  I  will  never  trust  his  word  after. 

WUl  'Mass,  you'll  nay  I  him  then!  Thafs  a  perilous  shot 
out  of  an  elder  gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  displeasure  can  do 

*  Suddenly.  t  Pnnishmeiit  in  their  native  country. 

t  Bring  to  accoont,  punish. 
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s^^amst  a  monarch !  you  may  as  wetl  go  about  to  turn  the  fun  to 
ice,  with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a  peacock's  feather.  You'll 
never  tru^  his  word  after !  come,  'tis  a  fooling  saying. 

K.  Sen.  Tour  reproof  is  something  too  round;*  1  should  be 
angry  with  yoiL  if  the  time  were  oonyenient. 

Will.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 

K.  Sen.  I  embrace  it. 

Will.  How  shall  I  know  thee  again  ? 

K.  Hen.  Give  me  any  gaae  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear  it  in  mj 
bonnet :  then,  if  ever  thou  oarest  acknowledge  it,  I  will  make  it 
myquarreL 

TriU.  Here's  my  glove ;  give  me  another  of  thine. 

jr.  Hen.  There. 

WiU.  This  will  I  also  wear  in  my  cap :  if  ever  thou  come  to 
me  and  say,  after  to-nu»Tow,  This  is  my  glove,  by  this  hand,  1 
will  take  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

K.  Hen.  If  ev^  I  live  to  see  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

WUl.  Thou  darest  as  well  be  hanged. 

K.  Hen.  Well,  I  will  do  it^  though  I  take  thee  in  the  king's 
comiMiny. 

Trill.  Keep  thy  word :  fore  thee  welL 

S<ttes.  Be  friends,  you  English  fools,  be  friends;  we  have 
French  quarrels  enough,  if  you  could  tell  how  to  reckon. 

K.  Hen.  Indeed,  the  !French  may  lay  twenty  French  crowns 
to  one,  they  will  beat  us ;  for  they  bear  them  on  their  shoulders : 
But  it  is  no  English  treason,  to  cut  French  crowns ;  ancL  to- 
morrow, the  king  himself  will  be  a  clipper.       [JSxeunt  Soldiers. 
Upon  the  king !  let  us  our  lives,  our  souls, 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children,  and 
Our  sins,  lay  on  the  king ;— we  must  bear  alL 
0  hard  condition :  twin-bom  with  greatness, 
Subj^ted  to  the  breath  of  every  fool. 
Whose  sense  no  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wringing ! 
What  infinite  heart's  ease  must  kings  neglect. 
That  private  men  enjoy  ? 
And  what  have  kings,  that  privates  have  not  too. 
Save  ceremony,  save  general  ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  tnou,  thou  idol  ceremony  ? 
What  kind  of  god  art  thou,  that  sufferst  more 
Of  mortal  |niefe,  than  do  thy  worshippers  ? 
What  are  thy  rents  ?  what  are  thy  comings  in  ? 
0  oer^nony,  show  me  but  thy  worth  I 
What  is  the  soul  t  of  adoration  ? 
Art  thou  aught  else  but  place,  degree,  and  form. 
Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 
Wherein  thou  art  less  happy  being  fear'd 
Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  dnnk'st  thou  oft,  instead  of  homage  sweet. 
But  poison'd  flattery  ?    O,  be  sick,  great  greatness, 
And  Did  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure. 
Tli^ok'st  thou,  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 

*  Too  rongh.  t  Intrinsic  valae. 
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With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flezoie  and  low  bending? 

Canst  tnon,  when  thou  oommand'st  the  begm's  knee. 

Command  the  health  of  it  ?    No,  thoa  prood  dream ; 

That  play'st  so  subtly  with  a  kina^s  repose ; 

I  am  a  king,  that  find  thee ;  and!  know, 

'Tis  not  the  bahn,  the  sceptre,  and  the  ball. 

The  sword,  the  maoe.  the  crown  imperial. 

The  enter-tissued  robe  of  gold  and  peari. 

The  lEuroed*  title  running  Tore  the  king. 

The  throne  he  sitG  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 

That  beats  upon  the  high  shore  of  this  world. 

No,  not  all  these,  thrice-gorf^us  ceremony. 

Not  all  these,  laid  in  bed  majestioal. 

Can  sleep)  so  soundly  as  the  wretched  slave, 

Who,  with  a  body  nll'd,  and  vacant  mind. 

Gets  him  to  rest,  cramm'd  with  distressfiu  bread ; 

Never  sees  horrid  night,  the  diild  of  hell ; 

But,  like  a  lackey,  from  the  rise  to  set^ 

Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus,  and  all  night 

Sleeps  in  Elysium ;  next  day,  after  (kiwn. 

Doth  rise,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horse ; 

And  follows  so  the  ever-running  year 

With  profitable  labour,  ^to  his  grave : 

And,  but  for  ceremony,  such  a  wretch, 

•Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  sleep, 

.Had  the  fore-hand  and  'vantage  of  a  king. 

The  slave,  a  member  of  the  country's  peace, 

Enjoys  it :  but  in  gross  brain  little  wots. 

What  watch  the  kmg  ke^s  to  maintain  the  peace. 

Whose  hours  the  peasant  nest  advantages. 

Unter  EBPiNaHAH. 

Erp.  My  lord,  your  nobles,  jealous  of  your  aDsence 
Seek  throudi  your  camp  to  nnd  you. 

K.  Hen.  Good  old  knight, 
Collect  them  all  togeth^  at  my  tent : 
ru  be  before  thee. 

Hrp.  I  shall  do't,  my  lord.  [fixU, 

K.  Hen.  O  God  of  battles !  steel  my  soldiers*  hearts! 
Possess  them  not  with  fear :  take  from  them  now 
The  sense  of  reckoning,  if  the  opposed  numbers 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them ! — ^Not  to-day,  0  Lord, 

0  not  to-day,  think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  fkther  made  in  compassing  the  crown ! 

1  Bichard's  body  have  interred  new; 

And  on  it  have  bestoVd  more  contrite  tears, 
Than  from  it  issued  forced  drops  of  blood. 
Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  nav. 
Who  twice  a  day  their  witherd  hands  nold  up 
Toward  heaven,  to  pardon  blood  \  and  I  have  built 

*  stuffed,  tumid. 
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Two  chantries,  where  the  sad  and  solemn  priests 
Sing  still  for  Richard's  souL    More  will  I  do : 
Though  all  that  I  can  do,  is  nothing  worth ; 
Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  all, 
Imploring  pardon. 

Unter  Glosteb. 

Glo.  My  liege! 

K.  Ken.  My  brother  Gloster's  voice  ?— Ay ; 
I  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  theeC: — 
The  day,  my  friends,  and  all  things  stay  for  me.  [Exeunt 

8CJEN2C  11,— The  French  Camp. 
Enter  Datjphik,  Obleans,  EiJlBUEES,  and  others. 

Orl.  The  sun  doth  gild  our  furmour ;  up,  my  k»*ds. 

Dau.  Moniez  ct  cheval : — My  horse !  veUet !  lacqnay  !  ha ! 

Orl.  O  brave  spirit ! 

Dau.  Via  /* — lea  eamx  et  la  terre 

OrL  Mien  puis  ?  Vavr  et  lefeu 

Dau.  del!  cousin  Orleans. 

Enter  Constable. 

Now,  my  lord  Constable ! 

Con.  Hark,  how  our  steeds  for  present  service  neigh. 

Dau.  Mount  them,  and  make  incision  in  their  hioes ; 
That  their  hot  blood  may  spin  in  English  eyes. 
And  doubtf  them  with  superfluous  courage :  Ha ! 

Mam.  What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  horses'  blood  ? 
How  shall  we  then  oehold  their  natural  tears  ? 

Entei^  a  Messengeb. 

Mess.  The  English  are  embattled,  you  French  peers. 

Con.  To  horse,  you  gallant  princes !  strwght  to  horse ! 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  starved  band, 
And  your  fair  show  shall  suck  away  their  souls, 
Leavmg  them  but  the  shales  and  husks  of  men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands ; 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  ail  their  sickly  veins. 
To  give  each  naked  curtle-axe  a  stain. 
That  our  French  gallants  shall  to-day  draw  out. 
And  sheath  for  lack  of  sport :  let  us  out  blow  on  them. 
The  vai)our  of  our  valour  will  o'ertum  them. 
'Tis  positive  'gainst  all  exceptions,  lords, 
That  our  superfluous  lackeys,  ana  our  peasants,— 
Who,  in  unnecessary  action,  swarm 
About  our  sciuares  of  battle,— were  enough 
To  purge  this  field  of  such  a  hilding  X  foe ; 
Thoi]^  we,  ui>on  this  mountain's  oasis  by 

*  An  enconraginff  exclamation.  Do  them  oat. 

t  Mean,  despicable. 
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Took  stand  for  idle  speculation : 

But  that  our  honours  must  not.    Whafs  to  say, 

A  very  little  little  let  us  do, 

And  all  is  done.    Then  let  the  trumpets  sound 

The  tucket-sonuance,*  and  the  note  to  mount : 

For  our  approach  shall  so  much  dare  the  field, 

That  England  shall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 

Enter  Grandpre. 

Grand.  Why  do  you  stay  so  long,  my  lords  of  France  ? 
Yon  island  carrions,  desperate  of  their  bones, 
Ill-favour'dlv  become  the  morning  field: 
Their  ragged  curtains  f  poorly  are  let  loose. 
And  our  air  shakes  them  i)assin^  scornfully. 
Big  Mars  seems  bankrupt  in  their  beggar'd  host, 
And  faintly  through  a  rusty  beayer  peeps. 
Their  horsemen  sit  like  fixed  candlesticks, 
With  torch-staves  in  their  hand :  and  their  poor  jades 
Lob  down  their  heads,  dropping  the  hides  and  hips ; 
The  ^m  down-roping  from  their  i}ale-dead  eyes; 
And  m  their  pale  dull  mouths  the  gimmalX  bit 
Lies  foul  with  chewed  grass,  still  and  motionless; 
And  their  executors,  the  knavish  crows. 
Fly  o'er  them  all,  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Description  cannot  suit  itself  in  words, 
To  demonstrate  the  life  of  such  a  battle 
In  Ufe  so  lifeless  as  it  shows  itself. 

Con.  They  have  said  their  prayers,  and  they  stay  for  death. 

I>au.  Shall  we  go  send  them  (unners,  and  iresh  suits, 
And  give  their  fasting  horses  provender. 
And  after  fight  with  them  ? 

Con.  I  stay  but  for  my  guard ;  On,  to  the  field : 
I  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take. 
And  use  it  for  my  haste.    Ck>me,  come  away ! 
The  sun  is  high,  and  we  outwear  the  day.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  lit— The  JEnglish  Camp. 

Enter  the  English  Eost;  Glosteb,  Bedford,  Exetsb, 
Salisbury,  and  Westmoreland. 

Olo.  Where  is  the  king  ? 

Bed.  The  king  himself  is  rode  to  view  their  battle. 

West.  Of  fighting  men  they  have  full  threescore  thousand. 

Exe.  There's  five  to  one;  besides,  they  all  are  fresh. 

Sal.  Grod's  arm  strike  with  us !  'tis  a  fearful  odds. 
God  be  wi'  you,  princes  all ;  I'll  to  my  charge : 
If  we  no  more  meet,  till  we  meet  in  heaven. 
Then,  joyfully,— my  noble  lord  of  Bedford^ 
3^  dear  lord  Gloster,— and  my  good  lord  Exeter, — 
And  my  kind  kinsman,— warriors  all,  adieu ! 

*  An  introductory  flourish  on  the  tnunpet  -*-  Colours.      '    i  Ring. 
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Bed,  Parewell,  good  Salisbury ;  and  good  luok  go  with  thee ! 

Exe.  Farewell,  kind  lord;  figat  valiantly  to-day : 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong,  to  mind  thee  of  it, 
Por  thou  art  framed  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour. 

[Exit  Salisbubt. 

Sed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour,  as  of  kindness ; 
Princely  in  both. 

West.  O  that  we  now  had  here 

IhUer  King  HEiffET. 

But  one  ten  thousand  of  those  men  in  England, 
That  do  no  work  to-day ! 

K.  Men.  What's  he.  that  wishes  so  ? 
My  cousin  Westmoreland  ?— No,  my  fair  cousin ; 
If  we  are  markM  to  die,  we  are  enough 
To  do  our  country  loss ;  and  if  to  live, 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  share  of  honour. 
God's  will !  I  pray  thee,  wish  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  gold : 
Nor  care  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  cost ; 
It  yearns*  me  not,  if  men  my  garments  wear ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  m  my  desires : 
But,  if  it  be  a  sin  to  covet  honour, 
I  am  the  most  offending  soul  alive. 
No,  'faith,  my  coz,  wish  not  a  man  from  England: 
God's  peace !  I  would  not  lose  so  great  an  honour, 
As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  share  from  me, 
Por  the  best  hope  I  have.    O,  do  not  wish  one  more : 
lather  proclaim  it,  Westmoreland,  through  my  host, 
That  he,  which  hath  no  stomach  to  this  fisht, 
Let  bim  depart ;  his  passport  shall  be  made, 
And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purse : 
We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company, 
That  fears,  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 
This  day  is  call'd— the  feast  of  Crispian ; 
He.  that  outlives  this  day,  and  comes  safe  home, 
Will  stand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  named, 
And  rouse  him  at  the  name  of  Crispian. 
He,  that  shall  hve  this  day,  and  see  old  age, 
Will  yearly  on  the  vi^l  feast  his  ftiends, 
And  sajr— to-morrow  is  Saint  Crispian : 
Then  will  he  strip  his  sleeve,  and  show  his  soars. 
And  say,  these  wounds  I  had  on  Crispin's  day. 
Old  men  forget;  yet  all  shall  be  forgot. 
But  he'll  remember,  with  advantages. 
What  feats  he  did  that  day :  Then  shall  our  names 
Pamiliar  in  their  mouths  as  household  words, — 
Harry  the  king.  Bedford,  and  Exeter, 
Warwick  and  Talbot,  Salisbury  and  Gloster.— 
Be  in  their  flowing  cups  fresher  remember'a : 
This  story  shall  the  good  man  teach  his  son; 

*  Grieves. 
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And  Crispin  Crispian  shall  ne'er  go  by, 

From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world, 

But  we  in  it  shall  be  remember'd : 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers : 

For  he,  to-day  that  sheds  his  blood  with  me. 

Shall  be  my  brother ;  be  he  ne'er  so  vile. 

This  day  shall  gentle  his  condition : 

And  gentlemen  in  England,  now  abed, 

Shall  think  themselves  accursed,  they  were  not  here ; 

And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  while  any  speaks. 

That  fought  with  us  upon  Saint  Crispin's  day. 

Ewter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  My  sovereign  lord,  bestow  yourself  with  speed : 
The  French  are  bravely  m  their  battles*  set^ 
And  will  with  all  exi)edienoet  charge  on  us. 

K,  Hen.  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  so. 

West.  Perish  the  man,  whose  mind  is  backward  now ! 

K.  Hen.  Thou  dost  not  wish  more  help  fromEn^nd,  cousin? 

West.  God's  will,  mjr  liege,  'would  you  and  1  alone. 
Without  more  help,  might  fight  this  battle  out ! 

K.  Hen.  Why,  now  thou  hast  unwish'd  five  thousand  men ; 
Which  likes  me  better,  than  to  wish  us  one. — 
You  know  your  places :  Grod  be  with  you  idl ! 

Tucket.— Enter  MoNTJOY. 

Mont.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  king  Harrj, 
If  for  thy  ransom  thou  wilt  now  compound. 
Before  th^  most  assured  overthrow : 
For,  certainly,  thou  art  so  near  the  gulf, 
Thou  needs  must  be  englutted.    Besides,  in  mercy. 
The  Constable  desires  thee — thou  wilt  mind  J 
Thy  followers  of  repentance ;  that  their  souls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  sweet  retire 
From  off  these  fields,  where  (wretches)  their  poor  bodies 
Must  Ue  and  fester. 

K.Hen.  Who  hath  sent  thee  now  ? 

Mont.  The  Constable  of  France. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  answer  back ; 
Bid  them  achieve  me,  and  then  sell  my  bones. 
Grood  Gk)d !  why  should  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus  ?    , 
The  man  that  once  did  sell  the  Uon's  skin 
While  the  beast  Hved,  was  kill'd  with  hunting  him. 
A  many  of  our  bodies  shalL  no  doubt, 
Find  native  graves ;  upon  tne  which  I  trust. 
Shall  witness  Hve  in  brass  §  of  this  day's  work : 
And  those  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 
Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills, 
They  shall  be  famed ;  for  there  the  sun  shall  greet  them, 

*  Battle  amy.  ■»•  Expedition. 

t  Remind.  I  In  brazen  plates  on  our  tomlra. 
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And  draw  their  keBours  reeking  up  to  heaven ; 
Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choke  yoqr  dime, 
The  smell  whereof  shall  breed  a  plague  in  Pranoe. 
Mark»  then,  a  hounding  valour  in  our  English ; 
That,  bein^  dead,  like  to  the  bullet* s  grazing, 
Break  out  into  a  second  course  of  mi«ohie4 
Killing  in  relapse  of  mortality. 
Let  me  speak  proudly ; — Tell  the  Constable, 
We  are  but  warriors  for  the  woridng-day : 
Our  gayness,  and  our  fpl%*  are  all  b€fimirch*d  . 
With  rainy  marching  m  the  painful  field ; 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host 
(Good  argument,  I  hope,  we  shall  not  fly). 
And  time  hath  worn  us  mto  alovenry : 
Bu^  by  the  xmss,  our  hearts  are  in  tne  trim: 
And  my  poor  soldiers  tell  me^-Tet  ere  night 
Tb^rll  be  in  fresher  robes ;  or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  cgate  o'er  the  French  soldiers'  heads, 
And  turn  them  out  of  service.    If  they  do  this 
(A&  if  God  pleaee,  they  shall),  my  ransom  then 
Will  soon  be  levied.    Herald,  save  thou  thy  labour ; 
Ccnne  thou  no  more  for  ransom,  gentle  hendd  \ 
The7  shall  have  nonie,  I  swear,  out  these  my  jomts : 
Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  to  them. 
Shall  yield  them  Uttle,  tell  the  Ck)nstable. 

MonL  I  shsJL  king  Harrv.    And  so  fare  thee  well : 
Thou  never  amit  hear  herald  any  more.  [SxU. 

X,  Hen.  I  fear,  thou'lt  once  more  come  again  for  rans(»n. 

Smter  tie  Duke  qf  ToBE. 

YorJe.  My  lord,  most  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward. 

K,  Hen.  Take  it,  brave  York.— Now,  soldiers,  march  away  :— 
And  how  thou  pleasest^  God,  dispose  the  day !  {Sxewnt. 

8CBNB  IK— The  Meld  qfSattle. 

Marums,  I^xcwaione.    JEnterVnESCaSoLDTSR^VUTOL, 
and  Boy. 

put.  Yield,  cur. 

Pr.  SoL  Je  penee,  que  vous  eetee  le  gentUhomme  de  bonne  qualitS. 

Pist.  Quality,  call  you  me  ?— Conster  me,  art  thou  a  gentleman  ? 
YThal  is  tiiy  name  ?  discuss. 

Fr.  SoL  O  Seigneur  Dieu  ! 

put.  O,  signieur  Dew  should  be  a  gentleman :~ 
Perpend  my  words,  0  signieur  Dew,  and  mark  :— 
0  signieur  Dew,  thou  diest  on  point  of  fox,t 
Except,  O  signieur,  thou  do  ^ve  to  me 
Egregious  ransom. 

Pr.  SoL  Ofprennez  muerioorde  !  a/yez  pttU  de  mov , 

*0nuunent8.  ♦Sword. 

TOL.  in.  * 
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Put.  M07  shall  not  serve,  I  will  have  forty  moys  f 
For  I  will  retch  thy  rim  out  at  thy  throat, 
In  drops  of  crimson  blood. 

Fr.  SoL  EH^  impouible  d'etchapper  la  force  de  ton  hra»  t 

JPiH.  Brass,  cor ! 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  f  mountain  goat^ 
Offer'st  me  brass  ? 

Fr.  SoL  0  pardotmez  mop  ! 

JPiH.  Say'st  thou  me  so  ?  is  that  a  ton  of  movs  ?— 
Come  hither,  boy ;  Ask  me  this  slave  in  French, 
What  is  his  name. 

Boy.  Sscoutez:  CommefU'estes  vout  appelU  t 

Fr.  SoL  Monneur  le  I^. 

Soy,  He  says,  his  name  is — ^master  Fer. 

Pitt,  Master  Fer !  I'll  fer  him,  and  firk  him,  and  ferret  him: 
discuss  the  same  in  French  unto  him. 

Bof.  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret,  and  firk. 

Pist.  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 

Fr.  SoL  QusdU^.montiewrl 

Boy.  n  me  commande  de  voue  dire  gwe  vous  faUes  wme  preet ; 
car  ee  soldat  icy  eet  dUposS  tout  d  cette  hewre  de  ccmper  voetre 
gorge. 

Pitt.  Ouy,  couper  gorge,  par  ma  foy,  pesant^ 
Unless  thou  give  me  crowns,  brave  crowns : 
Or  mangded  snalt  thou  be  by  this  my  sword. 

Fr.  Sol.  0,  Je  vous  eupptie  pour  Pamour  de  Dieu,  me  par- 
donner  !  Je  euU  gentUhomme  de  bonne  maieon :  gardez  ma  vie,  et 
jf  voue  donneray  deux  cents  eecue, 

Pist.  What  are  his  words? 

Pov.  He  prays  you  to  save  his  life :  he  is  a  gentleman  of  a 
good  house ;  and,  for  his  ransom,  he  will  give  you  two  hundred 
crowns. 

Piet.  Tell  him,— my  Airy  shall  abate,  and  I 
The  crowns  will  take. 

Fr.  SoL  PetU  monneur,  que  dUM  t 

Boy.  Encore  qtfU  est  centre  sonjuremeni,  de  pardonner  aucun 
prisonmer  ;  neantmovns,  pour  les  escus  que  vous  Vavez  promise  it 
est  content  de  vous  downer  la  Uberte,  lefrancAisemeni. 

Fr.  SoL  8ur  mes  genoux,  Je  vous  donne  miUe  remerciemens : 
etje  m'estime  heureux  que  je  suis  tombS  entre  les  mains  d^un  dke- 
verier,  Je  pense,  le  phis  brave,  vaUant,  et  tree  distinguS  seigneur 
d^Angleterre. 

Pist.  Expound  unto  me,  boy;. 

Boy.  He  nves  you,  upon  his  knees,  a  thousand  thanks :  and 
he  esteems  himself  hanpy  that  he  hath  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
(as  he  thinks)  the  most  brave,  valorous,  and  thrice  worthy  signieur 
of  England. 

Pist.  As  1  suck  blood,  I  will  s(»ie  mercy  show.— 
Follow  me,  cur.  lExit  Pistol. 

Boy.  Suivez  vous  le  grand  capitcnne. 

[Exit  Fbbnch  Soldieb. 

«  i  neasnre  <tf  com  (muids).  f  Laadyioof. 
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I  did  never  know  so  ftiU  a  voice  issue  firom  so  emptj  a  heart :  but 
the  saving  is  true,— The  empty  vessel  makes  the  greatest  sound. 
BardojplL  and  Nym,  had  ten  times  more  valour  than  tiiis  roaring 
devil  rtne  old  play,  that  every  one  may  pare  his  nails  with  a 
wooden  dagger :  and  they  are  both  hansed ;  and  so  would  this  be, 
if  he  durst  steal  anything  adventurously.  I  must  stay  with  the 
lackeys,  with  the  luggage  of  our  camp :  the  Trench  might  have  a 
good  prey  of  us,  if  he  Knew  of  it;  for  tibere  is  none  to  guard  it, 
But  boys.  [JEwU. 

8CENS  r.'-AMotler  paH  cf  the  Field  of  Battle, 

Manmi,   Snier  Dauphin,  Oblbans,  Boubbov,  Cokstabls, 
Bambitbbs,  and  others, 

Ck>n.  Odiahle! 

OrL  O  eeignewr  !—le  Jour  est  perdu,  to«t  eet  perdu  ! 

Pau.  Mart  demaffie!  sSOb  confounded,  all ! 
Beproach  and  everlasting  shame 
8^  mocking  in  our  plumes.— 0  metchante  fortune  .'-^ 
Do  not  run  awav.  [A  short  alarum. 

Con,  Why,  au  our  ranks  are  broke. 

Dau,  O  penrdurable*  shame !— let's  stab  ourselves. 
Be  these  the  wretches  that  we  play'd  at  dice  for  ? 

Orl.  1b  this  the  king  we  sent  to  for  his  ransom  ? 

JBour,  Shame,  and  eternal  shame,  nothing  but  shame ! 
Let's  die  in  honour :  Once  more  back  again ; . 
And  he  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now, 
Let  him  go  hence,  and.  with  his  cap  in  hand. 
Like  a  base  pander,  hold  the  chamber  door. 
Whilst  by  a  slave,  no  gentler  than  my  dog,t 
His  fiiirest  daughter  is  contaminate. 

Con,  Disorder,  that  hath  spoU'd  us.  Mend  us  now ! 
Let  us,  in  heaps  go  offer  up  our  Uves 
Unto  these  Enghsh,  or  else  die  with  fame. 

OrL  We  are  enough,  yet  living  in  the  field. 
To  another  up  the  English  in  our  throngs, 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour,  The  devil  take  order  now !  I'll  to  the  throng ; 
Let  life  be  short ;  else,  shame  will  be  too  long.  lExeunt, 

SCBJSfS  VL— Another  part  of  the  lield. 

Alarums,  Bwter  Eutg  HsKBY  cmd  Forces  ;  ExXTEB,  and  others. 

jr.  Hen.  Well  have  we  done,  thrice-vaUant  countrymen : 
But  all's  not  done,  yet  keep  the  French  the  field. 

Fxe.  The  duke  of  York  commends  him  to  your  majesty. 

K,  Hen,  Lives  he,  ^[ood  uncle  ?  thrice  within  this  hour, 
I  saw  him  down :  thnoe  up  again,  and  fighting ; 
From  helmet  to  the  spu^  all  blood  he  was. 

JBoce,  In  which  array  (brave  soldier),  doth  he  lie, 

*  LftsMng.  t  Having  no  more  gentility. 
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Jjarding  the  plain :  and  by  his  bloody  side 

(Toke-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wouncb)* 

The  noble  earl  of  Suflfolk  also  lies. 

Suffolk  first  died,  and  York,  all  haggled  over, 

Comes  to  him,  where  in  gore  he  lay  insteep'o. 

And  takes  him  by  the  beard :  kisses  the  gashes, 

That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  fiice ; 

And  cries  aloucL— To/ry,  dear  couHn  Suffolk  I 

My  soul  shall  mine  keep  company  to  heaven : 

Tarry,  sweet  soul,  for  mine,  thenjly  a-breast; 

A^  in  this  glorious  and  wetUfoughten  field. 

We  kept  together  in  our  chivalry  ! 

CJpon  these  words  I  came,  and  cheer*d  him  up : 

He  smiled  me  in  the  face,  raught  *  me  his  hand, 

And,  with  a  feeble  gripe,  says,— Dear  my  lord. 

Commend  my  service  to  my  sovereign. 

So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolk's  neck 

He  threw  his  wounded  arm,  and  kiss'd  his  lips ; 

And  so,  espoused  to  death^  with  blood  he  sealed 

A  testament  of  noble-endmg  love. 

The  pretty  and  sweet  manner  of  it  forced 

Those  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  stopped ; 

But  I  had  not  so  much  of  man  in  me, 

But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes, 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

K.  Hen.  I  blame  you  not^, 
For.  hearing  this,  I  must  perforce  compound 
With  mistful  eyes,  or  they  will  issue  too.—  [Ala4rum 

But,  hark !  what  new  alarum  is  this  same  ? — 
The  Prench  have  reinforced  their  scattered  men  :— 
Then  every  soldier  kill  his  prisoners ; 
Give  the  word  through.  [Sxetrnt. 

SCENE  VIL— Another  paH  cf  the  Field. 
Alarums.    Enter  Fltjellbn  and  GOWEB. 

Flu.  Kill  the  poys  and  the  luggage !  'tis  expressly  against  the 
law  of  arms :  'tis  as  arrant  apiece  or  knavery,  mark  you  now,  as 
can  be  offered  in  the  'orld :  In  your  conscience  now,  is  it  not  ? 

Gow.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive :  and  the  cowardly 
rascals,  that  ran  from  the  battle,  have  done  tnid  slaughter :  be- 
sides, they  have  burned  and  carried  awa^r  all  that  was  in  the 
kingpB  tent ;  wherefore  the  king,  most  wortmly,  hath  caused  every 
soldier  to  cut  his  prisoner's  throat.    O,  'tis  a  gallant  king ! 

Flu.  Ay,  he  was  i)om  at  Monmoutn,  oap^dn  Gower :  What 
call  you  the  town's  name,  where  Alexander  the  pig  was  bom  ? 

Oow.    Alexander  the  {|;reat. 

Flu.  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig  great  ?  The  pig,  or  the  mneat, 
or  the  mighty,  or  tne  huge,  or  the  magxianimous,  are  all  one 
reckonings,  save  the  phrase  is  a  Uttle  variations. 

«  Reached. 
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Goto,  I  think  Alexander  the  great  was  bom  in  Maoedon ;  his 
father  was  called— Philip  of  Maoedon,  as  I  take  it. 

Flu.  I  think  it  is  in  Macedon,  where  Alexander  is  i)om.  I  tell 
yoiL  captain,— If  you  look  in  the  maps  of  the  *orld,  I  warrant,  you 
shall  find,  in  the  comparisons  between  Maoedon  and  Monmouth, 
that  the  situations,  look  you,  is  both  alike.  There  is  a  river  in 
Maoedon ;  and  there  is  also  moreover  a  river  at  Monmouth :  rfc 
is  called  Wye,  at  Monmouth :  but  it  is  out  of  my  praina,  what  is 
the  name  of  the  other  river ;  but  'tis  all  one,  'tis  so  like  as  my 
fingers  is  to  my  finders,  and  there  is  salmons  in  both.  If  you 
mark  Alexander's  hfe  well,  Harrjr  of  Monmouth's  life  is  come 
after  it  indifferent  well ;  for  there  is  figures  in  all  things.  Alex- 
ander (God  knows,  and  you  know)  in  his  rages,  and  nis  ftiries, 
and  his  wraths,  and  his  cholers,  and  his  moods,  and  his  dis- 
pleasures, and  his  indignations,  and  also  being  a  Uttle  intoxicates 
in  his  prams,  did,  in  ms  ales  and  his  angers,  look  you,  kill  his 
pest  finend,  Cl^^tus. 

Goto.  Our  king  is  not  like  him  in  that ;  he  never  killed  any 
ofhisfhendB. 

Mu,  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  tales  out  of 
my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  an  end  andfimshed.  I  speak  but  in 
the  figures  and  comparisons  of  it :  As  Alexander  is  kill  his  friend 
Olytus,  being  in  his  ales  and  his  cups ;  so  also  Harry  Monmouth. 
beuiK  u  rignt  wits  and  goot  judgments,  is  turn  away  the  fat 
knignt  with  the  |jreat  pelly-doublet :  he  was  full  of  jests,  and 
gipes,  and  knavenes,  ana  mocks ;  I  am  forget  his  noma 

Goto.  Sir  John  Ealstaff. 

Flu.  That  is  he :  I  can  tell  yon,  there  is  goot  men  bom  at 
Monmouth. 

Gaw.  H^re  comee  his  majesty. 

Alartm.  JEkOer  ElKG  Hbkbt,  wUh  a  pare  of  the  FngUsh  Forcet ; 
Wabwick,  GIiOSTEB,  BxhtBE,  and  others. 

K.  Men.  I  was  not  angry  since  I  came  to  Erance, 
Until  this  instant— Take  a  trumpet,  herald ; 
Bide  thou  unto  the  horsemen  on  yon  hill ; 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down, 
Or  void  the  field :  they  do  offend  our  sight : 
If  theyTl  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them ; 
And  make  them  skirr  away  as  swift  as  stones 
Enforced  from  the  old  Assyrian  slings : 
Beodes,  we^  cut  the  throats  of  those  we  have ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them,  that  we  shall  take. 
Shall  taste  our  mercy  ^--Oo,  and  tell  them  so. 

JEnter  Moirr JOY. 

jGbtf.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  Prench,  mv  liege. 

GIq*  HisjMres  are  humbler  than  they  used  to  be. 

K.  Men.  How  now,  what  means  this,  herald  ?  knoVst  thou  not, 
That  I  have  fined  these  bones  of  mine  for  ransom  P 
Com'st  thou  again  for  ransom  ? 

Moni.  No,  great  kin 
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ioomt  to  thee  for  oharitiUe  lioeiifl^ 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  hloo<qr  field. 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  tiiem ; 
To  sort  our  nobles  from  our  common  men ; 
For  many  of  our  prinoes  (woe  the  while!) 
Lie  drown'd  and  soak'd  in  mercenary  blood ; 

iSo  do  our  yulgar  drench  their  peasant  limbs 
n  blood  of  prinoes) ;  and  their  wounded  steedi 
Fret  fetlock  deep  in  gore,  and,  with  wild  rage^ 
Terk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  masten. 
Killing  them  twice.    O,  give  us  leave,  great  kin& 
To  Tiew  the  field  in  safety,  and  dispose 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 

K.  Hen.  I  tell  thee  truly,  herald, 
I  know  not,  if  the  day  be  ours,  or  no ; 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horsemen  peer. 
And  gallon  o'er  the  field. 

Mcmt,  The  day  is  yours. 

K,Hen.  Praised  be  God,  and  not  our  strength,  for  it  !— 
Whsc  is  this  castle  call'd,  that  stands  hard  by  ? 

Mowt.  They  call  it— Aginoourt 

K,  Hen,  Tnen  call  we  this— the  field  of  Aginoourt^ 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crispin  Orispianus. 

Fh,  Tour  grandfather  of  femous  memory,  an*t  please  your 
muesty,  and  your  great-uncle  Edward  the  plaok  prince  of  wiUei, 
as  I  have  reaa  in  the  chronicles,  fought  a  most  prave  pattle  here 
in  France. 

K,  Hen,  They  did,  Flueilen. 

Flu,  Tour  majesty  says  very  true:  If  your  migesties  is  re- 
membered of  it  the  Welshman  did  ^t  service  un  a  garden 
where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing  leeks  m  their  Monmouth  cans; 
which,  your  nu^esty  knows,  to  tins  hour  is  an  honourable  paqga 
of  the  service;  and,  I  do  believe,  your  majesty  takes  no  soom  to 
wear  the  leek  upon  Saint  Tavy's  day. 

K.  Hen,  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour; 
For  I  am  Welsh,  you  know,  good  oountrvman. 

Flu,  All  the  water  in  Wve  cannot  wash  your  majesty's  Welsh 
plood  out  of  your  i)ody,  I  can  tell  you  that :  Qot  pless  it  and 
preserve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleases  lus  grace,  and  his  nuyesty  too  1 

K,  Hen,  Thanks,  good  my  countryman. 

Flu,  By  Gheshu,  I  am  vour  nuyesty's  countryman,  I  care  not 
who  know  it ;  I  will  confess  it  to  all  the  '(»rld:  I  need  not  to  be 
ashamed  of  your  nuyesty,  praised  be  Got,  so  long  as  your  ma- 
jes^  is  an  honest  man. 

K,  Hen,  God  keep  me  so !— Our  heralds  go  with  him; 
Bring  me  just  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  parts. — Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

IPomte  to  Williams.    JBxemU  Montjot  umd  otkere, 

Fxe.  Soldier,  you  must  come  to  the  king. 

K,  Hen,  Soldier,  why  wear'st  thou  that  glove  in  thy  cap? 

WtU,  An't  please  vour  majesty,  'tis  the  gage  of  one  t^i  I 
should  fight  withal,  if  he  be  ahve. 

K,  Hen,  An  Englishman  ? 
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WiU.  An't  please  your  majesty,  a  rasoaL  that  swagsered  with 
me  last  night :  who,  if  'a  live,  and  ever  oare  to  ohulenge  this 
g^oTCL  I  have  sworn  to  take  him  a  box  o'  the  ear :  or,  if  I  can  see 
my  glove  in  his  cap  (which  he  swore,  as  he  was  a  soldier,  he 
woiud  wear,  if  alive),  I  will  strike  it  out  soundlv. 

K,  Men.  What  thmk  you,  captain  Fluellen  r  is  it  fit  this  sol- 
dier keep  his  oath  ? 

Mu.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  else,  an't  please  your  ma* 
iessty,  in  my  oonsoienoe. 

K,  Men.  It  may  be,  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of  great  sort, 
quite  from  the  answer  of  his  degree. 

Mu.  Though  he  be  as  goot  a  gentleman  as  the  tevil  is,  as 
Ludfer  and  Belzebub  himself  it  is  necessary,  look  your  grace, 
that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  oath:  if  he  be  pemued,  see  you 
now,  his  reputation  is  as  arrant  a  villain,  and  a  Jack-sauce,  as 
ever  his  plack  shoe  trod  upon  Qoi^s  ground  and  his  earth,  in  my 
conscienceja. 

KJSen.  Then  keep  thy  vow,  sirrah,  when  thou  meef  st  the  fellow. 

WiU.  So  I  will,  my  hege,  as  I  live. 

K.  Men.  Who  servest  thou  under  ? 

Will.  Under  captain  Gower,  my  liege. 

J7«w  Gower  is  a  goot  captain ;  and  is  good  knowledge  and  lite- 
rature in  the  wars. 

K.  Men.  Call  him  hither  to  me,  soldier. 

WiU.  I  will,  my  liege.  [ExU. 

K,  Men.  Here,  fluellen;  wear  thou  this  favour  for  me,  and 
stiok  it  in  thy  cap :  When  Alenoon  and  myself  were  down  toge- 
ther, I  plucked  this  glove  fh)m  his  helm :  if  any  man  challenge 
thi^  he  is  a  Mend  to  Alen<jon  and  an  enemy  to  our  person ;  if 
thou  ^counter  wdy  such,  apprehend  him,  an  thou  dost  love  me. 

Mu.  Your  grace  does  me  as  great  honours,  as  can  be  desired  in 
the  hearts  of  his  subjects :  I  would  fain  see  the  man,  that  has 
but  two  lera,  that  shall  find  himself  aggriefed  at  this  glove,  that 
is  all :  but  I  would  fsdn  see  it  once ;  an  please  Got  of  his  grace, 
that  I  might  see  it. 

K.  Men.  Knowest  thou  Gower  ? 

M».  He  is  my  dear  friend,  an  please  you. 

K.  Men.  Pray  l^ee,  go  seek  him,  and  bring  him  to  my  tent 

Fl/u.  I  will  fetch  him.  lExit. 

K.  Men.  My  lord  of  Warwick,— and  my  brother  Gloster,     . 
iVitbw  Flnellen  closely  at  the  heels : 
The  glove,  wMch  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour, 
May,  W^y  t  purchase  him  a  box  o'  the  ear ; 
It  is  the  soldier's :  L  by  bargain,  should 
Wear  it  myself.    roilow,jfood  cousin  Warwick: 
If  that  the  soldier  strike  hun  (aa,  I  judge 
By  his  bhmt  bearing  he  will  keep  his  word). 
Some  sudden  mischief  may  arise  of  it ; 
Tor  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant. 
And,  touoh'd  with  oholer,  hot  as  gunpowder. 
And  qniddy  will  return  an  injury : 
Fdlow,  and  see  there  be  no  harm  between  them.— 
Go  you  witii  me,  unde  of  Exeter.  {Mxewnk 


y  Google 


56  KINO  HBffKT  V.  [ACT  iT* 

8CSN.B  niZ^Btfore  King  Hekbt's  PaoiUon, 
JShUer  Gowxs  and  WlLLIAMft. 
Will,  I  warrant,  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 
SfUer  Fltjellbk. 

Flu.  Got* s  will  and  his  pleasure,  captain,  I  peseech  you  now, 
come  apaoe  to  the  king :  there  is  more  goot  toward  you,  perad- 
venture,  than  is  in  your  knowledge  to  dream  oi 

ff^U.  Sir,  know  you  this  glove  ? 

Flu.  Enow  the  ^love  ?    1  know,  the  glove  is  a  j^ove. 

Will.  I  know  this ;  and  thus  I  challenge  it.  [Strikes  Mm. 

Flu.  'Sblud,  an  arrant  traitor,  as  any^s  in  the  universal  'orld, 
or  in  France,  or  in  England. 

Ghw.  How  now,  Sir  ?  you  villain  ! 

Will.  Do  you  think  TU  be  forsworn? 

Flu.^  Stand  away,  captain  Qower ;  I  wiU  give  treason  his  pay- 
ment into  plows,  I  warrant  you. 

Will.  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu.  Thaf  s  a  he  in  thy  throat--!  ofaaiffe  you  in  his  majesty's 
name,  apprehend  him ;  he's  a  Mend  of  tl^  duke  AienQon's. 

Fnter  Waewick  and  Glosteb. 

War.  How  now.  how  now !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  here  is  (prabed  be  Got  for  it !)  a 
most  contagious  treason  come  to  li^nt,  look  you»  as  you  shall 
desire  in  a  summer^s  day.    Here  is  his  majesty. 

Fnier  KiKG  Henbt  and  ExETEB. 

K.  Em.  How  now !  what* s  the  matter  ? 

Flu.  My  liege,  here  is  a  villain,  and  a  traitor,  that,  look  yoior 
grace,  has  struck  the  glove  which  your  majesty  is  take  out  of 
the  helmet  of  Alen^on. 

Will.  My  liege,  this  was  my  glove ;  here  is  the  fellow  of  it :  and 
he,  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promised  to  wear  it  in  his  cap ;  I 
promised  to  strike  him,  if  he  did :  I  met  this  man  with  my  glove 
m  his  cap,  and  I  have  been  as  good  as  my  word. 

Flu.  Your  majesty  hear  now  (saving  your  majestjf's  manhood), 
what  an  arrant,  rascally,  beg^ly,  Iowe^  knave  it  is :  I  hope» 
your  majesty  is  pear  me  testimony,  and  witness,  and  avouoh- 
ments,  that  this  is  the  glove  of  Alen^on,  that  your  majesty  gave 
me,  in  your  conscience  now. 

K.  Sen.  Give  me  thy  glove,  soldier ;  Look,  hwe  is  the  fellow 
of  it.  Twas  I,  indeed,  thou  promised'st  to  strike ;  and  thou  hast 
given  me  most  bitter  terms. 

FIm.  An  please  ^our  majesty,  let  his  neck  answer  for  it,  if  tiiere 
is  any  martial  law  in  the  'orld. 

K.  Sen.  How  canst  thou  make  me  satisfaction  ? 

Will.  All  offences,  my  liege^  come  ftom  the  heart:  never  cam* 
any  firom  mine,  that  might  ofifend  your  majescj 
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K,  Hen.  It  was  ourself  thou  didst  abuse. 

Will.  Your  majesty  came  not  like  yourself:  you  appeared  to 
me  but  as  a  common  man ;  witness  the  night,  your  garments, 
your  lowliness;  and  what  your  highness  suffered  under  that 
shape,  I  beseech  you,  take  it  for  your  own  fault,  and  not  mine : 
for  had  you  been  as  I  took  you  for,  I  made  no  offence ;  there- 
fore, I  breech  your  highness,  pardon  me. 

K.  Sen.  Here,  uncle  Exeter,  fill  this  glove  with  crowns, 
And  ^ve  it  to  this  fellow. — Keep  it,  fellow ; 
And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap. 
Till  I  do  challenge  it. — Give  him  the  crowns : — 
And,  captain,  you  must  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu.  By  tms  dav  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle  enough 
in  his  pelly : — Hold,  there  is  twelvepence  for  you,  and  I  pray 
you  to  serve  Got,  and  keep  out  of  prawls,  and  grabbles,  and 
quarrels,  and  dissensions,  and,  I  warrant  you,  it  is  the  petter 
for  you. 

Will.  I  will  none  of  your  money. 

Jftu.  It  is  with  a  goot  will ;  I  can  tell  you,  it  will  serve  you  to 
mend  your  shoes :  Come,  wherefore  should  you  be  so  pashful? 
your  shoes  is  not  so  goot:  'tis  a  goot  silling,  I  warrant  you,  or  I 
will  change  it. 

JEnter  an  JEnglish  Hebald. 

K.  Hen.  Now,  herald,  are  the  dead  numbered  P 
Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  slaughtered  French. 

[Delivers  a  paper, 
K,  Sen.  What  prisoners  of  good  sort  are  taken,  uncle  P 
Exe.  Charles  duke  of  Orleani^  nephew  to  the  King ; 

John  duke  of  Bourbon,  and  lord  Bouciqualt : 

Of  other  lords,  and  barons,  knights,  ana 'squires, 

Full  fifteen  hundred,  besides  common  men. 
K.  Sen.  This  note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  thousand  French, 

lliat  in  the  field  lie  slain :  of  ipnoea,  in  this  number, 

And  nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lie  dead 

One  hundred  twenty-six :  added  to  these. 

Of  knights,  esquires,  and  gallant  gentlemen, 

Eight  thousand  and  four  hundred ;  of  the  whi<^. 

Five  hundred  were  but  yesterday  dubb'd  knights: 

So  that,  in  these  ten  thousand  they  have  lost, 

'Riere  are  but  sixteen  hundred  mercenaries ; 

The  rest  are— princes,  barons,  lords,  knights,  'squires, 

And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 

The  names  of  those  their  nobles  that  lie  dead, — 

Charles  De-la-bret,  hiffh  constable  of  France ; 

Jaques  of  Chatillon,  admiral  of  France ; 

The  master  of  the  cross-bows,  lord  Rambures; 

Great-master  of  France,  the  brave  Sir  Guischard  Dauphin ; 

John  duke  of  AlenQon ;  Antony  duke  of  Brabant, 

The  brother  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy ; 

And  Edward  duke  of  Bar :  of  lusty  earls, 

Grandpr6,  and  Roussi,  Fauconberg,  and  Foix, 

Beaumont,  and  Marie,  Vaudemont,  and  Lestrale, 
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Here  was  a  royal  fellowship  of  death ! 

Whwe  is  the  number  of  our  Enadish  dead  ? 

TMbbald  presenU  another  paper, 
£dward  the  duke  of  York,  the  earl  of  SuifoUc, 
Sir  Bdchard  Ketley,  Da^y  Gam,  esquire: 
None  else  of  name ;  and,  of  all  other  men. 
But  five  and  twenty.    O  God,  thy  arm  was  here» 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  arm  alone, 
Ascribe  we  alL— When,  without  stratagem, 
But  in  plain  shock,  ana  even  play  of  btUitle, 
Was  ever  known  so  great  and  little  loss, 
On  one  part  and  on  the  other  ?— Take  it,  God, 
For  it  is  only  thine ! 

Sxe.  'Tis  wonderful  I 

K,  Sen.  Come,  go  we  in  procession  to  the  village : 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  oiur  host, 
To  boast  of  this,  or  take  the  praise  from  God, 
Which  is  his  only. 

Flm,  Is  it  not  Ubwftil,  an  please  your  majesty,  to  tell  how  many 
is  killed? 

K,  Sen,  Tes.  captain;  but  with  this  acknowledgments 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

Flu,  Yesjoay  conscience,  he  did  us  great  goot. 

K.  Sen,  Vo  we  all  holy  rites ; 
Let  there  be  sung  Non  nobie,  and  Te  Dewm, 
The  dead  with  charily  enclosed  in  clay. 
We'll  then  to  Calais;  and  to  England  then ; 
Where  ne'er  from  France  arrived  more  happy  men.      {ExewmL 


ACT  V. 
Enter  CHOfiUS. 

Chor,  Vouchsafe  to  those  that  have  not  read  the  story. 
That  I  may  prompt  them :  and  of  such  a^  have, 
I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  the  excuse 
Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  course  of  things* 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  presented.    Now  we  bear  the  king 
Toward  Calais :  grant  him  there ;  there  seen. 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts, 
Athwart  the  sea:  Behold,  the  English  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood  witii  men,  with  wives,  and  boys. 
Whose  shouts  and  claps  out-voice  the  deep-mouth'd  sea^ 
Which,  like  a  mighty  whiffler*  'fore  the  km& 
Seems  to  prepare  nis  way :  so  let  him  land; 
And,  solemnly,  see  him  set  on  to  London. 
So  swift  a  naoe  hath  thoughtthat  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Blackheath : 

•Flfer. 
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Where  that  his  lords  desire  him,  to  hsye  bomA . 

His  bruised  hebnei  and  his  bended  sword. 

Bafen  him,  thnm^^  the  city :  he  forbids  it, 

Being  free  from  Tunness  and  self-glorioaB  pride ; 

Giving  frill  tr(q[>h3r,  signal,  and  ostent, 

Quite  from  himself  to  God.    But  now  behold. 

In  the  quick  forge  and  working-house  of  thought^ 

How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citis^iis ! 

^nie  mayor,  and  all  his  brethren,  in  beet  sort,-* 

like  to  the  senators  of  the  antique  Bome, 

With  the  plebeians  swarming  at  their  heels,— 

Go  forth,  and  fetch  their  conquering  Cnsar  in : 

AjLhyti  lower  but  by  loving  likelihood,* 

Were  now  the  general  of  our  gracious  empress  f 

(As,  in  good  time,  he  may),  firom  Ireland  coming^ 

Bringing  rebeUion  broached  on  his  sword, 

How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit^ 

To  welcome  him  P  mu<^  more,  and  much  more  oanse^ 

Did  they  this  Harry.    Now  in  London  place  him 

(As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

Inyites  the  king  of  England's  stay  at  home : 

The  emperor 's  coining  in  behalf  of  France, 

To  order  peace  between  Ihem) ;  and  omit 

AH  the  occurrences,  whatever  chanced. 

Till  Harry's  back-return  again  to  France ; 

There  muist  we  bring  him ;  and  myself  have  play'd 

The  interim,  by  rememberins  you— 'tis  past. 

Then  brook  abridgment ;  and  your  e^es  advance 

After  your  thought,  straight  back  again  to  France.  ISwii, 

SCENS  Z-— France,    An  SngUth  Cemri  of  Ouard, 
Enter  Fluellbk  cmd  GoWBiL 

GwD,  Na^  thafs  ri^ht;  but  why  wear  you  your  leek  to« 
day?  Saint  Ijavy's  day  IS  iMist. 

Flm,  There  is  occasions  and  causes  why  and  wherefore  in  all 
things :  I  will  tell  you,  as  my  friend,  captain  (jk)wer ;  The  rascally, 
scaler  beggarly,  lowsy.  pragmng  knave,  FistoL— which  you  and 
yourself^  and  all  the  'ond,  know  to  be  no  petter  than  a  fellow, 
look  you  now.  of  no  merits,— he  is  come  to  me,  and  prinn  me 
pread  and  salt  yesterday,  look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  leek:  it 
was  in  a  place  where  I  could  not  breed  no  contenUons  with  him ; 
but  I  wiu  be  so  pold  as  to  wear  it  in  my  cap  till  I  see  him  once 
again,  and  then  I  will  tell  him  a  little  piece  of  my  desires. 

Enter  PiSTOL. 

€hw.  Why,  here  he  comes,  swelling  like  a  turkey-cock. 

Ffm,  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  swellings,  nor  his  turkey-cocks.— 
Giot  plesB  you,  ancient  Pistol,  you  scurvy,  lowsy  knave,  (3k)t  plesi 
you! 

PiH,  Ha  I  art  thou  Bedlam?  dost  thou  thirst,  base  Trojan, 

*  SiiniUtadc.  t  The  earl  of  Essex. 
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To  have  me  fold.uo  Parca's  fatal  web  ?* 
Hence !  I  am  qualmish  at  the  smell  of  leek. 

Mn,  I  peseecn  you  heartily,  scurvy,  lowsy  knave,  at  my  desires, 
and  my  requests,  and  my  petitions,  to  eat,  look  you,  this  le^ ; 
because,  look  you,  you  do  not  love  it,  nor  your  affections,  aai 
your  appetites,  and  your  digesti<m8,  does  not  agree  with  it.  I  wouM 
desire  you  to  eat  it. 

Pigt.  Not  for  Gadwallader,  and  all  his  goats. 

FIm.  There  is  one  goat  for  you.  {^Strikes  Am».]  Will  you  be  so 
goot,  scald  knave^  as  eat  it  P 

Fist,  Base  Trojan,  thou  shalt  die. 

Flu,  Tou  say  very  true,  scald  knave,  when  Got* s  wiH  is :  I  w^ 
desire  you  to  hve  in  the  mean  time,  and  eat  your  victuals ;  come, 
there  is  sauce  for  it.  [ Strikina  him  again.]  You  called  me  yester- 
day, mountain-squire;  but  I  will  make  you  to-dav  a  squire  of 
low  degree.  I  pray  you,  fall  to ;  if  you  can  mock  a  leek,  you  can 
eat  a  leek. 

Gow.  Enough,  captain ;  you  have  astonishedf  him. 

Flu.  I  say,  I  will  make  hun  eat  some  part  of  my  leek,  <»  I  will 
peat  his  pate  four  days:— Pite,  I  pray  you;  it  is  goot  for  your 
green  wound,  and  your  ploody  coxcomb. 

IHst.  Must  I  bite  ? 

Flu.  Yes,  certainly;  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of  questions 
too,  and  ambi^ities. 

Pist.  By  this  leek,  I  will  most  horribly  revenge ;  I  eat,  and 
eke  I  swear— 

Flu,  Eat,  I  pray  you :  Will  you  have  some  more  sauoe  to  your 
leek ;  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  swear  by. 

Fut.  Quit  thy  cudgel;  thou  dost  see.  I  eat. 

Flu,  Much  goot  do  you,  scald  knave,  heartily.  Nay,  'pray  you, 
throw  none  away;  Hie  skin  is  goot  for  your  prokett  coxcomb. 
When  you  take  occasions  to  see  leeks  hereaJEter,  I  pray  you, 
mock  at  them ;  that  is  all. 

FiH,  Good. 

Flu.  Ay,  leeks  is  goot :— Hold  you,  there  is  a  groat  to  heal  your 
pate. 

Fitt.  Me  a  groat ! 

Flm.  Yes,  verily,  and  in  truth,  you  shall  take  it ;  or  I  have 
another  leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  shall  eat. 

Figt,  I  take  thy  groat,  in  earnest  of  revenge. 

Flu.  If  I  owe  you  anything,  I  will  pay  you  in  cudgels ;  you 
shall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of  me  but  cudgels.  God 
be  wi'  you.  and  keep  you,  and  h^al  your  pate.  IMeiL 

Fist,  All  heU  shall  stir  for  this. 

&0W,  Gk),  go;  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave.  Will 
you  mode  at  an  ancient  tradition— begun  upon  an  honourable 
respect,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  tropny  of  predeceased  valour, 
—and  dare  not  avouch  in  your  deeds  any  of  your  words  ?  I  have 
seen  you  gleekingt  and  galling  at  tins  gentleman  twice  or  l^rice. 
Tou  thought,  because  he  could  not  speak  Enghsh  in  the  native 

♦  Dost  thou  desire  to  have  me  put  thee  to  death  ? 
-•-  Stuni]^.  t  Scoffing,  sneering. 


y  Google 


SCENE  n.]  KINO  HBKBT  T.  61 

f!Biih,  he  oould  not  therefore  handle  an  English  cudgel :  you  find 
it  otherwise:  and,  henceforlli,  let  a  Welsh  oorrection  toaoh  you  a 
good  Englisn  conditicm.*    Fare  ye  welL  l£afU. 

PiH,  Both  fortune  play  the  huswife  t  with  me  now  ? 
News  have  I.  that  my  Nell  is  dead  i'  Uie  q[)ital 
Of  malady  of  France; 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  ofL 
Old  I  do  wax ;  and  from  my  weary  limhs 
Honour  is  cudgell'd.    Well,  bawd  will  I  turn. 
And  something  lean  to  cutpurse  of  quick  hand. 
To  England  wOl  I  steal,  and  there  I^  steal : 
And  patches  will  I  get  unto  these  scars, 
And  swear,  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia  wbjts.  \_Exit 

SCirnnS  IL—Troye9  in  Champagne.    An  Ap<»Hmeni  in  the 
Ikreneh  King's  Pcdaee. 

Enter,  at  one  door,  ELlNG  Henby,  Bbdfobd,  Glosteb,  Exbtbb, 
Wabwice,  Westmoreland,  and  other  Lords;  at  another, 
the  French  KlNG.  QtTEBN  ISABEL,  ^^  Pbincess  Katha- 
BINE,  Lords,  Ladtes,  S(o. ;  the  Duke  of  BuBeUNDY,  and  his 
Train, 

K,  Sen,  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are  met ! 
Unto  our  brother  France, — and  to  our  sister. 
Health  and  fair  time  of  day :— joy  and  good  wishes 
To  our  most  fair  and  princely  cousin  Katharine ; 
And  (as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty. 
By  whom  this  great  assembly  is  contrivea). 
We  do  salute  you,  duke  of  Burgundy : — 
And,  princes  French,  and  peers,  heaitu  to  you  all ! 

JV.  King.  Bight  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face. 
Most  wormy  brother  England ;  fairly  met  :— 
So  are  you,  princes  English^  every  one. 

Q.  Isa.  So  happy  be  the  issue,  brother  England, 
Of  uiis  good  day.  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes ; 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  borne  in  them 
Against  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent. 
The  &tal  balls  of  miurdering  basilisks : 
The  venom  of  such  looks,  we  fairly  hope, 
Have  lost  their  quality ;  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  griefs,  and  Quarrels,  into  love. 

K  Men.  To  cty  amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

Q.  Isa.  You  English  princes  all,  I  do  salute  you. 

Bw.  My  dufeF  to  you  Doth,  on  ebual  love. 
Great  kings  of  France  and  England !  That  I  have  laboured 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  strong  endeavours, 
To  brin^  your  most  unperial  migestieB 
Unto  this  hart  and  royal  interview. 
Your  mightiness  on  both  parts  best  can  witnesSr 

•  Temper.  t  Jilt.  t  Place  of  meeting. 
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Since  then  my  office  hath  so  far  preyail'd. 
That  fiioe  to  fiftoe,  and  royal  eye  to  eye, 
Ton  nave  congreeted ;  let  it  not  dis^*ace  me^ 
If  I  demand,  before  this  royal  view, 
W]hat  rub,  or  what  impediment,  there  is, 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  peace, 
Dear  nurse  of  arte,  plentieB,  and  jovml  buHis, 
Should  not,  in  this  best  garden  of  the  world. 
Our  fertile  Franoe,  put  up  her  lorely  visage  P 
Alas !  she  hath  firom  Franoe  too  long  been  chased ; 
And  ail  her  husbandry  doth  lie  on  heaps^ 
Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 
Her  vme,  the  merry  cheerer  of  the  heart, 
CJnpruned  dies;  her  hedges  even-pleached,-* 
Like  nrisoners  wildly  over-grown  with  hair. 
Put  forth  disordered  twigs :  her  fellow  leai^ 
The  darnel,  hemlock,  molcI  rank  Punitory, 
Doth  root  upon ;  wmle  that  the  coulter  rusts, 
That  should  deracinate  *  sudi  savagery : 
The  even  mead,  that  erst  brought  sweeliy  forth. 
The  freckled  cowslip,  bumet,  and  green  clover, 
Wanting  the  scythe,  all  uncorrected,  rank, 
Conceives  by  idleness ;  and  nothing  teems, 
But  hateful  docks,  roueh  thistles,  kecksies,  burs, 
Losing  both  beauty  and  utility. 
And  as  our  vineyards,  fallows,  meads,  and  hedges, 
Defective  in  then:  natures,  grow  to  wildness : 
Even  so  our  houses  and  ourselves,  and  chilorei, 
Have  lost,  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time, 
The  sciences  that  should  become  our  country ; 
But  grow,  like  savages,--as  soldiers  will, 
That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood,— 
To  swearinff,  and  stem  looks,  diffusedf  atture. 
And  everything  that  seems  unnatural 
Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour,! 
Tou  are  assembled :  and  my  speech  entreats. 
That  I  may  know  the  let,  §  why  ^ntle  peace 
Should  not  expel  these  inconveniences, 
And  bless  us  with  her  former  quaUties. 

K.  Men.  If,  duke  of  Burgundy,  you  would  the  peace, 
Whose  want  gives  growth  to  the  imperfections 
Which  you  have  cite<L  you  must  buy  that  peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  just  demands ; 
Whose  tenors  and  particular  effects 
You  hayj^  enscheduM  briefly,  in  your  hands. 

Sur.  The  king  hath  heard  them ;  to  the  which,  as  yet^ 
There  is  no  answer  made. 

K.  Hen,  Well  then,  the  peace, 
Which  you  before  so  urged,  lies  in  his  answer. 

♦  Uproot.  f  Extravagant. 

t  Appearance.  i  Hinderanoe. 
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JB^.^Mtg,  I  have  but  with  a  cursorary  eye 
(yer-^axioed  the  articles :  pleaseth  your  grace 
To  appoint  some  of  your  council  presently 
To  sit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed 
To  re-survey  them,  we  will,  suddenly, 
'  Pass  our  accept,  and  peremptory  answer. 

K,  Hen.  Brother,  we  shaiL— Go.  uncle  Exeter,— 
And  brother  Clarence,— and  you,  brother  Gloster,— 
Warwick— and  Huntingdon,— go  with  the  long : 
And  take  with  you  free  power,  to  ratify. 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  wisdoms  best 
ShaU  see  adTantageable  for  our  dignity, 
Anything  in,  or  out  of,  our  demands ; 
And  well  consign  thereto.— Will  you,  fair  sister, 
Go  with  the  princes,  or  stay  here  with  us  P 

Q.  I9a,  Oiur  gracious  brother,  I  will  go  with  them ; 
Haply,  a  woman's  yoice  may  do  some  good. 
When  articles,  too  nicely  urged,  be  stood  on. 

K.  Men,  Tet  leave  our  cousin  Katharine  here  with  us ; 
She  is  our  capital  demand,  comi>rised 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  articles. 

Q.  lia.  She  hath  good  leave. 

[Bxewnt  all  hut  Hekby,  Eathabine,  and  her 
Gentlewoman, 

K.  Hen.  Fair  Katharine,  and  most  fair ! 
Will  you  vouchsafe  to  teaon  a  soldier  Uams 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear. 
And  plead  his  love-suit  to  her  gentle  heart  ? 

Kath.  Your  majesty  shall  mock  at  me ;  I  cannot  speak  your 
JBndand. 

K.  Hen.  O  fair  Katharine,  if  you  will  love  me  soundly  with 
your  French  heart,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear  you  confess  it  brokenly 
with  your  English  tongue.    Do  you  like  me,  Kate  ? 

Kath.  Fardonnez  mow.  I  cannot  tell  vat  ifr— like  me. 

K.  Hen.  An  an^el  is  like  you,  Kate ;  and  you  are  like  an  angel. 

Kath.  Que  dit-il  ?  queje  suit  semblable  d  lea  angee  ? 

Alice.  Ouy,  waymewt  {aoMfvottre  grace),  oinH  dit-il. 

K.  Hen,  1  said  so,  dear  KEitharine ;  and  I  must  not  blush  to 
affirm  it. 

Kath.  O  ton  Dieu!  let  languee  dee  hommea  aont  pleinea  dee 
tromperies. 

K.  Hen,  What  says  she,  fair  one  ?  that  the  tongues  of  men  are 
ftiU  of  deceits? 

Alice.  Ov/y ;  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of  deceits: 
dat  is  de  princess. 

K.Hen.  The  princess  is  the  better  Englishwoman.  I' faith, 
Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  understanding :  I  am  glad,  thou 
canst  sp^  no  better  English ;  for.  if  thou  couldst,  thou  wouldst 
Ind  me  such  a  plain  king,  that  tnou  wouldst  think,  I  had  sold 
my  fium  to  buy  my  crown.  I  know  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love, 
but  directly  to  say— I  love  you :  then,  if  you  urge  me  further 
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than  to  say—Do  you  in  faith?  I  wear  out  my  suit  Give  me 
your  answer ;  i'  Mth,  do ;  and  so  clap  hands  and  a*bargain :  How 
sayyou,  lady  ? 

Kath.  Saufvostre  hoTmeur^  me  understand  welL 

K.  Men.  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  verses,  or  to  dance  for 
your  sake,  Kate,  why  you  undid  me :  for  the  one,  I  have  neither 
words  nor  measure ;  and  for  the  other,  I  have  no  stren^h  in 
measure,*  yet  a  reasonable  measure  in  strength.  If  I  could  win 
a  lady  at  leap-frog,  or  by  vaulting  into  my  saddle  with  my  ar- 
mour on  my  back,  under  the  correction  of  brag^g  be  it  sp(^n,  I 
should  quickly  leap  into  a  wife.  Or,  if  I  might  bufiet  for  my 
love,  or  Deund  my  horse  for  her  favours,  I  could  lay  on  like  a 
butcher,  and  sit  like  a  jack-an-apes,  never  oflf :  but»  before  God, 
I  cannot  look  greenly,  f  nor  gasp  out  my  eloquence,  nor  I  have 
no  cunning  in  protestation;  only  downright  oaths,  which  I 
never  use  UU  ursed,  nor  never  break  for  urging.  If  thou  canst 
love  a  fellow  of  this  temper,  Kate,  whose  face  is  not  worth  sun- 
burning,  that  never  looks  in  his  glass  for  love  of  anything  he  sees 
there,  let  thine  eye  be  thy  cook.  I  speak  to  thee  plain  soldier : 
If  thou  canst  love  me  for  this,  take  me :  if  not.  to  say  to  thee— 
that  I  shall  die,  is  true ;  but— for  thy  love,  by  the  Lord,  no ;  yet 
I  love  thee  too.  And  while  thou  livest,  dear  Kate,  take  a  fellow 
of  nladn  and  uncoined  t  constancy ,  for  ne  perforce  must  do  thee 
right,  because  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  woo  in  other  places ;  for 
these  fellows  of  infinite  tongue,  that  can  rhyme  themselves  into 
ladies'  favours.— they  do  always  reason  tb^mselves  out  again. 
What !  a  speaker  is  but  a  prater;  a  rhyme  is  but  a  ballad.  A 
good  leg  will  fall :  S  a  straight  back  will  stoop  [  a  black  beard  win 
turn  white ;  a  curled  pate  will  grow  bald ;  a  fair  face  will  wil^r ; 
a  fUll  eye  will  wax  hollow :  but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is  the  sun 
and  moon :  or,  rather,  the  sun,  and  not  the  moon ;  for  it  shines 
bright,  and  never  changes,  but  keeps  his  course  truly.  K  thou 
would  have  such  a  one^;  take  me :  And  take  me.  take  a  soldier ; 
take  a  soldier,  take  a  king :  And  what  sayest  tnou  then  to  my 
love  ?  speak^  my  fair,  and  fairly,  I  pray  thee. 

Kaih.  Is  it  possible  dat  I  should  love  de  enemy  of  France  ? 

jBT.  Sen.  No;  it  is  not  possiUe,  you  should  love  l^e  enemy  of 
France,  Ejkte :  but,  in  lovmg  me.  you  should  love  the  firiend  of 
France ;  for  I  love  France  so  well,  that  I  will  not  paj*t  with  a 
village  of  it ;  I  will  have  it  all  mine :  and,  Kate,  when  France  is 
mine,  and  I  am  yours^  then  yours  is  Fnmoe,  and  you  are 
mine. 

Kaih,  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat. 

K. Men.  No,  Kate  ?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French;  which,  I  am 
sure,  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a  new-married  wife  about 
her  husband's  neck,  hardly  to  be  shook  off.  Qmuki  fav  la  pos 
aetsian  de  France,  et  qwmd  90U8  avez  la  postession  de  m&i  (let 
me  see,  what  then  ?  Saint  Bemus  be  my  speed  l)--done  voHre  est 
I^anoe.  et  vout  e§teM  mienne.    It  is  as  eaey  for  me   Kate   to 

*  Indancfni:.  t  Awkwardly. 

t  Whick  has  not  yet  recdred  any  impression.  I  ^all  away. 
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ocmciaw  the  lungdom,  as  to  roeak  sa  muoh  more  Frtnoh: 
I  shaH  neyer  move  mee  in  French;  unless  it  be  to  laugh 
at  me. 

Kath.  Sa^f  vostre  Tumneur,  le  Frangois  que  voua  parlez,  est 
meilleur  que  VJnglon  le^lje  parte, 

KtrMen,  Nou  'mith,  'tis  not,  Kate;  but  thy  ^)eaking  of  my 
tongue^  and  I  thine,  most  truly  falsely,  must  needs  be  granted  to 
be  much  at  one.  But,  Kate,  dost  thou  understaaad  thus  much 
Eo^ish?   Canst  thou  love  me  ? 

Kath.  I  cannot  telL 

K.  Hen,  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  tell,  Kate  ?  Ill  ask  them. 
Come,  I  know,  thou  lovestme :  and  at  night  when  you  come  into 
your  closet,  you'll  q^uestion  this  gen^woman  about  me ;  and  I 
know,  Katk  you  will,  to  her,  dispraise  those  parts  in  me.  that 
you  love  with  your  heart :  but,  good  ELate,  mock  me  mercifully ; 
1^  rather^  gentleprinoess,  because  I  love  thee  caruelly.  If  ever 
thou  be'st  mine,  Kate  (as  I  have  a  saving  Mth  within  me,  tells 
me,— thou  shalt)»  I  get  thee  with  scaoioling,  and,  thou  must 
therefore  needs  prove  a  good  soldier-breeder :  shall  not  thou  and 
L  between  Sainf  Dennis  and  Saint  Georae,  compound  a  boy,  half 
ft^nch,  half  Enelish,  that  shall  go  to  Constantinople,  and  take 
tiie  Turk  by  the  oeard  ?  shall  we  not  P  what  sayest  thou,  my  fair 
flower-4e-luoe? 

Kath.  I  do  not  know  dai 

K.  Hen,  No  \  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to  promise :  do 
but  now  promise,  Kate,  you  will  endeavour,  for  your  French 
part  of  such  a  boy :  and  for  my  H^lnghsh  moietv,  take  the  word  of 
a  king  and  a  bachelor^  How  answer  you,  la  pm,  belle  Katharine 
du  monde^mon  tree  chere  et  divine  de^sue  ? 

Kath,  X  our  mo^estS  'ave  fausse  French  enough  to  deceive  de 
XDioA  sage  demoiselle  ^iv&e»Krcmce, 

K  Hen,  Now,  fie  upon  my  false  French !  By  mine  honour,  in 
true  Enghsk  I  love  thee,  Kate:  by  which  honour  J  dare  not 
swear,  thou  lovest  me :  yet  my  blood  begins  to  flatter  me  that 
thou  dosl^  notwithstanding  the  poor  and  untempering*  efifeot  of 
my  visage.  Now  beshrew  my  father's  ambition !  he  was  think- 
ing of  civil  wars  when  he  got  me ;  therefore  was  I  created  with  a 
stubborn  outside,  with  an  aspect  of  iron,  that,  when  I  come  to 
woo  ladies,  I  ftisnt  them.  But,  in  faith,  Kate,  the  elder  I  wax. 
the  better  I  shall  appear :  my  comfort  is,  that  old  age,  that  ill 
layer-up  of  beauty,  can  do  no  more  i^l  unon  my  face;  thou 
hast  me,  if  thou  hast  me,  at  the  worst ;  and  thou  slmt  wear  me, 
if  thmi  wear  me,  bettei^  and  better ;  And  therefore  tell  me,  most 
fiur  Kathanne,  will  you  have  me  ?  Put  off  your  maiden  blushes ; 
avouch  the  thoughts  of  your  heart  with  the  looks  of  an  empress ; 
ti^  me  by  the  hand^and  say— Harry  of  England.  I  am  thine : 
which  word  thou  shsut  nos9on^  bless  mine  ear  withal,  but  I  will 
tell  thee,  aloud— England  is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine,  France  is 
thine,  and  Henry  Flantagenet  is  thine ;  who,  though  I  speak  it 
before  his  &oe,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the  best  king,  thou  shalt 

*  Uiisofteniug;, 
VOL.  III.  F 


y  Google 


66  EIKG  HBNBT  Y.  UOS  V^ 

find  the  best  king  of  good  fi^lows.  Comejrour  answer  in  broken 
music;  (or  thy  voice  is  music,  and  thy  English  brokai:  thwe- 
fore,  queen  of  all,  Katharine,  hreak  thy  mind  to  me  in  broken 
£n  dish.    Wilt  tnou  have  me  F 

Kath,  Dat  is,  as  it  shall  please  de  roymonpere. 

K.Een,  Nay,  it  will  please  him  well,  Kate;  it  shall  please  him, 
Kate. 

Kath.  Den  it  shall  also  content  me. 

K,  Men.  Upon  that  I  will  kiss  your  hand,  and  I  call  you*-my 
queen. 

Kath.  JMssez,  num  seigneur,  Idmez,  laUeez :  mafoy,  fe  ne  «ecup 
poitU  que  voue  ahhaieeez  voetre  ffrandeur,  en  httieant  la  fnctin 
(Tune voHre indigne servUeure i  exou9ezmoy,jewmieuppUe,mon 
tree  pmseani  eeigneur. 

K,  Hen,  Th^  I  will  kiss  ^oor  lips,  Kate. 

Kath.  Lea  dames,  et  damoisellee^pour  estre  hauiee  deva/nt  lewr 
nopceSjUl v^estpae  le o(>4tume de  Mrance. 

K.  Men.  Madam,  my  interpreter,  what  says  she  ? 

Alice.  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  fashion  pour  lee  ladies  of  Franoe»*-I 
cannot  tell  what  is,  haiier,  en  English. 

K.  Men.  To  kiss. 

AUce.  Your  majesty  entendre  bettre  que  matf. 

K.  Men.  It  is  not  the  fashion  for  the  maids  in  France  to  kiss 
before  they  are  married,  would  she  say  ? 

Alice.  (W,  vrayment. 

K.  Men.  O,  Kate,  nice  customs  curf  sy  to  sreat  kings.  Deitr 
Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confined  within  the  weak  fist  *  of  a 
country's  fashion :  we  are  the  makers  of  manners,  Kate ;  and^ihe 
liberty  that  follows  our  places,  stops  the  mouths  oi  all  find-&.ult8 ; 
as  I  will  do  yours,  for  upholding  the  nice  fashion  of  your  oountey, 
in  denying  me  a  kiss :  therefore,  patiently,  and  yielding.  [Kissing 
her."]  Tou  have  witchcraft  in  your  lips,  Kate:  there  is  more 
eloquence  in  a  sugar  touch  of  them,  than  in  the  tongues  of  the 
[French  council ;  and  the^  should  sooner  persuade  Hsirry  of  Eng- 
land, than  a  general  petition  of  monamis.  Here  comes  your 
father. 

JEnter  the  FeENCH  KiNG  cmd  QUEEK,  BUBGUNDY,  BbDFOED, 
Glosteb,  Exeteb,  Westmobelakd,  and  other  French  and 
JEnglish  Lords. 

Bur.  God  save  your  majesty !  my  royal  cousin,  teadi  you  our 
princess  English  P 

K.  Men.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  cousin,  how  pcarfectly 
I  love  her ;  and  that  is  good  English. 

Bur.  Is  she  not  apt? 

K.  Men.  Our  tongue  is  rough,  coz ;  and  my  oonditioa  f  is  not 
smooth :  so  that,  having  n^lher  the  voice  nor  the  heart  of  fiat^ 
tery  about  me,  I  cannot  so  conjure  up  tiie  spirit  of  love  m  her, 
that  he  will  appear  in  his  true  likeness. 

Sur.  Pardon  the  frankness  of  my  mirth,  if  I  answer  70U  ior 
that    If  you  would  conjure  in  her,  you  must  make  a  curde:  if 

*  Sliirht  barrier.  f  Temper. 
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ooiijure  up  lore  in  her  in  bis  trae  likeness,  he  must  appear  naked, 
and  blmd :  Can  you  blame  ber  then,  being  a  maid  yet  rosed  over 
with  the  virsin  crimson  of  modesty,  if  she  deny  the  appearance 
of  a  naked  blind  boy  in  ber  naked  seeing  self?  It  were,  my  lord, 
a  bard  condition  for  a  maid  to  consign  to. 

K.  Afk  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield ;  as  love  is  blind,  and  en- 
forces. 

Bwr,  They  are  then  ezcufled,  my  lord,  wh^  they  see  not  what 
they  do. 

JT.  f  M.  Then,  good  my  lord,  teach  your  cousin  to  consent  to 


INw*.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  consent,  n^  lord,  if  you  will  teach 
her  to  know  my  meaning :  for  maids,  well  summered  and  warm 
kept,  are  like  mes  at  Bartholomew-tide,  blind,  though  they  have 
their  eyes;  and  then  they  will  endure  hanoUng,  which  before 
would  not  abide  looking  on. 

K,  Men,  This  moral*  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a  hot  summer ; 
and  so  I  will  catch  the  fly,  your  cousin,  in  the  latter  end,  and  she 
must  be  blind  too. 

Sw:  As  love  is,  my  brd,  before  it  loves. 

K,  Sen,  It  is  so,  and  you  may,  some  of  you,  thank  love  for  my 
blindness ;  who  cannot  see  many  a  foir  French  city,  for  one  fair 
French  miud  that  stands  in  my  way. 

'  JV.  Etng,  Tes,  my  lord,  you  see  them  perspeotively^  the  cities 
turned  into  a  maid ;  for  they  are  all  girdled  with  maiden  walls, 
that  war  hath  never  entered. 

JT.  Sen,  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife  f 

JV.  Gng,  So,  please  you. 

JC  Sen,  I  am  content ;  so  the  maiden  cities  you  talk  of,  may 
wait  on  her ;  so  the  maid,  that  stood  in  the  way  of  my  wish,  shall 
show  me  tiie  way  to  my  will 

I^,  EUng,  We  have  consented  to  all  terms  of  reason. 

K,  Sen.  Is^  so,  my  lords  of  England  ? 

Weii,  The  king  hath  granted  every  article : 
His  daughter,  first ;  and  then,  in  sequel,  all, 
According  to  their  firm  proposed  natures. 

Hxe,  Only  he  hath  not  yet  subscribed  this:— Where  your 
maiesj^  deinands»-~That  the  king  of  France,  having  any  occasion 
to  vnrite  for  matter  of  grant,  shall  name  your  highness  in  this 
.form,  and  with  this  adaition,  in  French,-— ^o^tf  tree  cherJUz 
Senrif  rof  ePAngleterre,  heretier  de  France ;  and  thus  in  Latin, — 
I^aelariieimue  JUtue-noeter  Senricue,  tea  Anglian  el  hceree 

JV.  KUng,  Nor  this  I  have  not,  brother,  so  denied. 
But  your  request  sliall  make  me  let  it  mas. 

K,  Sen.  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear  alliance, 
Let  thav  one  article  rank  with  the  rest : 
Aad,  tho^upon,  give  me  your  daughter. 

JFV-.  King,  Take  ner,  fidr  son ;  and  from  her  blood  raise  up 
Issue  to  me :  tibat  the  contending  kinedoms 
Of  I^oe  and  England,  whose  very  shores  look  pale 

*  ApikUcation. 
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With  envy  of  each  other's  haspmess, 
May  cease  their  hatred ;  and  this  dear  conjunction 
Plant  neighbourhood  and  Christian-like  accord 
In  their  sweet  bosoms,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  sword  'twixt  England  and  faji  France. 

AIL  Amen ! 

K.  Hen.  Now,  welcome,  Kate : — and  bear  me  witness  all. 
That  here  I  loss  her  as  my  sovereim  queen.  \^Flourith, 

Q.  Isa.  God,  the  best  maker  of  all  marruges, 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one ! 
As  man  and  wife,  being  two,  are  one  in  love, 
So  be  there  'twizt  your  kingdoms  such  a  spousal. 
That  never  may  ill  office,  or  fell  jealousy. 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  blessed  marriage. 
Thrust  in  between  the  paction  of  these  kingdoms, 
To  make  divorce  of  theur  incorporate  league : 
That  English  may  as  French,  French  Englishmen, 
Eeceive  each  other  !~<jk>d  speak  this,  Amen ! 

All,  Amen ! 

K.  Hen.  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage  ^-on  which  day. 
My  lord  of  Burgundy,  we'll  take  your  oath. 
And  all  the  peers*,  for  surety  of  our  leagues.— 
Then  shall  Iswear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me ; 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  ana  prosperous  be !  [Bmemii, 

JSinter  ChoBUS. 

Thus  far,  with  rough,  and  all  unable  pen. 

Our  bending*  author  hath  pursued  the  story. 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men, 

Man^Ung  by  starts  the  full  course  of  their  gl<»ry. 
Small  tune,  but  in  that  small,  most  sreatly  lived 

This  star  of  Eneland :  fortune  made  his  sword; 
By  which  the  world's  best  garden  f  he  achieved, 

And  of  it  left  his  son  imperial  lord. 
Henry  the  siztlL  in  infant  bands  crown'd  king 

Of  France  and  England  did  this  king  succeed ; 
■Whose  state  so  many  had  the  managing. 

That  they  lost  France,  and  made  nis  England  bleed : 
Which  oft  our  stage  hatn  shown ;  and,  for  their  sake, 

your  foir  minds  let  this  acceptance  take.  \_JBmU. 

*  i.ff.  unequal  to  the  weight  of  ^e  sul4«et.  t  France. 
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FIRST    PART 


KING    HENRY    VL 


PERSONS  EEPEESENTED. 


KING  HENRY  THE  SIXTH. 
DUKE  OF  (3LOSTBB,  UiKle  to  the 

King,  and  Protector . 
DUKB  OF  BEDFORD,  Umdetothe 

King,  and  Regent  of  France, 
THOMAS    BEAUFORT,    Duke   of 

Exeter,  great  Uncle  to  the  King. 
HENRY  BEAUFORT,  great  Uncle 

to  the  King,  Bishop  of  Winchester ; 

and  afterwards  Cardinal, 
JOHN  BEAUFORT,  EartifSomer^ 

sets  afterwards  Duke. 
RICHARD  PLANTAGENET,  eldest 

Son  of  Bichard,  late  Earl  of  Cam- 
bridge; afterwards  OiUee  of  York, 
EARL  OF  WARWICK. 
EARL  OF  SALISBURY. 
EARL  OF  SUFFOLK. 
LORD  TALBOT,  afterwards  Earl 

of  Shrewsbury. 
JOHN*TALBOT,  his  S(m, 
EDMUND  MORTIMER,    Barl  of 

JStarphi 
AJORTIMER'S   KEEPER,    «ad   a 

LAWYER. 
SIR  JOHN  FASTOLFE. 
SIR  WILLIAM  LUCY. 
SIR  WILLIAM  GLANSDALE. 
SIR  THOMAS  GARGRAVE. 
MAYOR  OP  LONDON. 
WOODVILLE,  Lieutenant   of  the 

Tower.  • 

VERNON,  of  the  White  Rose,  or 

York  Faction, 


BASSET,  of  the  Red  Rose,  or  Lan* 

caster  Faction. 
CHARLIE,  Dauphin,  and  afterwards 

King  of  France. 
REIGNTER,    Duke  of  Ar^ou,   and 

titular  King  of  Naples. 
DUKE  OF  BURGUNDY. 
DUKE  OF  ALENVON. 
GOVERNOR  OF  PARIS. 
BASTARD  OF  ORLEANS. 
MASTER-  GUNNER  OF  ORLEANS, 

and  his  Son. 
GENERAL    OF    THE    FRENCH 

FORCES  in  Bordeaux. 
A  FRENCH  SERGEANT. 
A  PORTER 
AN  OLD  SHEPHERD,    Father  to 

Joan  la  Pucelle, 


MARGARET,  Daughter  to  Reig» 
niers  itfterwards  married  to  King 
Henry, 

COUNTESS  OF  AUVERGNE. 

JOAN  LA  PUCELLE,  commonly 
called  Joan  of  Arc. 

FiBKos  appearing^  to  La  Pncelle, 
Lord8,Ward«bs  ofthbTowbr, 
Hkralds,  Officbrs,  Soldibks, 
Mbssbnobbs,  Mid  several  At- 
tendants both  on  the  English 
and  French. 


$GB)7E ;  par%,iB  England,  and  partly  in  Prance. 

ACT  I. 

SCSNS  L—Westmintter  Abbey, 

Dead  march.  Corpse  of  King  Henry  the  Fifth  discoveredy 
lying  in  Hate  ;  amended  on  by  the  Dukes  of  BEDFORD.  Glos- 
TER,  wnd  Exeter  ;  the  Uarl  of  Warwick,  the  Bishop  of 
Winchester,  Heralds^  ^c. 

Bed,  Hung  be  the  heavens  with  bUiok,  yield  day  to  night ! 
Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  states. 
Brandish  your  crystal  tresses  in  the  sky ; 
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And  with  them  soourge  the  bad  revoltiiig  stirs, 
That  haye  oonsented  unto  HeniT's  deat^ ! 
Henry  the  fifth,  too  funous  to  hye  long ! 
Enghmd  ne'er  lost  a  king  of  so  much  worth. 

&lo.  England  ne'er  had  a  king,  until  his  time. 
YirtuehebacL  deserrins  to  oommand : 
His  brandish'd  sword  did  blind  men  with  his  beams; 
His  arms  spread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings : 
His  sparklme  eyes  replete  with  wrathfiil  fii^e, 
More  dazzled  and  droye  back  his  enemies, 
Than  mid-day  sun,  fieroe  bent  against  their  fiioes. 
What  should  I  say  P  his  deeds  exoeed  all  speech: 
He  ne'er  lift  up  his  hand,  but  conquered. 

Exe,  We  mourn  in  black ;  Why  mourn  we  not  in  blood  f    - 
Henry  is  dead,  and  neyer  shall  reyiye : 
Upon  a  wooden  coffin  we  attend ; 
And  death's  (Ushonourable  yictory 
We  with  our  stat^y  presence  glorify. 
Like  captives  boimd  to  a  triumi^bant  car. 
What  P  shall  we  curse  the  planets  of  mishap. 
That  plotted  thus  our  glorr  s  overtiirow  P 
Or  shall  we  think  the  subtle-witted  fVench 
Coi\)urers  and  sorcerers,  that,  afraid  of  him, 
By  magic  verses  have  contrived  his  end  ? 

Wm,  He  was  a  king  bless'd  of  the  King  of  EingiL 
Unto  the  French  the  dreadfhl  judflment  day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be.  as  was  nis  nght. 
The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts  he  fought : 
The  churl's  pn^ers  made  him  so  TOosperous. 

Glo.  Thediurch!  whore  is  it  P    Had  not  churchmen  pngrM^ 
His  thread  of  life  had  not  so  soon  decay'd : 
None  do  you  like  but  an  effeminate  prmce. 
Whom,  like  a  school-boy>  you  may  overawe. 

Wi/n,  Gloster,  whate'er  we  like,  thou  art  proteot<Hr; 
And  lookest  to  command  the  nrince,  and  realm. 
Thy  wife  is  proud ;  she  holdetn  thee  in  awe. 
More  than  God,  or  religious  churchmen,  may. 

Qlo,  Name  not  religion,  for  thou  loVst  the  flesh ! 
And  ne'er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou  go'st^ 
Except  it  be  to  pray  against  thy  foes. 
.   Bed,  Cease,  cease  these  jars,  and  rest  your  minds  in  peace  t 
Let's  to  the  altar  ^— Heralds,  wait  on  us : — 
Instead  of  gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  arms; 
Since  arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henry 's  dead.— 
Posterity,  await  for  wretched  years, 
When  at  their  mothers'  moist  eyes  babes  shall  suck* 
Our  isle  be  made  a  marish*  of  salt  tears. 
And  none  but  women  left  to  wail  the  dead.— 
Henry  the  fifth !  thy  ghost  I  invocate; 
Prosper  this  realm,  keep  it  firom  civil  brmhi ! 

«  Manh. 
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Combat  with  •dvvrM  pkneti  in  the  h&nwoB ! 
A  far  more  glorious  stiar  thy  loul  will  make^ 
Than  Julius  CffiBar^s  orb. 

JBiUm'a'NtRBSEBGia. 

Men.  Bi^t  honourable  lord&  health  to  you  all ! 
Sad  tidingss  orinfl  I  to  you  out  of  Franoei 
Of  Ion,  of  slaughter,  and  diwxmifiture : 
Guiaine,  Ghampaifpie,  Sheims.  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guysors,  Poiotien,  are  all  quite  lost 

Sed.  What  ssy'st  thou,  man,  b^ore  dead  Henry's  corse? 
Speak  softly ;  or  the  loss  of  those  great  towns 
W  ill  make  mm  burst  his  lead,  ana  rise  from  death. 

QkK  Is  Paris  lost?  is  Eoiien  yielded  up ? 
If  Henry  were  reoall'd  to  life  again, 
These  news  would  cause  him  once  more  yield  the  ghost 

£xe.  How  were  they  lost  ?  what  treaonery  was  used  ? 

Jfui,  No  treachery;  but  want  of  men  and  money. 
Among  the  soldiers  tnu  is  muttered,— 
That  here  you  maintain  seyeral  fSactions ; 
And,  whilst  a  field  should  be  deapatc^'d  and  foughl^ 
You  are  disputinK  of  your  g^ierals. 
One  would  haye  ungerinff  wars,  with  little  cost ; 
Another  would  fly  swifL  out  wanteth  winss ; 
A  IMrd  man  thinks,  without  expense  at  tSL 
By  guilefhl  &ir  words  peace  may  be  obtain'cL 
AwakcL  awakfiL  Bnglisn  nobilil^  I 
Let  not  sloth  dim  your  honoursi  new-begot : 
Gropp'd  are  the  flower-de-luoea  m  your  arms ; 
Of  England's  coat  one-half  is  out  awaj. 

JSlav.  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral. 
These  tidinn  would  call  f(Nrth  her*  flowing  tides. 

Bed.  Methey  concern ;  regent  I  am  of  France  .*— 
Giye  me  my  steeled  coat  III  fifi^t  for  France.— 
Away  with  these  disgraceftil  wuling  robes ! 
Wounds  I  will  lend  the  French,  instead  of  eyes. 
To  weep  their  intermissiye  mi8eries.t 

IhUer  another  ME88BKOBB. 

2  Men,  Lords,  yiew  these  letters,  full  of  bad  mischance, 
Franoe  is  reyolted  from  the  En^h  quite ; 
Except  some  petty  towns  of  no  mii>(»rt : 
The  I)auphin  Charles  is  crowned  long  in  Eheims ; 
The  bastard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  jom'd ; 
Eeignier,  duke  of  Ai^ou,  doth  take  ms  part ; 
The  duke  of  Alenoqn  flieth  to  his  side. 

Sxe.  The  Dauphin  crowned  king !  all  fly  to  him ! 
0,  whither  shall  we  fly  from  this  reproach  ? 

Glo.  We  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  enemies'  throats : 
Bedford,  ifthoubesla^  PU  fight  it  out 

*  Eng4and*8.  t  Haying  only  short  intennissioni. 
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Bed,  Gloster,  why  dftoWst  tfedu  ©f  my  ferwaMhiesB  f 
An  armjr  have  1  must^d  in  my  tiiottghte, 
Wherewith  ahready  France  is  over-run* 

JSnier  a  ihird  Messbnoeb. 

3  Mess.  My  grad^ns  lords.-— to  add  to  yodir  hunente, 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  kine  Henry's  hearwa,— 
I  must  inform  you  of  a  dismal  firiit^ 
Betwixt  the  stout  lord  Talbot  and  the  Frwich. 
Win.  What !  wherein  Talbot  overcame?  is*t  so? 

3  Mess.  O,  no ;  wherein  lord  Talbot  was  overthrown : 
The  circumstance  TU  tell  you  more  at  lairge. 
The  tenth  of  August  last,  this  dreadful  lord. 
Retiring  from  the  siege  of  Orleans, 
Having  scarce  six  thousand  in  his  troop, 
By  three  and  twenty  thousand  of  the  Irendi 
Was  round  encompassed  and  set  upon : 
No  leisure  had  he  to  enrank  his  men ; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  set  before  his  archers ; 
Instead  whereof,  sharp  stakes,  pluck'd  out  of  hedges, 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confusedly. 
To  keep  the  horsemen  off  from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  firiit  continued; 
Where  valiant  Talbot,  above  human  thought, 
Enacted  wonders  with  his  sword  and  lance. 
Hundreds  he  sent  to  hell,  and  none  durst  stand  him ; 
Here,  there,  and  everywhere,  enraged  he  slew : 
The  French  exclaim'd.  The  devil  was  in  arms ; 
All  the  whole  army  stood  agazed  on  him : 
His  soldiers,  snying  Ms  undaunted  spirit, 
A  Talbot !  a  Talbot !  cried  out  amain, 
And  rush'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 
Here  had  th6  conquest  fully  been  seal'd  up. 
If  Sir  John  Fastolfe  had  not  plav'd  the  coward , 
He  being  in  the  vaward  (plac^  behind. 
With  purpose  to  reUeve  and  follow  them), 
Cowardly  flecL  not  having  struck  one  stroke. 
Hence  grew  the  general  wreok  and  massacre ; 
Enclosed  were  they  with  their  enemies : 
A  base  Walloon,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  «raoe, 
Hfhrust  Talbot  with  a  spear  into  the  back ; 
Whom  all  France,  with  their  chief  assembled  strength. 
Durst  not  presume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  slain  P  then  I  will  slay  myself, 
For  Uving  idly  here,  in  pomp  and  ease, 
Whilst  such  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  dastard  foe-man  is  betrayed. 

3  Mess.  O  no,  he  lives ;  but  is  took  prisoner. 
And  lord  Scales  with  him,  and  lord  Hungerfora : 
Most  of  the  rest  slaughtered,  or  took,  likewise. 

Bed.  His  ransom  there  is  none  but  I  shall  pay 
111  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne. 
His  crown  shall  be  the  ransom  of  my  friend ; 
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Four  of  their  lords  I'll  change  for  one  of  oars.— 
Farewell,  my  masters ;  to  my  task  will  I ; 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make, 
To  keep  our  weat  Saint  George's  feast  witW : 
Ten  thousand  soldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
Whose  hloody  deeds  shall  make  all  Europe  quake. 

3  Mess.  So  you  had  need ;  for  Orleans  is  besieged ; 
The  English  army  is  grown  weak  and  Mnt : 
The  earl  of  Salisbury  craveth  supply^ 
And  hardly  ke^  his  men  frcHn  mutmy, 
Since  they,  so  row,  watch  such  a  midtitude. 

JBxe,  Itemember,  lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry  sworn ; 
Either  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly. 
Or  bring  mm  m  obedience  to  your  yoke. 

Sed.  I  do  remember  it ;  and  here  take  leave 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  lExii. 

Glo,  111  to  the  Tower,  with  all  the  haste  I  can, 
To  view  the  artillery  ana  munition ; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  king.  iExii. 

Exe,  To  Elthun  will  I,  where  the  young  king  is, 
Being  ordain'd  his  special  governor ; 
And  for  hk  safety  there  ril  best  advise.  [JEkcit, 

Win.  Each  hath  his  place  and  function  to  attend : 
I  am  left  out;  for  me  noising  remains. 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack-out-of-offioe; 
The  king  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  send, 
And  sit  at  chiefest  stem  of  public  weal.        [Exit,    Scene  closee, 

SCENJE II.— France.    JBefore  Orleans, 

EfOer  Chables,  with  his  Forces;  ALEK90N,  Bbignieb, 
and  Qihers, 

Char.  Mars  his  true  luoving,.  even  as  in  the  heavens, 
So  in  the  earth,  to  this  day  is  not  known : 
Late  did  he  shine  upon  the  English  side ; 
Now  we  are  victors,  upon  us  he  smiles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment,  but  we  have  ? 
At  pleasure  here  we  lie,  near  Orleans ; 
Otherwhiles,  l^e  fiunish'd  English,  like  pale  ghosts. 
Faintly  besiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

Alen.  They  want  their  porridge,  and  their  fat  buU-beeves : 
Either  they  must  be  dieted  like  mules, 
And  have  their  provender  tied  to  their  mouths. 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  mice. 
.  JUHh  I»ef  s  raifie  the  siege ;  Why  live  we  idly  her^  ? 
Talbci  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear : 
Bemaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  Salisbury ; 
And  he  may  well  in  firettms  spend  his  gall, 
Nor  men,  nor  money,  hath  ne  to  make  war. 

Char.  Sound",  sound  alarum ;  we  will  rush  on  them. 
Nowibr  tiid  honour  of  the  forlorn  Frtnch  :— 
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Him  I  forgtve  my  deiih,  thit  killeih  me, 

Whoa  he  sees  me  go  back  one  foot^  or  fly.  [Sxemnl, 

AlarMmt;  JExewrwUmts  qf^erwardt  a  RsUreak 
Be-^iOer  Ghablss,  AuEKgoN,  Bbignibb,  and  ot%er$. 

Char.  Who  ever  mi.w  the  like  ?  what  men  haye  I P^ 
Dogs!  oowards!  dastards !— I  would  nei'er  have  fled. 
But  that  they  left  me  'midst  my  enonies. 

Beig,  SalisDury  is  a  deqierate  homicide; 
He  fi^teth  as  one  weary  of  his  life. 
The  other  l(«ds,  like  lions  wanting  Ibod, 
Do  rush  upon  us  as  th^  hungry  prey.* 

Alen,  Froissard,  a  countryman  of  ours^  recordi^ 
England  all  Olivers  and  Bowlands  l»ed. 
During  the  time  Edward  the  third  did  reign» 
More  mily  now  may  this  be  verified; 
For  none  but  Samsons,  and  Qoliasses^ 
It  sendeth  forth  to  skirmish*    One  to  ten ! 
Lean  raw-boned  rascals !  who  would  e'er  suppose 
ThjMT  had  such  courage  and  audacity  ? 

Char,  Lef  s  leave  this  town ;  for  they  are  hair-brain'd  stares^ 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager : 
Of  old  I  know  them ;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  theyll  tear  down,  than  forsake  the  siege. 

Beig,  I  think,  by  some  odd  giramalnt  or  device^ 
Their  arms  are  set^  likedooks^  still  to  strike  on; 
Else  ne'er  could  they  hold  out  so,  as  they  da 
By  my  consent,  w^  e'en  let  them  alone. 

Alei^  Be  it  so. 

BtiiUr  the  Bastabd  cf  Orleam. 

JBoH,  Where's  the  prince  Dauphin?  I  have  news  for  him. 

Char.  Bastard  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Bast,  Methinks,  vour  looks  are  sad,  your  cheert  appell'd ; 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  ojOTence  f 
Be  not  dismay'd.  for  succour  is  at  hand : 
A  hobr  maid  nitner  with  me  I  bring, 
Which,  by  a  vision  sent  to  her  from  heaven, 
Onhined  is  to  raise  this  tedious  siege, 
And  drive  the  Eng^h  forth  the  bounds  of  France. 
The  spirit  of  deep  prophecy  she  hath, 
Exceeding  the  mne  sibvls  of  old  Borne; 
Whaf  s  past  and  whars  to  come,  she  can  descry. 
Speak,  snail  I  call  her  in  P    Believe  my  words, 
For  they  are  certain  and  unfallible. 

Char,  Go,«call  her  in  IBxit  Bastabd]  :  But,  first,  to  try  her 
skill, 
Beignier,  stand  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place : 
Qu^on  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  stem  :— 
By  this  means  shall  we  sound  what  skill  she  hath.         ISiHr^, 

*  For  which  they  an  tamfry.         t  Machiaeiy.  <  Ooontenaiice. 
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.Sb^  La  Fucsllb,  Bastabd  tf  OrUam,  amd  oihen. 

Erig,  Fair  maid  is^  tbou  wilt  do  these  wond'rous  feats  P 

Pmo.  Beignier,  is't  thou  that  thinkett  to  beguile  me  ?— 
Where  is  the  Dauphin  P— come,  oome  from  behind ; 
I  know  t^ee  welL  though  never  seen  before. 
Be  not  amaaed,  niere's  nothing  hid  ftpai  me: 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart  :— 
Stand  back,  you  lords,  and-sdve  us  leave  a  while. 

Be%g»  She  takes  upon  her  raravely  at  first  dash. 

jPno.  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  shepherd's  daughter. 
My  wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art 
Heaven,  and  our  lady  gracious,  hath  it  pleased 
To  shine  on  my  contemptible  estate : 
Lo,  whilst  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs, 
And  to  sun's  parphing  heat  displayed  my  cheeks, 
God's  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me ; 
AncL  in  a  vision  rail  of  majesty, 
Will'd  me  to  leave  my  base  vocation. 
And  free  my  country  from  calamity : 
Her  aid  she  pnmiised,  and  assured  success : 
In  ccmiplete  glory  she  reveal'd  herself; 
And.  whereas  I  was  blaok  and  swart  before. 
With  those  clear  raan  which  she  infused  on  me, 
That  beauty  am  I  bless'd  with,  which  you  see. 
Ask  me  what  question  thou  cuist  possible, 
And  I  will  answer  unpremeditated: 
Hy  courage  try  by  combal^  if  thou  dar'st. 
And  thou  shalt  find  that  I  exceed  my  sex. 
Beeolve  on  this  :*  Thou  shalt  be  fortunate, 
If  thou  receive  me  fat  thy  warlike  mate. 

Char,  Thou  hast  astooish'd  me  with  thy  high  terms ; 
Only  tills  proof  111  of  thy  valour  make.— 
In  smele  combat  thou  i^t  buckle  with  me; 
And,  if  thou  vanquishest.  thy  words  are  true ; 
Otherwise,  I  renounce  au  confidence. 

jPno.  I  am  prepared:  here  is  my  keen-edged  sword» 
Deok'd  with  five  fleur-de-luces  on  each  side; 
The  which  at  Touraine,  in  St.  Katharine's  church-yard. 
Out  of  a  deal  of  old  iron  I  chose  forth. 

Char,  Then  come  o'  God's  name,  I  fear  no  woman. 

Ao*  And,  while  I  live,  111  ne'er  fly  frcmi  a  man.  ITkev  JlgU, 

Char,  Stay,  stay  thy  hands;  thou  art  an  Amazon, 
And  fightest  with  the  sword  of  Deborah. 

Fuo,  Christ's  mother  helps  me,  else  I  were  too  weak. 

Char,  Whoe'er  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  must  help  me : 
impatiently  I  bum  with  thy  desire; 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  hast  at  once  subdued. 
Excellent  Puoelle,  if  thy  name  be  so. 
Let  me  thy  servant,  and  not  sovweign,  be ; 
Tis  the  French  Dauphin  sueth  to  thee  thus. 

'*  Bftflmfy  persuaded  of  It. 


y  Google 


76  FIB8T  'PAXt  €19  USttt  KffiTBT  Tl.  [iOCi^l 

Pue.'  I  madt  not  yield  to  any  ritei  of  lo¥e» 

For  my  profession's  saored  from  above : 
When  I  nave  chased  all  thy  foes  from  hence, 
Then  will  I  think  unon  a  recompense. 

Char,  Meantime,  look  gracious  on  thy  proBlrate  thrall 

Reig,  My  lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 

Alen.  Doubtless  he  shrives  this  woman  to  her  smoek ; 
£lse  ne'er  could  he  so  long  protract  his  speech. 

Beig.  Shall  we  disturb  him,  since  he  keeps  no  mean  t 

Alen.  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do  know ; 
These  women  are  shrewd  tempters  with  their  tongues. 

Beig.  My  lord,  where  are  you  P  what  de^nse  you  on  P 
Shall  we  eive  over  Orleans  or  no  ? 

Fuc.  W  hy,  no,  I  say,  distrustftil  recreants ! 
Fight  till  the  last  gasp ;  I  willlje  your  guard. 

Char.  What  she  s^,  1*11  Confirm :  we'll  fight  it  out 

Fuc.  Assiffn'd  am  I  to  be  the  Engush  scourge. 
This  night  the  siege  assuredly-Ill  raise : 
Expect  Saint  Martin's  siunmer,*  halcyon  days, 
Since  I  have  entered  into  these  wars. 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water. 
Which  never  ceaseth  to  enlarge  itself, 
Till,  bybroad  spreading,  it  di^rse  to  nonghi 
With  Henry's  death,  the  Engush  oirde  ends ; 
Dispersed  are  the  glories  it  included. 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  insulting  ship, 
Which  Csesar  and  his  fortune  bear  at  once. 

Char.  Was  Mahomet  ins^ir^  wil^  a  dove  ? 
Thou  with  an  eagle  art  inspired  then. 
Helen,  the  mother  of  great' Gonstantine, 
Nor  vet  Saint  Philip's  dau^ters,t  were  like  thee. 
Bright  star  of  Venus.  fSallen  down  on  the  earth. 
How  may  I  reverently  worship  thee  enough  ? 

Alen.  Leave  off  delavs,  and  let  us  raise  the  siege. 

Eeig.  Woman,  do  what  thou  canst  to  save  our  honours; 
Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortaUsed. 

Char.  Presen%  we'll  try :— come  lef  s  away  about  it : 
No  prophet  will  I  trust,  if  she  prove  false.  ISaetmt 

SCEJS^M  IIL—London,    SUl  b^ore  the  Ihwer.  ' 

Unter,  at  the  Gates,  the  Duke  of  GlosTEB,  fvith  his  Serfjing* 
men  in  blue  coats, 

Glo.  I  am  come  to  survey  the  Tower  this  dav ;  Since  Henry's 
death,  I  fear,  there  is  conveyance4:— Where  be  these  warden^ 
that  they  wait  not  here?  Open  the  gates;  Glost^  it  is  tfaa 
calls.  \_8ervamta  knock. 

1  Ward,  [within'].  Who  is  there  that  knodcs  so  iii4)erioiusly  ? 

1  Serv.  It  is  the  noble  duke  of  Gloster. 

*  Expect  prosperity  alter  misfortone. 

-*-  The  four  daughters  of  Philip  mentioned  in  Aets  xxi.  9.  t  lUift. 


y  Google 


§CmB  mj       y^BST  PABT  OF  KING  HSKBT  YI.  77 

2  Ward,  [within].  Whoe'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in, 

1  Serv.  Answer  you  so  the  lord  protector,  yillains  ? 

1  Ward,  [within].  The  Lord  protect  him !  so  we  answer  hun : 
We  do  no  otherwise  than  we  are  will'd, 

Glo.  Who  will'd  you  ?  or  whose  will  stands  but  mine  ? 
There's  none  protector  of  the  realm  but  I. — 
Break  up*  tiie  gates,  Fll  be  your  warrantize : 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghill  grooms  P 

Sebyaicts  rush  at  the  Tower  gates*    JSJnter,  to  the  gates, 
WoODYILLE,  the  Lieutencmt 

Wood,  [within].  What  noise  is  this  ?  what  traitors  haye  we 
here? 

Glo.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you,  whose  voice  I  hear  ? 
0|^  the  gates;  here's  Gloster  that  would  enter. 

Wood.  Iwithinl.  Have  patienc«u  noble  duke :  I  may  not  open ; 
The  cardinal  of  Winchester  forbids : 
From  him  I  have  express  commandment, 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine,  shall  be  let  in. 

Glo,  Famt-hearted  Woodville,  nrizest  him  'fore  me  ? 
Arrogant  Winchester  ?  that  haughty  prelate. 
Whom  Henry,  our  late  sovereign,  ne'er  could  brook  ? 
Thou  art  no  friend  to  God,  or  to  the  king : 
Open  the  gates,  or  I'll  shut  thee  out  shortly. 

1  Serv,  Open  the  gates  unto  the  lord  protector ; 
Or  we'll  burst  them  open,  if  that  you  come  not  quickly. 

Unter  WiNCHESTBB,  attended  by  a  TSrain  cf  Servants  in 
tawny  coats. 

Win,  How  now,  ambitious  Humphrey  ?  what  means  this  ? 

Glo,  Piel'd  nrie8t,t  dost  thou  command  me  to  be  shut  out  ? 

Win,  I  do,  tnou  most  usurping  proditor,X 
And  not  protector  of  the  king  or  reahn. 

Glo,  Stand  back,  thou  mamfest  conspirator : 
Thou,  that  oontriVdst  to  murder  our  dead  lord ; 
Thou,  that  giVst  whores  indulgences  to  sin : 
I'll  canvas  §  thee  in  thy  broad  cardinal's  hat. 
If  thou  nroceed  in  this  thy  insolence. 

Win.  Nay,  stand  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge  a  foot ; 
This  be  Damascus,  be  thou  cursed  Gain. 
To  slay  thy  brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt.  |f 

Glo,'  I  will  not  slay  thee,  but  I'll  drive  thee  back : 
Q%y  scarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing-oloth 
111  use,  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

Win.  Do  what  thou  dar'st ;  I  beard  thee  to  thy  face. 

Glo.  What?  am  I  dared,  and  bearded  to  my  face  ?— 

*  Break  open.  t  AHadrng  to  bis  shaven  crown. 

t  Tndtor.  §  Sift. 

I  Cain  is  said  to  have  slain  Abe   on  an  eminence  four  miles  from 
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Draw,  men,  for  all  this  priyileged  place ; 

Blue-coats  to  tawny-coats.    Priest^  beware  your  beard: 

[Glostbb  and  his  men  attach  the  JBiekop^ 
I  mean  to  tug  it  and  to  cuff  you  soundly : 
Under  my  feet  I  stamp  thy  cardinal's  hat ; 
In  spite  of  pone  or  dignities  of  church, 
Here  by  the  cheeks  Vu.  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

Win.  Gloster,  thoult  answer  this  before  the  pope. 

Glo.  Winchester  goose  !*  I  cry— a  rope !  a  rope ! 
Now  beat  them  hence.    Why  do  you  leit  them  stay  ? 
Thee  Til  chase  hence,  thou  wolf  in  sheep's  army.— 
Out^  tawny  coats !  out  scarlet  hypocrite ! 

Sere  a  great  tumult.    In  the  midst  cf  it.  Enter  the  Matob  qf 
London  and  Officers, 

Maif,  Fie,  lords !  that  you,  being  supreme  magistrates, 
Thus  oontumeliously  should  break  the  peace ! 

Qlo,  Peace,  mayor ;  thou  know'st  little  of  my  wrongpB : 
Here's  Beaufort,  that  regards  nor  God  nor  king, 
Hath  here  distrain'd  the  Tower  to  his  use. 

Win,  Her^a  Gloster,  too^  a  foe  to  citizens ; 
One  that  still  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
O'erchardng  your  free  purses  with  large  fines ; 
That  seeks  to  OTorthrow  religion. 
Because  he  is  protector  of  the  reahn ; 
And  wopld  have  armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  crown  himself  king,  and  suppress  the  prince. 

Olo,  I  wiU  not  answer  thee  with  words,  but  blows. 

[Siere  they  skirmish  agian. 

May,  Nought  rests  for  me,  in  this  tumultuous  strife. 
But  to  make  open  proclamation  .*— 
Gome,  officer ;  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  canst. 
Off.  AU  manner  cf  men,  assembled  here  in  arms  this  da^,  against 

CfotPs  peace  and  the  king's,  we  charge  and  command  youAnJsie 

highnes^  name,  to   repair  to  your  several  dwelUng-places  s 

and  not  to  wear,  handle^  or  use,  any  sword,  weapon,  or  dagger^ 

henceforward,  upon  pann  of  death, 

Qlo.  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  breaker  of  the  law : 
But  we  shall  meet,  and  break  our  minds  at  large. 

Win.  Gloster,  we'll  meet ;  to  th^  dear  cost,  be  sure : 
Thy  heart-blood  I  will  have  for  tms  day's  work. 

M(ty,  I'll  call  for  dubsjt  if  you  will  not  away  ^— 
This  cardinal  is  more  haushty  than  the  deviL 

Olo.  Mayor,  &rewell :  thou  dost  but  what  thou  mayst 

Win.  Abommable  Gloster !  guard  thy  head ; 
For  I  intend  to  have  it  ere  long.  [jEsbU. 

May.  See  the  coast  dear'd,  and  then  we  will  depart- 
Good  God !  that  nobles  should  such  stomachs  t  h^  I 
I  myself  fight  not  once  in  forty  year.  [Exeunt, 

*  An  allosion  to  the  bishop's  lioenttons  manners. 

^  Tliat  is,  for  peace-officers  armed  with  dabs  or  ttarw. 

^.  Pride. 
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J3CHNE  IK—Drmtee.    Btfore  Orieaia. 
BtOer,  on  the  waUt,  the  Master  Guknbb  tmd  Ms  Soir. 

J£  Gun.  Sirrah,  thou  knoVst  how  Orleans  is  besieged; 
And  how  the  Engush  have  the  suburbs  won. 

San.  Father,  I  Imow ;  and  oft  have  shot  at  them, 
Howe'er,  unfbrtunate,  I  miss'd  my  aim. 

Jf.  &nn.  But  now  thou  shalt  not    Be  thou  ruled  by  me : 
Chief  master-gunner  am  I  of  this  town ; 
Something  I  must  do  to  procure  me  grace : 
The  prince's  espisJs  *  have  informed  me. 
How  the  English,  in  the  suburbs  close  intrenched. 
Wont,  through  a  secret  gate  of  iron  bars 
In  yonder  tower,  to  overpeer  the  city ; 
And  thence  disooyer,  how,  with  most  advantage. 
They  may  vex  us,  with  shot,  or  with  assault. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience. 
A  piece  of  ordnance  'gainst  it  I  nave  placed ; 
And  ftilly  even  these  three  days  have  I  watch'd. 
If  I  could  see  them.    Now,  boy,  do  thou  watch,     , 
fV)r  I  can  stay  no  longer. 
If  thou  spy^st  anv,  run  and  bring  me  word ; 
And  thou  shalt  find  me  at  the  governor's.  L-^^^^* 

San,  Eather.  I  warrant  you ;  take  you  no  care; 
rn  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  spy  them. 

\S!nter,  in  an  upper  chamber  of  a  totoer,  the  Lards  SaLISBITBX 
and  Talbot,  Sib  William  Glansdale,  Sib  Thomas  Gab» 
GBAYX,  and  others. 

S4bL  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy,  again  retum'd ! 
fiow  wert  thou  handled,  being  prisoner  f 
Or  by  what  means  gofst  thou  to  be  released  ? 
BImourse,  I  pr*ythee,  on  this  turret's  top. 

Tal.  The  duke  of  Bedford  had  a  prisoner, 
Ca^Bd— the  brave  lord  Ponton  de  SiEintrailles ; 
Por  him  I  was  exchanged  and  ransomed. 
But  with  a  baser  man  of  arms  by  far. 
Once,  in  oontemi)t,  they  would  have  bartered  me : 
Which  L  disdaining,  scom'd ;  and  craved  death 
Ba&er  trnm  I  would  be  so  piled  esteem'd.t 
In  fine,  redeem'd  I  was  as  I  desired. 
But,  O !  the  treacherous  Fastolfe  wounds  my  heart ! 
Whom  witii  my  bare  fists  I  would  execute. 
If  I  now  had  him  brdught  into  mv  power. 

8aL  Yet  tell'st  thou  not,  how  tnou  wert  entertain'd. 

Tal.  With  scof&,  and  scorns,  and  contumeUous  taunts, 
open  market-place  produced  they  me, 

be  a  public  spectacle  to  all ; 

Here,  said  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French, 

•  Spies.  *  etripped  of  honouw. 
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The  scare-crow,  that  affiidits  our  children  so. 

Then  broke  I  from  the  oincers  that  led  me ; 

And  with  my  nails  digg'd  stones  out  of  the  ground. 

To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  shame. 

My  grisly  countenance  made  others  fly ; 

None  durst  come  near  for  fear  of  sudden  death. 

In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  secure ; 

So  great  fear  of  my  name  'mongst  them  was  spread, 

That  they  supposed,  I  could  rend  bars  of  steel. 

And  spurn  in  pieces  posts  of  adamant : 

Wherefore  a  guard  of  chosen  shot  I  had. 

That  walk'd  about  me  every  minute-while ; 

And  if  I  did  but  stir  out  of  my  bed, 

Eeady  they  were  to  shoot  me  to  the  heart 

Sal.  I  ^eve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endured ; 
But  we  will  be  revenged  suflficiently. 
Now  it  is  supper-time  in  Orleans : 
Here,  through  this  grate,  I  can  count  every  one. 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify ; 
Let  us  look  in,  the  sight  will  much  delight  thee. 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  and  Sir  William  Glansdale, 
Let  me  have  your  express  opinions, 
Where  is  b^  place  to  make  our  battery  next. 

Oar,  I  think  at  the  north  gate;  for  there  stand  lords. 

Glan.  And  I.  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  bridge. 

Tal,  For  augnt  I  see,  this  city  must  be  famish^i. 
Or  with  light  skirmishes  enfeebled. 

[Shot  from  the  town.    Salisbuby  and  Sl£  THa 
CrABGBAVB/a/Z. 

Sal.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  sinners ! 

Gar.  O  Lord,  have  merpy  on  me,  woeful  man ! 

Tal.  What  chance  is  this^  that  suddenly  hath  cross'd  us— 
Speak.  Salisbury ;  at  least,  u  thou  canst  speak ; 
How  mr'st  thou,  mirror  of  all  marlaal  men  ? 
One  of  thy  eyes,  and  thy  cheek's  side  struck  off  !— 
Accursed  tower !  accursed  fatal  hand. 
That  have  contrived  this  woefUl  tragedy ! 
In  thirteen  battles  Salisbury  o'ercame ; 
Henry  the  fifth  he  first  trained  to  the  wars ; 
Whilst  any  trump  did  sound^  or  drum  struck  up. 
His  sword  did  ne^er  leave  striking  in  the  field.— 
ret  li Vst  thoiL  Sahsbury  ?  though  1^  speech  doth  Ml, 
One  eye  thou  hast,  to  look  to  heaven  for  grace : 
The  sun  with  one  eye  vieweth  all  the  wond.— 
Heaven,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive. 
If  Salisbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands  !— 
Bear  hence  his  body,  I  will  help  to  bury  it- 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave^  hast  thou  any  m&  P 
Speak  imto  Talbot ;  na/^  look  up  to  him. 
Salisbury,  cheer  thy  spirit  with  this  comfort ; 

Thou  shalt  not  die,  whiles 

He  beckons  with  ms  hand,  and  smiles  on  me : 
As  who  should  say,  When  I  am  dead  and  gone^ 
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Semember  to  avenge  me  on  the  Frenckr^ 
Plantageiiet,  1  wiU ;  and  Nero-like, 
Play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  bum : 
Wretched  shall  Fmace  be  only  in  my  name. 

[7%w»der  Anardj  qfUrwardt  am  alarum. 
What  stir  is  this  ?  What  tumult 's  in  the  heayens? 
Whence  oometh  this  alarum,  and  the  noise  ? 

IkUer  a  Mbssekobs. 

Men,  Mjr  lord^  my  lord,  the  French  have  gather'd  head : 
The  Daupmn,  with  one  Joan  la  Pucelle  join  d,— 
A  holy  prophetess,  new  risen  up,— 
Is  come  with  a  great  power  to  raise  the  siege. 

[SalisbtjEY  groane, 

TaL  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Salisbury  doth  groan ! 
It  irks  his  heart,  he  cannot  be  revenged.— 
Frenchmen,  111  be  a  Salisbury  to  you  :— 
Pucelle  or  puzsle,  *  dolphin  or  dogfish. 
Tour  hearts  111  stamp  out  with  my  horse's  heels. 
And  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains.— 
Convey  me  Salisbury  into  his  tent. 
And  then  weiU  try  what  these  dastardly  Frenchmen  dare. 

[SxewU,  bearing  out  the  bodies, 

SCJSNS  V.-^The  tame,    B^ore  one  of  the  Qatet. 

Alarum.  SkimUsMnge,  Talbot  pursueth  the  Dauphik,  and 
drivetk  him  in :  then  enter  JOAK  LA  PuCELLE,  driving  Bnglish 
men  befwe  her.    Then  enter  Talbot. 

Tal.  Where  is  my  strength,  my  valour,  and  my  force  ? 
Oar  English  troops  retire,  I  cannot  stay  them ; 
A  woman,  dad  in  armour,  chaseth  them. 

JSnter  La  Pucells. 

Her&  here  she  oomes : Dl  have  a  bout  with  thee ; 

DevCC  or  devil's  dam.  111  coinure  thee : 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  f  thou  art  a  witch, 
And  staraightway  give  thy  soul  to  him  thou  serv'st 

Puc,  Gome,  oome,  'tis  only  I  that  must  disgrace  thee: 

[Theyfight. 

TaL  Heavens,  can  you  suffer  hell  so  to  prevail  ? 
My  breast  111  burst  with  straining  of  my  courage, 
And  from  my  shoulders  crack  my  arms  asunder, 
But  I  will  ch&stise  this  hieh-minded  strumpet. 

Puc,  Talbot,  farewell;  thy  hour  is  not  yet  oome : 
I  must  go  victual  Orleans  forthwith. 
O'ertake  me,  if  thou  canst ;  I  scorn  thy  strength. 
Go,  go,  cheer  up  thy  hunger-starved  men ; 

*  Dirty  wench. 

**-  The  tupentition  of  those  times  taa^ht,  that  he  who  could  draw  a 
witch's  hlood  WMtree  from  her  power. 
VOL.  III.  G 
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Help  Solisbury  to  make  his  testament : 
This  day  is  ouis,  as  manymore  shall  be. 

PPlTCELLB  eutert  the  tawi^  with  Soldiers, 
Tal,  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheel; 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do : 
A  lyitch,  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  back  our  troops,  and  oonquers,  a9  she  lists : 
So  bees  with  smoke,  and  doves  with  noifome  stench. 
Are  from  their  hives,  and  houses,  driven  away. 
They  calFd  us,  for  our  fierceness,  English  dogs ; 
Now,  like  to  whelps,  we  crying  run  away.  [A  short  aUtnm, 

Hark,  countrymen !  either  renew  the  fight. 
Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  England's  coat ; 
Benounce  your  soil,  give  sheep  in  lion's  stead : 
Sheep  run  not  half  so  timorous  from  l^e  wol4 
Or  hors^  or  oxen,  from  the  leopar<L 
As  you  ny  from  your  ofb-subdued  slaves. 

[Alarum,    Another  skirmish. 
It  will  not  be  ^— Betire  into  your  trenches : 
You  all  consented  unto  Salisbury's  death, 
For  none  would  strike  a  stroke  in  his  revenge.— 
Pucelle  is  enter'd  into  Orleans, 
In  spite  of  us,  or  aueht  that  we  could  do. 
O,  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury ! 
The  shame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

lAlamm,    Metreat,    JExeimt  TalboT  and  his 

Forces,  4fo, 

SCENE  FI.—The  same. 

Enter,  on  the  watts,  Pucelle,  Chables,  Beionieb, 
ALBN90K,  and  Soldiers, 

JPuc,  Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls ; 
Bescued  is  Orleans  from  the  English  wolves  :— 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  performed  her  word. 

Char,  Divinest  creature,  bright  Astrsea's  daughter. 
How  shall  I  honour  thee  for  this  success  ? 
Thy  promises  are  like  Adonis'  gardens, 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next- 
Prance,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetess  !— 
Becover'd  is  the  town  of  Orleans : 
More  blessed  hap  did  ne'er  befall  our  state 

Seia.  Why  ring  not  out  the  bells  throughout  the  town  ? 
Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires. 
And  feast  and  banquet  in  the  open  streets. 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  given  us. 

Alen,  All  Prance  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and  joy» 
When  they  shall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 

Char,  'Tib  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won ; 
For  which,  I  will  divide  my  crown  with  her : 
And  all  the  priests  and  friars  in  my  reahn 
Shall,  in  procession,  sing  her  endless  praise. 
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A  statelier  jpyramis  to  her  111  rear, 

Than  Bhodope's,  or  Memphis',  ev&p  was : 

In  memory  of  her,  when  she  is  dead. 

Her  ashes,  in  an  urn  more  precious 

Than  the  rich-jewell'd  ooffer  of  Dariua, 

Tran^K)rted  shall  he  at  high  festivals 

Before  the  kings  ind  queens  of  l/'ranoe. 

No  longer  on  Saint  Dennis  will  we  cry. 

But  Joan  la  Puoelle  shall  he  France's  saint 

Come  in ;  and  let  us  banquet  royally. 

After  this  golden  day  of  yiotory.  [Flourish,    Exeunt 


ACT  n. 

SCEUTE  L—The  iome. 
JEnter  to  the  gates,  a  Drench  Sesgeakt,  and  two  SENTINELS. 

Serg,  Sirs,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant : 
If  any  noise,  or  soldier,  you  perceive. 
Near  to  the  walls,  by  some  apparent  sign. 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard.* 

liSefi^.  Sergeant,  you  shall   [JSri^SEBGEAKT.]  Thus  are  poor 
servitors 
(When  others  deep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
Constrained  to  watch  m  darkness,  rain,  and  cold. 

JSnter  Talbot,  Bedfobd,  Bubgttndt,  and  Forces,  with  scaling- 
UMersi  their  drums  heating  a  dead  march, 

Tal,  Lord  regent,— a,nd  redoubted  Burgundy,— 
By  whose  approach,  the  regions  of  Artois, 
Walloon,  and  Picardy,  are  Mends  to  us,— 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  secure, 
Having  all  day  caroused  and  banqueted : 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportuni^ ; 
As  fittmg  best  to  qtdttance  their  deceit. 
Contrived  by  art,  and  baleful  sorcery. 

Bed.  Coward  of  France !— how  much  he  wrongs  his  fame» 
Despairing  of  his  own  arm's  fortitude. 
To  join  with  witches,  and  the  help  of  helL 

Bwr.  Traitors  have  never  other  company.— 
But  whaf  s  that  Pucelle,  whom  they  term  so  pure  P 

Tal.  A  maicL  they  say. 

Bed.  A  maid !  and  be  so  martial ! 

Bvr.  Pray  God,  she  prove  not  masculine  ere  long ; 
If  underneath  the  standard  of  the  French, 
She  canry  armour,  as  she  hath  begun. 

Tal,  Well,  let  tnem  practise  and  converse  with  spirits: 

*  Ooard-room. 
G2 
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God  is  our  fortress ;  in  whose  oonouering  name. 
Let  us  resolve  to  scale  their  flinty  oulwarks. 

Bed.  Ascend,  brave  Talbot ;  we  will  follow  thee. 

7}al.  Not  altogether:  better  £eij*,  I  guess. 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  several  ways ; 
That,  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fiiil. 
The  other  yet  may  rise  against  their  force. 

Bed,  A^-eed ;  111  to  yon  comer. 

Bur.  And  I  to  this. 

TaL  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his  grave.— 
Now,  Salisbury !  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 
Of  English  Henry,  shall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

IThe  English  scale  the  waUs,  crying  St  George ! 
a  Talbot  I  and  all  enter  hy  the  Town, 

Sent.  [mthin'\.  Arm !  arm !  the  eUemy  doth  make  assault ! 

The  French  leap  over  the  walls  in  their  shirts,  JSnter,  several 
ways,  Bastabd,  ALENgoN,  Beignieb,  half  ready,  and  half 
unready, 

Alen.  How  now.  my  lords  ?  what,  all  unready*  so  ? 

Bast.  Unready  ?  ay,  and  glad  we  'scaped  so  welL 

Beig.  'Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leave  our  beds,     • 
Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber-doors. 

Alen.  Of  all  exploits,  since  first  I  followed  arms. 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize 
More  venturous,  or  desperate  than  this. 

Bast,  I  think  this  Talbot  be  a  fiend  of  hell 

Reig.  If  not  of  hell,  the  heavens,  sure,  favour  him. 

Alen,  Here  cometh  Charles,  I  marvel  how  he  sped. 

Enter  ChaeLES,  and  La  Pucelle. 

Bast.  Tut !  holy  Joan  was  his  defensive  guard. 

Char.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame  ? 
Didst  thou  at  first,  to  flatter  us  withal, 
IMake  us  partakers  6f  a  little  gain^ 
That  now  our  loss  might  be  ten  tunes  so  much  ? 

Buc.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  firiend  ? 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike  ? 
Sleeping  or  waking,  must  I  still  prevail, 
Or  will  yoM  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? — 
Improvident  soldiers  !  had  your  watch  been  good. 
This  sudden  mischief  never  coula  have  fall'n. 

Char,  Duke  of  Alencon,  this  was  your  default; 
That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to-night. 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  chsurge. 

Alen.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  safely  kept 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government; 
We  had  not  been  thus  shamefully  surprised. 

Bast,  Mine  was  secure. 

*  Undressed* 
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Jteiff,  AjoA  80  was  mine,  m7  lord. 

Char.  And,  for  myseU;  most  part  of  all  this  night, 
Within  her  quarter,  and  mine  own  precinct^ 
I  was  emplo:fd  in  passing  to  and  fro, 
Ahout  reue^ng  of  the  sentinels : 
Then  how,  or  which  way,  should  they  first  break  in  ? 

Fue.  Question,  my  lords,  no  ftirther  of  the  cas^ 
How,  or  which  way ;  'tis  sure,  they  found  some  pwoe 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made. 
And  now  there  rests  no  other  shift  but  this, — 
To  eather  our  soldiers,  scattered  and  dispersed. 
And  lay  new  platforms*  to  endamage  them. 

Alarwm,   JEwtet  cm  SngUsh  SOLDIEB,  crying,  a  Talbot!  a  Talbot ! 
Theyjly^  lecmng  their  clo^s  behind. 

Sold,  111  be  so  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left. 
The  (Ty  of  Talbot  serves  me  for  a  sword ; 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  spoils, 
Using  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  \^Sxit, 

SCEITE  n,— Orleans,    Within  the  Town, 
Enter  Talbot,  Bedtobd,  Buboundy,  a  Captain,  and  other*. 

Bed.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled. 
Whose  pitchy  mantle  ovw-veil'd  the  earth. 
Here  sound  retreat,  and  cease  our  hot  pursuit 

ISetreat  sounded, 

TaL  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salisbury ; 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place, 
The  middle  centre  of  this  cursed  town.— 
Now  have  I  paid  mv  vow  unto  his  soul ; 
For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him, 
Th^re  hath  at  least  five  Frenchmen  died  to-night. 
And  that  hereafter  af^  may  behold 
What  ruin  hapi>en'd  m  revenge  of  him. 
Within  their  chiefest  temple  I'll  erect 
A  tomb,  wherein  his  corpse  shall  be  interred : 
Ul)on  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read. 
Shall  be  engraved  the  sack  of  Orleans ; 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  death. 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France. 
But,  lords,  in  all  our  bloody  massacre, 
I  muse,t  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  grace ; 
His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc ; 
Nor  any  of  his  fSalse  confederates. 

Bed.  'Tis  thought,  lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight  began. 
Boused  on  the  sudden  from  their  drowsy  beds. 
They  did,  amongst  the  troops  of  armed  men. 
Leap  o'er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bwr,  Myself  (as  far  as  I  could  well  disoem, 

*  Plans,  tehemes.  '*'  Wonder. 
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For  smok^  and  dusky  vapours  of  the  nig^t) 
Am  sure,  I  scared  the  Dauphin,  and  his  trull ; 
When  arm  in  arm  they  hoth  came  swiftly  nmnini. 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  turtle-doves, 
That  could  not  live  asunder  day  or  night. 
After  that  things  are  set  in  order  here. 
We'll  follow  them  with  all  the  power  we  have. 

JSnter  a  Messbnoeb. 

Mesi,  All  hai]^  my  lords !  which  of  this  princely  train 
Call  ye  the  warlike  Talhot,  for  his  acts 
So  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  Prance  ? 

TaL  Here  is  the  Talbot ;  who  would  speak  with  him  ? 

Megt,  The  virtuous  lady,  countess  of  Auvergne, 
With  modesty  admiring  tnv  renoWn, 
By  me  entreats,  good  lord,  thou  wouldst  vouchsafe 
To  visit  her  poor  castle  where  she  lies  f 
That  she  may  boast,  she  hath  beheld  the  man 
Whose  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  even  so  P    Nay,  then,  I  see,  our  wars 
Will  turn  into  a  peaoeftil  comic  sport, 
When  ladies  crave  to  be  enoounter*d  with.— 
You  may  not,  my  lord,  despise  her  eentle  suit 

Tal,  Ne'er  trust  me  then ;  for,  when  a  world  of  men 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  oratory. 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindness  over-ruled  ^- 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks ; 
And  in  submission  will  attend  on  her. —  ^ 

Will  not  your  honours  bear  me  company  ?  < 

Bed,  No,  truly ;  it  is  more  than  manners  wUl: 
And  I  have  heard  it  said,— Unbidden  guests 
Are  often  welcomest  when  they  are  gone. 

Tal,  Well,  then,  alone,  since  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  ladrs  courtesy. 
Come  hither,  captain.    [TFiiMperi.j— You  perceive  my  mind. 

Copt  I  do,  my  lord ;  and  mean  accordingly.  lEweunU 

SCEiTE  m,— Auvergne,    Court  of  the  Castle, 
JSnter  the  CouKTESS  and  her  PoBTEB. 

Count,  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge ; 
And,  when  you  have  done  so,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 

Fort.  Madam,  I  will  [  J£ir?/. 

Count,  The  plot  is  laid :  if  all  things  fall  out  right, 
I  shall  as  fomous  be  by  this  exploit, 
As  Scjrthian  Thomyris  by  Cyrils'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  tms  dreadftil  knight^ 
And  his  achievements  of  no  less  account : 
Pain  would  mine  eyes  be  witness  with  mine  ears, 
To  give  their  censuref  of  these  rare  reports. 

•  Dw^.  t  ForoplDtoii. 
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iSW^  Messekgeb  ofM^  Talbot. 

Mess,  MiidMn, 
Acoording  as  your  ladyship  desired. 
My  meeBage  craved,  so  is  lord  Talbot  oome. 

CoutU,  And  he  is  welcome.    What !  is  tiiig  the  maiiP 

Mess,  Madam,  it  is. 

Count.  Is  this  the  scourge  of  France  ? 
Is  this  the  Talbot,  so  much  fear'd  abroad^ 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  still  their  babes  f 
I  see,  report  is  fabulous  and  false : 
I  thought  I  should  ha^e  seen  some  Hercules, 
A  second  Hector,  for  his  spim  asp^t, 
And  large  propomon  of  his  strong-knit  limbs. 
Alas!  this  IS  a  child,  a  silly  dwarf: 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  writhled  *  shrimp 
Should  strike  such  terror  to  Ids  enemies. 

TaL  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you : 
But,  since  your  ladyship  is  not  at  leisure, 
111  sort  some  other  time  to  visit  you. 

Count.  What  means  he  now  ?--Go  ask  him,  whither  he  goes. 

Mess,  Stay,  my  k»rd  Talbot ;  for  my  lady  craves 
To  know  the  cause  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Tal.  Mamr,  for  that  she's  in  a  wrong  belief 
I  go  to  certiqr  her,  Talbot's  here. 

Re-enter  FoBTBB,  utUh  heffs. 

Count.  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prisoner. 

TtU,  Prisoner!  to  whom? 

Count.  To  me,  blood4hirsty  lord ; 
And  for  that  cause  I  train'd  thee  to  me  house. 
Lon^  time  thy  shadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me^ 
for  m  tiy  gallery  thy  picture  hangs : 
But  now  the  substance  shall  endure  the  like ; 
And  I  will  chain  these  legs  and  arms  of  thine, 
That  hast  by  tyranny,  these  many  years. 
Wasted  our  country,  slain  our  citizens. 
And  sent  our  sons  and  hudbands  captivate. 

TaL  H%ha,ha! 

Couni.  Laughest  thou,  wretch  ?  thy  mirth  shall  turn  to  moan. 

Tal.  1  laugh  to  see  your  ladyship  so  fond,t 
To  think  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot's  shadow 
Whereon  to  practise  your  severity. 

Count.  Why,  art  not  thou  the  man  ? 

Tal.  I  am  indeed. 

Count.  Then  have  I  substance  too. 

TaL  No,  no,  I  am  but  slwdow  of  myself: 
You  are  deceived,  my  substance  is  not  here ; 
For  what  you  see.  is  hut  the  smallest  part 
And  least  proportion  of  humanitar : 
I  tell  you,  madam,  were  the  whole  ftrame  here, 

*  Wrinkled.  FooW»h. 
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It  is  of  such  a  spacious  lofty  pitch, 

Your  roof  were  not  sufficient  to  contain  it. 

CowU,  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce ;  * 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  be  is  not  here : 
How  can  these  contrarieties  agree? 

Tal,  That  will  I  show  you  inresently. 

He  winds  a  Horn,    Drums  heard;  then  a  Peal  of  Ordnance. 
The  Qoitee  being  forced,  enter  Soldiers, 

How  say  you,  madam  ?  are  you  now  persuaded. 
That  Talbot  is  but  shadow  of  himself? 
These  are  his  substance,  sinews,  arms,  and  strength, 
With  which  he  joketh  your  rebellious  necks; 
Bazeth  your  cities,  and  subverts  your  towns, 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  desolate. 

Cotmt.  Victorious  Talbot !  pardon  my  abuse  : 
I  find,  thou  art  no  less  than  &me  hath  Druited,t 
And  more  than  may  be  gathered  by  thy  shape. 
Let  my  presumption  not  provoke  thy  wrath ; 
For  I  am  sorry,  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

Tal.  Be  not  dismayed,  fair  lady^  nor  misoonstrue 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  mistake 
The  outward  composition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done,  hftth  not  offended  me : 
No  other  satisfaction  do  I  crave. 
But  onlv  (with  your  patience)  that  we  may 
Taste  of  your  wme,  and  see  what  cates  you  have ; 
For  soldiers'  stomachs  always  serve  them  well. 

Cou«t,  With  all  my  heart :  and  think  me  honoured 
To  feast  so  great  a  warrior  in  my  house.  [JSxeunt, 

SCSKE  IK-^London,    The  Temple  Garden, 

Enter  the  Uarls  of  SoMEBSET,  Supfolk,  and  WaEwick; 
ElCHABD  Plantagenbt,  Yebnon,  ankd  another  Lawyeb. 

Plan,  Great  lords,  and  gentlemen,  what  means  this  silence  ? 
Dare  no  man  answer  in  a  case  of  truth  ? 

St^ff',  Within  the  Temple  hall  we  were  too  loud ; 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan.  Then  say  at  once,  if  I  maintain'd  the  t^ruth ; 
Or  else,  was  wrangling  Somerset  in  the  error  ? 

Si^.  'Faith,  I  have  oeen  a  truant  in  the  law; 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it  j 
And  therefore,  frame  the  law  unto  my  wilL 

Som,  Judge  you,  my  lord  of  Warwick,  then  between  us. 

War,  Between  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher  pitch. 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth. 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper. 
Between  two  horf '  ,  which  doth  bear  him  best,^ 

*  Ov^asion.  t  Reported, 
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Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  merriest  eye, 
I  have,  perhaps,  some  shallow  spirit  of  judgment: 
But  in  these  nioe  sharp  quillets  of  the  law, 
Grood  faith,  I  am  no  wiser  than  a  daw. 

Tlan.  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerljr  forhearanoe : 
The  truth  appears  so  naked  on  my  side. 
That  any  purblind  e^e  may  find  it  out. 

Som.  And  on  my  side  it  is  so  well  apparell'd. 
So  clear,  so  shining,  and  so  evident. 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Plan.  Since  you  are  tongue-tied,  and  so  loath  to  speak. 
In  dumb  significants  proclaim  your  thoughts : 
Let  him,  that  is  a  true-bom  gentleman, 
And  stands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth. 
If  he  sunpose  that  I  have  pleaded  truth. 
From  on  this  brier  phidc  a  white  rose  with  me. 

Sam.  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  nor  no  fiatterer. 
But  dare  maintiain  the  party  of  the  truth. 
Pluck  a  red  rose  firom  off  this  thorn  with  ma 

War.  I  love  no  colours  ;*  and,  without  all  colour 
Of  base  insmuating  flattei7. 
I  pluck  this  white  rose,  with  Plantagenet 

8wf.  I  i)luck  this  red  rose,  with  young  Somerset ; 
And  say  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  right 

Ver.  Stay,  lords,  and  gentlemen ;  and  pluck  no  more, 
Till  you  oondlude—that  he,  upon  whose  side 
The  fewest  roses  are  cropp'd  m>m  the  tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  ri^ht  opinion. 

Som.  Good  master  Yemon^  it  is  well  objected  ;t 
If  I  have  fewest,  I  subscribe  m  silence. 

Plan.  And  I. 

Ver.  Then,  for  the  truth  and  plainness  of  the  case, 
I  pluck  this  pale,  and  maiden  blossom  here. 
Giving  my  verdict  on  the  white  rose  side. 

Som.  I^ck  not  your  finger  as  you  phick  it  off; 
Lest,  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  rose  red. 
And  fall  on  my  side  so  against  ^our  will 

Ver.  If  I,  my  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed, 
Opmion  shall  be  surgeon  to  my  hurt. 
And  keep  me  on  the  side  where  still  i  am. 

Som.  W  ell,  well,  come  on :  Who  else  ? 

I/ow.  Unless  my  study  and  my  books  be  false, 
The  argument  you  held,  was  wrong  in  you ;        [  To  Sombbset. 
In  sign  whereoL  I  pluck  a  white  rose  too. 

Plan.  Now,  Somersetw  where  is  your  argument  ? 
-  Som,  Here,  in  my  scabbard :  meditating  that. 
Shall  die  your  white  rose  in  a  hloody  red. 

Plan.  Meantime,  yp\a  cheeks  do  counterfeit  our  roses; 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnessing 
The  truth  on  our  side. 

Som,  No,  Plantagenet^ 

*  Tlnti  and  decdtR :  a  play  on  the  word.  t  Propoted. 


y  Google 


90  FIBST  TJLAt  OF  EUSfQ  BSSBY  Yli  [AffllL 

'Tis  not  for  fear :  bat  anger,— that  thy  cheeks 
Blush  for  pure  sname,  to  counterfeit  our  roses; 
And  yet  thy  tongue  thU  not  confess  thy  error. 

I*lan.  Hath  not  thy  rcse  a  canken  Somerset  ? 

Som.  Hath  not  thy  rose  a  thorn,  Flanta^enet  ? 

Plan.  Ay,  sharp  and  piercing,  to  mamtain  his  truth ; 
Whiles  thy  consuming  canker  eats  his  falsehood. 

Som,  Well,  m  find  firiends  to  wear  my  bleeding  roses. 
That  shall  maintain  what  I  have  said  is  mie, 
Where  false  Planta^net  dare  not  be  seen. 

Pl<m,  Now,  by  this  maiden  blossom  m  my  hand, 
I  scorn  thee  and  thy  foshion,  peevish  bov. 

i$i#  Turn  not  thy  scorns  this  way,  Plantagenet. 

Plan.  Proud  Poole,  I  will ;  and  scorn  both  him  and  thee 

i$i#  111  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat. 

Som,  Away,  away,  good  William  De-la-Poole ! 
We  grace  the  yeoftian.  by  conversing  with  him. 

War.  Now,  oy  Gk)d*s  will,  thou  wrongest  him,  Somerset; 
His  grandfather  was  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  son  to  the  third  Edward  king  of  England ; 
Spring  crestless  yeomen  *  from  so  deep  a  root  ? 

PUm.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege,t 
Or  durst  not,  for  his  craven  heart,  say  thus. 

Som.  By  mm  that  made  me^  I'll  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  raround  in  Christendom : 
Was  not  thy  father,  Bichard,  earl  of  Cambridge, 
For  treason  executed  in  our  late  king's  days  ? 
And,  by  his  treason,  stand'st  not  thou  attamted. 
Corrupted,  and  exempt  %  from  ancient  eentry  ? 
His  trespass  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood ; 
And.  till  thou  be  restored,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 

Plan,  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted ; 
Condemn'd  to  die  for  treason,  but  no  traitor ; 
And  that  111  prove  on  better  men  than  Som^rset^ 
Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  wiU. 
For  your  parteker  §  Poole,  and  you  yourself 
ril  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory. 
To  scour^  you  for  this  apprehension  :|| 
liook  to  it  well ;  and  say  you  are  well  wam'd. 

Som,  Ay,  thou  shalt  find  us  ready  for  thee  still: 
And  know  us,  b^  these  colours,  for  thy  foes : 
For  these  my  friends,  in  spite  of  thee,  shall  wear. 

Plan,  And,  by  my  soul,  this  pale  and  angry  rose^ 
As  cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate. 
Will  I  for  ever,  and  my  faction,  wear ; 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  the  grave. 
Or  flourish  to  the  height  of  my  degree. 

Siiff,  Go  forward,  and  be  choked  with  thy  ambition  1 
^  nd  so  fiirewell,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  [.Sct^ 

*  I.  e.  those  who  hare  no  right  to  arms. 

t  The  Temple,  being  a  religioas  house,  was  a  sanctuary. 

t  Exdnded.  i  C<mfederate.  |  Opinion 
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Som,  Haye  with  thee,  Poole.--Farewell,  ambitioiif  BiohanL 

[Exit, 

JPlan,  How  I  am  braved,  and  must  i>erfoToe  endure  it ! 

War,  This  blot,  that  they  object  against  your  house, 
Shall  be  wined  out  ih  the  next  parliament, 
CaU'd  for  the  truce  of  Winchester  and  Gloster : 
AndL  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick 
Meantime,  in  sinial  of  my  love  to  thee. 
Against  proud  Somerset,  and  William  Fooler 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rose : 
And  here  I  prophesy.-— This  brawl  to-day. 
Grown  to  tms  motion,  in  the  Temple  garden, 
Shall  send,  between  the  red  rose  and  the  white, 
A  thousand  souls  to  death  and  deadly  night 

Plan,  Good  master  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  you. 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  nlUck  a  flower. 

Ver,  In  your  behalf  still  will  I  wear  the  same. 

Law,  And  so  will  I. 

JPUm,  Thanks,  gentle  Sir. 
^me  let  us  four  to  dinner :  I  dare  say. 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.  [Ej^eunL 

SCENE  K—The  $ame.    A  room  in  the  Tower. 
Enter  MoBTlMBB,  hrought  in  a  chair  hy  two  Keepere. 

Mor.  Kind  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  age, 
Let  dying  Mortuner  here  rest  himself.— 
Even  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack. 
So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  imprisonment : 
And  these  grey  locks,  l^e  pursuiyants  of  death, 
NestOT-like  a»9d :  in  an  ase  of  care, 
Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Morthner. 
These  eye»— like  lamps  whose  wasting  oil  is  qpent^^ 
Wax  dim,  as  drawmg  to  l^eir  exigent :  * 
Weak  shoulders,  oyerbome  with  burdening  grief; 
And  pithless  anns,  like  to  a  wither'd  yine 
That  droops  his  sapless  branches  to  the  ground : 
Yet  are  these  feet— whose  strengthless  stay  is  numb, 
XJnaUe  to  support  this  lump  of  day,— 
Swifb-wingea  with  deore  to  get  a  graye^ 
As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  haye.— 
But  teU  me.  keeper,will  my  nephew  come  ? 

1  Keep,  Kichiurd  Planta^Bnet^  my  l<»rd,  will  come : 
We  sent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  chamber ; 
And  answer  was  retunrd,  that  he  will  coma 

Mor,  Enough,  my  soul  shall  tiien  be  satisfied.—  , 

Poor  gentleman !  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Menry  Monmouth  first  be^an  to  reign 
iBdbre  whose  glory  I  was  great  m  arms), 

*  Bad. 


y  Google 


92  PIB8T  PABT  OF  KIKG  HEKBY  VI,  [ACT  it 

This  loathsome  sequestration  have  I  had ; 

And  even  since  then  hath  Richard  heen  ohscured. 

Deprived  of  honour  and  inheritance : 

But  now,  the  arbitrator  of  despairs, 

Just  death,  kind  umpire  of  men's  miseries, 

With  sweet  enlargement  doth  dismiss  menence ; 

I  would,  his  troubles  likewise  were  expired. 

That  so  ne  might  recover  what  was  lost 

JSnter  BiCHAED  Plantagbnet. 

1  Keen.  My  lorcL  your  loving  nephew  now  is  ooma 

Mor.  Hichard  Plantagenet,  my  firiend  ?  Is  he  come  ? 

Flan.  Ay,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  used. 
Your  nephew,  late-despised  Eichard,  comes. 

Mor,  Direct  mine  arms,  I  may  embrace  his  neck. 
And  in  his  bosom  spend  my  latter  gasp : 
O,  tell  me,  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  cheeksi, 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  faintmgkiss.— 
And  now  declare,  sweet  stem  from  York's  great  stocky 
Why  didst  thou  say— of  late  thou  wert  despised  ? 

lion.  First,  lean  thine  aeed  back  against  mine  arm : 
And,  in  that  ease.  111  tell  thee  my  dii^ase.* 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  case, 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Somerset  and  me : 
Amon^  which  terms  he  used  his  lavish  tongue. 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  iSather's  death ; 
Which  obloquy  set  bars  before  my  tongue. 
Else  with  the  uke  I  had  requited  mm : 
Therefore,  good  uncle,--for  my  father's  sake. 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet. 
And  for  alliance'  sake,— declare  the  cause 
My  father,  earl  of  Cambridge,  lost  his  head. 

Mor.  That  cause,  fair  nephew,  that  imprison'd  me, 
And  hath  detain'd  me  all  my  flow'ring  youth. 
Within  a  loathsome  dungeon,  there  to  pine. 
Was  cursed  instrument  of  his  decease. 

Flan.  Discover  more  at  large  what  cause  that  was ; 
For  I  am  ignorant,  and  cannot  guess. 

Mor.  1  will ;  if  tiiat  my  fading  breath  permit. 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  tale  be  <wne. 
Henry  the  fourth,  grandfather  to  this  king. 
Deposed  his  nephew  Eichard ;  Edward's  son. 
The  first-beeotten  and  the  lawful  heir 
Of  Edward  king,  the  third  of  that  descent : 
During  whose  reign,  the  Percies  of  the  north, 
Pindmg  his  usurpation  most  unjust, 
Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  throne 
The  reason  moved  these  warlike  lords  to  this. 
Was— for  that  (young  king  Richard  thus  removed, 
Leavmg  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body) 

*  Uneasiness,  discontent. 
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I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage ; 

For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 

From  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  son 

To  kins  Edward  the  third,  whereas  he. 

From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  Inring  his  pedigree, 

Being  but  fourth  of  that  heroic  line. 

But.  mark ;  a&  in  this  haughty  *  great  attempt. 

They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightful  heir, 

I  lost  my  hberty,  and  they  their  Uves. 

Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  fifth,— 

Succeeding  his  ftither  Bolingbroke,— did  reign. 

Thy  father,  earl  of  Cambridge,— then  derived 

From  famous  Edmund  Langley,  duke  of  York,— 

ManTing  my  sister,  that  th^  mother  was, 

AgMr.  in  pity  of  my  hard  distress, 

Levied  an  army ;  weening  f  to  redeem, 

And  have  instalPd  me  in  the  diadem : 

But.  as  the  rest,  so  fell  that  noble  earl. 

Ana  was  beheaded.    Thus  the  Mortimers, 

In  whom  the  title  rested,  were  suppress'd. 

Plan.  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  honour  is  the  last. 

Mor,  True ;  ana  thou  seest.  that  I  no  issue  have ; 
And  that  my  faintmg  words  do  warrant  death : 
Thou  art  my  heir ;  the  rest.  I  wish  thee  gather ; 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  studious  care. 

Flan,  Thy  ^ve  acunonishments  prevail  with  me : 
But  yet,  methmkEL  my  father's  execution 
Was  nothing  less  than  bloody  l^nny. 

Mor.  With  silence,  nephew,  be  thou  politic ; 
Strong-fixed  is  the  house  of  Lancaster, 
And,  fike  a  mountain,  not  to  be  removed. 
But  now  thv  uncle  is  removing  hence ; 
As  princes  do  their  courts  when  they  are  doy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  settled  place. 

Plan.  O,  uncle,  would  some  part  of  my  young  years 
Might  but  redeem  the  passage  of  your  age ! 

Mor.  Thou  dost  then  wrong  me ;  as  the  slaughterer  doth. 
Which  giveth  many  wounds,  when  one  will  kiU. 
Mourn  not,  except  thou  sorrow  for  my  good ; 
Only,  give  order  for  mv  ftmeral ; 
And  so  farewell ;  and  fair  be  all  thy  hopes ! 
And  prosperous  be  thy  life,  in  peace,  and  war !  [Dies 

Plan.  And  peace,  no  war,  berall  thy  parting  soul ! 
Li  prison  hast  thou  spent  a  pilgrimt^e. 
And  like  a  hermit  overpass'd  thy  days. — 
Well,  I  will  lock  his  counsel  in  my  breast ; 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  rest.— 
Keepers,  convey  him  hence ;  and  I  myself 
Will  see  his  burial  better  than  his  life.— 

{JBxemt  Ebepebs,  beanng  out  Mortimek. 
Here  dies  the  dusky  torch  of  Mortimer, 

*  High.  t  Thinking. 
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Choked  wi^  ambition  of  the  meanw  sort  ^^ 

And,  for  those  wrongs,  those  hitter  injuriefl^ 

Which  Somerset  hatn  o&r'd  to  my  house,--* 

I  doubt  not^  but  with  honour  to  redress : 

And  therefore  haste  I  to  the  parliam^it ; 

Either  to  be  restored  to  my  Uood. 

Orm&kemyill^tbeadTiiiitageofmygood.  {Exit 


ACT  m. 

SCJSKB  Ir^The  iame.    The  Parhameni-hotue. 

Mourith,  Enter  KiNG  Henby,  Exbtbb,  GLOSTrat,  Wabwick» 
SoMEBSET,  and  Suffolk;  the  Bishop  of  Winchbstbb, 
BiCHABD  rLAKTAGENET,  and  others,  Glostbb  offers  to  put 
up  a  Bills  t  WiNCHESTEB  snatches  U,  and  tears  it. 

Win,  Com'st  thou  with  deep  premeditated  lines^ 
With  written  wunphlets  studiously  demised, 
Humphrey  of  Gloster  ?  if  thou  canst  accuse, 
Or  aught  mtend'st  to  lay  unto  my  charge, 
Do  it  without  invention  suddenly ; 
As  I  with  sudden  and  extemporal  speech 
Purnose  to  answer  what  thou  const  object 

Oio.  Presumptuous  priest !  this  place  commands  my  patience^ 
Or  thou  shouldst  find  tnou  hast  dishonour'd  me. 
Think  not^  although  in  writing  I  preferred 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outragidous  crimes, 
That  therefore  I  have  forged,  or  am  not  Me 
VerboHm  to  rehearse  the  method  of  my  pen : 
No,  prelate ;  such  is  tiiy  audacious  wickedneos. 
Thy  lewd,  pestiferous  and  dissentious  pranks^ 
As  very  infants' prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  most  pernicious  usurer ; 
Prowajrd  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace : 
Lasdvious,  wanton,  more  than  well  beseons 
A  man  of  thy  profession,  and  degree ; 
And  for  thy  treachery.  Whaf  s  more  manifest  f 
In  that  thou  laid'st  a  trap  to  take  my  life. 
As  well  at  London-bridge,  as  at  l^e  Tower? 
Beside,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  sifted. 
The  king,  thy  sovereign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  swelling  heart 

Win.  Gloster,  I  do  defy  thee.— Lords,  vouchsafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  shall  reply. 
If  Iwere  covetous,  ambitious,  or  perverse, 
As  he  will  have  me.  How  am  I  so  poor  P 
Or  how  haps  it  I  seek  not  to  advance 
Or  nose  myself,  but  keep  my  wonted  calling : 

*  m-usage.  *■  I.e.  articles  of  accasatkn. 
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And  for  dissensioii.  Who  preferreth  peace 
More  than  I  do,-— except  1  be  provoked  ? 
No^  my  good  lords,  it  is  not  that  offends. 
It  is  not  that,  that  hath  incensed  the  duke : 
It  is,  because  no  one  should  sway  but  he ; 
No  one  but  he,  should  be  about  the  king ; 
And  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breast^ 
And  makes  him  roar  these  accusations  forth. 

But  he  shall  know,  I  am  as  good 

GHo,  As  good? 
Thou  bastard  of  my  grandfal^r ! 

Win,  Ay,  lordly  sir ;  For  what  are  you,  I  pray, 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne  ? 
Qlo.  Am  I  not  the  protector,  saucy  priest  ? 
Win.  And  am  I  not  a  prelate  of  tne  church  ? 
GHo.  Tes,  as  an  outlaw  in  a  castle  keeps, 
And  usel^  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 
Win.  ITnreverent  Gloster ! 
Olo,  Thou  art  reverent 
Touching  thy  spiritual  function,  not  thy  life. 
Win.  This  Bome  shall  remedy. 
War.  Boam  thither  then. 
80m.  My  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 
War.  Ay,  see  the  bishop  be  not  overborne. 
80m.  Metlunk&  my  lord  should  be  reUgious, 
And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  such. 

War.  Methinks  his  lordship  should  be  humbler ; 
It  fitteth  not  a  prelate  so  to  plead. 
80m.  Yes,  when  his  holy  state  is  touchM  so  near. 
War.  State  holy,  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  ? 
Is  not  his  grace  protector  to  the  king? 

I^lan.  PmntagenelL  I  see  must  hold  his  tongue ; 
Lest  it  be  said.  Speak,  sirrah,  when  you  should  ; 
Must  yowr  hold  verdict  enter  talk  with  lords  ? 
Else  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchester.  [Aside, 

K.  Hen.  Uncles  of  Gloster,  and  of  Winchester, 
The  special  watchmen  of  our  English  weal ; 
I  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail, 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 
0.  what  a  scandal  is  it  to  our  crown,  ' 

That  two  such  noble  i)eer8  as  ye,  should  jar ! 
Believe  me,  lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell. 
Civil  dissension  is  a  viperous  worm, 
That  knaws  the  bowels  of  the  commonwealth. — 

[A  noise  loithins  Down  with  the  tawny  coats ! 
What  tumult's  this? 

War.  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant. 
Begun  through  malice  of  the  bishop's  men. 

[A  noise  ogams  Stones!  Stones! 

JE!nter  the  Matob  of  London,  attended. 

May.  O,  my  good  lords,— and  virtuous  Henry,-^ 
Pity  tne  cuy  of  Xondon,  pity  us  1 
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The  bishop  and  the  duke  of  Gloster's  men. 

Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weaipcfn. 

Have  fill'd  thdr  i)ocketB  fml  of  p^me-stones ; 

And,  banding  themselves  in  contrary  parts. 

Do  pelt  so  £ist  at  one  another's  ]^te. 

That  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knock'd  out : 

Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  street, 

And  we,  for  fear,  oompell'd  to  shut  our  shops. 

Enter,  skirmishingy  the  Betainers  cf  GhOBTBlBL  andWlV^ 
CHE8TBB,  wUh  hloody  pates, 

K.  Ken,  We  charge  you,  on  allegiance  to  oursel^ 
To  hold  your  slaughtering  hands,  and  keep  the  peace. 
Pray,  uncle  Gloster,  mitigate  this  strife. 

1  Sere.  Nay,  if  we  be 

Forbidden  stones,  well  fall  to  it  with  our  teeth. 

2  Sen,  Do  what  ve  dare,  we  are  as  resolute.    [Skirmish  again, 
Olo.  You  of  my  nousehold,  leave  this  peevish  oroil. 

And  set  this  unaccustom'd*  fight  aside.  • 

1  Serv.  My  lord,  we  know  your  grace  to  be  a  man 
Just  and  upright :  and,  for  j;our  royal  birth. 
Inferior  to  none,  out  ms  majesty ; 

And  ere  that  we  will  suffer  such  a  prince. 
So  kind  a  father  of  the  commonweal. 
To  be  disgraced  by  an  inkhom  mate,t 
We.  and  our  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight. 
Ana  have  our  bodies  slaughtered  by  thy  foes. 

2  Serv,  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 

Shall  pitch  a  field,  when  we  are  dead.  [SUrmish  agaim, 

Olo.  Stay,  stay,  I  say ! 
And,  if  you  love  me,  as  you  say  you  do, 
Let  mepersuade  you  to  forbear  awhile. 

K.  Men.  O,  how  this  discord  doth  afflict  my  soul  !— 
Can  you,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  behold 
My  sighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent  ir 
Who  should  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  should  study  to  prefer  a  peace. 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils  ? 

War.  My  lord  protector,  yield ;— yield  Winchester;— 
Except  you  mean,  with  obstinate  repulse. 
To  slay  your  soverei^  and  destroy  the  realm. 
YoxjL  see  what  mischief,  and  what  murder  too. 
Hath  been  enacted  through  your  enmity ; 
Then  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirst  for  blood. 

Win.  He  shall  submit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 

Olo.  Compassion  on  the  king  commands  me  stoop ; 
Or,  I  would  see  his  heart  out,  ere  the  priest 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War,  Behold,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  the  duke 
Hath  banish'd  moody  discontented  fury, 

*  Unseemly,  indecent.  t  Book-wonn. 
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As  by  his  smoothed  brows  it  doth  appear : 
Why  look  you  still  so  sterm  and  trajyjcal  ? 

Glo,  Here,  Winohester,  X  oS&c  thee  my  hand. 

K.  Sen.  lie,  uncle  Beaufort !  I  have  heard  you  preach. 
That  maUce  was  a  great  and  grievous  sin : 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach, 
Butprove  a  chief  offender  in  the  same  ? 

War.  Sweet  kine !— The  bishop  hath  a  kindly  gird.* 
For  shames  my  lord  of  Winchester !  relent ; 
What,  diall  a  child  instruct  you  what  to  do  ? 

Win.  W^  duke  of  Gloster,  I  will  yield  to  thee; 
Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand  I  give. 

Olo.  Ay ;  but»  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart.— 
See  here,  my  friends,  and  loving  countrymen ; 
This  token  s^reth  for  a  flag  of  truce, 
Betwixt  ourselves,  and  all  our  followers : 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  dissemble  not ! 

Win.  So  help  me  God.  as  I  intend  it  not !  [Aside. 

K.  Hen.  O  loving  uncle,  kind  duke  of  Gloster, 
How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contract  !— 
Away,  my  masters !  trouble  us  no  more ; 
But  join  m  friendship,  as  your  lords  have  done. 

1  Serv.  Content ;  rll  to  the  surgeon's. 

2  Serv,  And  so  will  I. 

8  Serv.  And  I  will  see  what  physio  the  tavern  affords. 

[JExeunt  Seetants,  Mayor,  cf-e. 

War.  Accept  this  scroll,  most  eradous  sovereign; 
Which  in  the  right  of  Bdchard  Fianta^enet, 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  majesty. 

Glo,  WeD  urged,  my  lord  of  Warwick;— for,  sweet  prince 
An  if  your  grace  mark  every  circumstance, 
You  have  great  reason  to  do  Eiohard  right : 
Especially,  for  those  occasions 
At  Eltham-plaoe  I  told  your  majesty. 

K.  Hen.  And  those  occasions,  uncle,  were  of  force : 
Therefore,  mv  loving  lords,  our  pleasure  is. 
That  Bichard  be  restored  to  his  blood. 

War.  Let  Eichard  be  r^rtored  to  his  blood ; 
So  shall  his  father's  wrongs  be  recompensed. 

Win.  As  will  the  rest,  so  willeth  Winchester. 

K.  Hen.  If  Eichard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone, 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give. 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  house  of  York, 
From  whence  you  roring  by  hneal  descent. 

FUm.  Thy  humble  servant  vows  obedience. 
And  humble  service,  till  the  point  of  death. 

K.  Hen.  Stoop  then,  and  set  your  knee  against  my  ft)ot ; 
And,  in  reguerdonf  oi  that  duty  done, 
I  girt  thee  with  the  vaUant  sword  of  York : 
Else,  Eichard,  like  a  true  Plantagenet : 
And  rise  created  princely  duke  of  Yori. 

*  A  gentle  reproof.  t  Recompense. 

VOL,  ni.  H 
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JPlan.  And  so  thrive  Biobsrd,  as  thy  foes  may  fiftll ! 
And  as  nur  duty  springs,  so  perish  they 
That  gruose  one  thought  against  your  majesty ! 

AH.  Weloome,  high  prince,  the  mighty  duke  of  York ! 

Som,  Perish,  base  pnnoe,  ignoble  duke  of  Y<xk  I  [Atide, 

Glo.  Now  wIL  it  best  avail  your  majesty, 
*Io  cross  the  seas,  and  to  be  <»x)wn'd  in  France. 
The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amonsst  his  subjects,  and^his  loyal  firiehds ; 
As  it  msanimates  his  enemies. 

JT.  Een.  When  Gloster  savs  the  word,  king  Henry  goes ; 
For  firiendly  counsel  cuts  o£r  many  foes. 

Olo.  Your  ships  already  are  in  readiness. 

[Exeuwt  all  but  ExETEB. 

I!x€,  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England,  or  in  France, 
Not  seeinff  what  is  likely  to  ensue : 
This  late  dissension,  grown  betwixt  the  peers. 
Bums  under  feiKued  ashes  of  forged  love. 
And  will  at  last  break  out  into  a  flame : 
As  fester'd  members  rot  but  by  decrees, 
Till  bones,  and  flesh,  and  sinews,  faQ  away. 
So  will  this  base  and  envious  discord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  prophecy. 
Which,  in  the  time  of  Henry,  named  the  AM, 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  sucking  babe,— 
That  Henry,  bom  at  Monmouth,  should  win  all ; 
And  Henry,  bom  at  Windsor,  should  lose  all : 
Which  is  so  plain,  that  Exeter  dotii  wish 
His  days  may  finish  ere  that  hapless  time.  lEatU. 

SCJEKE  IL^Franee.    JS^ore  Jtoiien. 

JEkOer  Jik  Fucellb  dMffuised,  and  SOLDIBBS  dressed  like 
Cotmtrymen,  lokh  sacks  upon  their  hacks. 

Pitc,  These  are  the  dty  gates,  the  gates  of  Itoiien, 
Through  which  our  policy  must  make  a  breach : 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words ; 
Talk  like  the  vulsar  sort  of  market-men. 
That  come  to  gatner  money  for  their  com. 
If  we  have  entrance  (as,  I  nope,  we  shall). 
And  that  we  find  the  slothfdl  watch  but  weak, 
ril  by  a  sisn  give  notice  to  our  Mends, 
That  Gharies  the  Dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

1  Sold.  Our  sacks  s&U  be  a  mean  to  sack  the  city, 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Soiien ; 
Therefore  well  knook.  IKnocks. 

Guard  [wiiliin].  Qui  est  Id? 

Pua  Paisans.  pauvres  gens  de  France : 
Poor  market-folks,  that  come  to  sell  their  com. 

Guard.  Enter,  go  in ;  the  market-bell  is  wrung. 

lOpens  the  gates. 
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Pue,  Now,  Bo&en,  Fll  shake  thy  bulwarks  to  the  ground. 

LPUCBLLE,  Sec  enter  the  city, 

Enter  Ghiblbs,  BASTiJU)  cf  Orleant,  ALSK90N,  and  Forces, 

Char.  Saint  Dennis  bless  this  happy  stratagem ! 
And  onoe  again  well  sleep  secure  in  Bolien. 

Baet.  Here  entered  Pucelle,  and  her  practisants;* 
Now  she  is  there,  how  will  she  specify 
Where  is  the  best  and  safest  passage  in? 

Alen»  By  thn^ting  out  a  torch  from  yonder  tower ; 
Which,  once  disoem^l,  diows,  that  her  meaning  is,— 
No  way  to  that^f  for  weakness,  which  she  enterd. 

Enter  Lii  FnOBLLB  on  a  Battlement  s  holding  out  a  torch 
hurmng, 

Pnc.  BehoUL  this  is  the  happy  wedding  torch. 
That  joineth  Bouen  unto  her  countrymen : 
But  burning  fiital  to  the  Talbotites. 

Batt,  ghee,  noble  Charles !  the  beacon  of  our  friend, 
The  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  stands. 

Char.  Now  shine  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge^ 
A  prophet  to  the  M  of  all  our  foes ! 

AUm,  Defer  no  time.  Delays  haTO  dangerous  ends ; 
Enter,  and  issj-^The  Dcmphin  /—presently. 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch.  iThey  enter. 

Mamme.  JEnter  TXLBOT,  and  certain  JEnglieh. 

Tdl.  France,  thou  shalt  rue  this  treason  with  thy  tears, 
If  Talbot  but  survive  thy  treachery.— 
Pucelle,  that  witch,  that  damned  sorceress, 
Hath  wrought  this  hellish  mischief  unawaies^ 
That  hardly  we  escaped  the  pridet  of  France. 

[Iktennt  to  the  town, 

JIanm :  Sxonreiont.  Enter  firom  the  town,  Bbdfobd  brought 
in  eielf,  in  a  chair,  with  Talbot,  Bubgundy,  and  the  JEng- 
Ueh  Foreee.  Then,  enter  on  the  walls,  La  Pxfgblle,  Ghables, 
Bastabd,  Albk^n,  and  others. 

Fuc,  Good  morrow,  gallants !  want  ye  com  for  bread  ? 
I  think,  the  duke  of  Burgundy  will  faet. 
Before  hell  buy  agnin  at  such  a  rate : 
^Twas  frill  of  darnel ;  Do  you  like  the  taste  ? 

Bur,  Scoff  on,  vile  fiend,  and  shameless  courtezan ! 
I  trust,  ere  long,  to  choke  thee  with  thine  own. 
And  nuake  thee  curse  the  harvest  of  that  com. 

Char,  Tour  grace  may  starve,  perhaps,  before  that  time. 

Bed.  O,  let  no  words,  but  deeds,  revenge  this  treason ! 

*  CmifiBdenites  in  stratagem.  t  Equal  to  that. 

t  Haughty  power. 
H  2 
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Fue.  What  will  you  do,  good  grey-beard  ?  break  a  lanoei, 
And  run«  tilt  at  death  within  a  cludr  ? 

Tal.  Foul  fiend  of  France,  and  hag  of  all  despite, 
Encompafis'd  with  thy  lustful  paramours ! 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  ace, 
And  twit  with  cowardice  a  man  half  dead  P 
Damsel,  111  have  a  bout  with  you  asain. 
Or  else  let  Talbot  perish  with  this  sname. 

Fuc.  Are  you  so  hot.  Sir  ?— Yet,  Pucelle,  hold  thy  peace ; 
If  Talbot  do  but  thunder,  rain  win  follow. — 

[Talbot,  and  the  resty  consult  together. 
God  roeed  the  parliament !  who  shall  be  the  speaker  ? 

Tal.  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  field  ? 

Fuc.  Belike,  your  lordship  takes  us  then  for  fools. 
To  tnr  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no. 

Tal  I  speak  not  to  that  raihng  Hecate, 
But  unto  thee,  Alen^on,  and  the  rest; 
Will  ye,  like  soldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out  ? 

Alen.  Signior.no. 

Tal.  Siguier,  nang !— base  muleteers  of  France ! 
Like  peasant  foot-boys  do  thev  keep  the  walls, 
And  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Fuc.  Captains,  away :  let's  get  us  from  the  walls ; 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodness,  by  his  looks. — 
God  be  wi'  you,  my  lord !  we  came,  Sir,  but  to  tell  you 
That  we  are  here.  [Hxewnt  La  Pucblle,  ^c.  firom  the  walls, 

Tal.  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 
Or  else  reproach  be  Talbot's  greatest  fame  !— 
Vow,  Burgundy,  by  honour  of  thy  house 
(Priok'd  on  by  public  wrongs,  sustain'd  in  France), 
Either  to  get  the  town  again,  or  die : 
And  1,-08  sure  as  English  Henry  lives. 
And  as  his  father  here  was  conqueror ; 
And  sure  as  in  this  late-betrayed  town 
Great  Coeur-de-Lion's  heart  was  buried 
So  sure  I  swear,  to  get  the  town,  or  die. 

Fur,  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows. 

Tal.  But,  ere  we  g»,  regard  this  dying  prince. 
The  valiant  duke  of  JBedford :— Come,  my  lord, 
We  will  bestow  you  in  some  better  place. 
Fitter  for  sickness,  and  for  crazv  age. 

Fed.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  so  dishonour  me  i 
Here  will  I  sit  before  the  walls  of  Boiien, 
And  will  be  .partner  of  your  weal,  or  woe. 

Fur.  Courageous  Bedford,  let  us  now  persuade  you. 

Fed.  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence;  for  once  I  read, 
That  stout  Pendragon,  in  his  Utter,  sick. 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanquished  nis  foes : 
Methinks,  I  should  revive  the  soldiers'  hearts, 
Because  I  ever  found  them  as  myself. 

Tal.  Undaunted  spirit  in  a  dying  breast  !— 
Then  be  it  so :— Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  safe  !— 
And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
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But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand, 
And  set  wpon  our  boasting  enemy. 

[Exeimt  BUEGUNDY,  Talbot,  and  ForceSy  leaving 
Bedford,  and  others. 

Alarums :  JSxcursions,    Enter  SiB  JoHN  Fastolfe,  and  a 
Captain. 

Cop.  Whither  away,  Sir  John  Fastolfe,  in  such  haste  ? 

Fcut  Whither  away  ?  to  save  myself  by  flight ; 
We  are  hke  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 

Cap.  What !  will  you  fly,  and  leave  lord  Talbot  ? 

Fast.  Ay, 
All  the  Talbots  in  the  world,  to  save  my  life.  \Fxit, 

Cap.  Cowardly  knight !  ill  fortune  follow  thee !  [Exit 

Setreat.     Excursions.     Enter   from  the  Town,  La  Pucelle, 
ALBN90N,  Chables,  Jj-Cf  and  Exeunt,  Jlying, 

Bed.  Now,  quiet'soul)  depart  when  heaven  please ; 
For  I  have  seen  our  enemies'  overthrow. 
What  is  the  trust  or  strength  of  foolish  man  ? 
They,  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  scoffs. 
Are  glad  and  fiun  by  flight  to  save  themselves. 

\_IHes,  and  is  carried  off  in  Am  chair. 

Alarum.    Enter  Talbot,  BuEGlon)Y,  and  others, 

Tal.  Lost,  and  recovered  in  a  day  again ! 
This  is  a  double  honour,  Burgjundy ; 
Let  heavens  have  glory  for  this  victory ! 

Bw,  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  Burgundy 
Enshrines  thee  in  his  heart ;  and  there  erects 
Tl^  noble  deeds,  as  valour's  monument. 

Tal.  Thanks,  gentle  duke.    But  where  is  Pucelle  now  P 
I  think^  her  old  familiar  is  asleep : 

Now  wnere's  the  Bastard's  braves,  and  Charles  his  gleeks?* 
What,  all  a-mort  Pf    Boiien  hangs  her  head  for  grief, 
That  such  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 
Now  will  we  take  some  orderj  in  the  town. 
Placing  therein  some  expert  officers; 
And  then  depart  to  Pans,  to  the  king ; 
For  there  young  Harry,  with  his  nobles,  lies. 

Bur.  What  wills  lord.  Talbot,  nleaseth  Burgundy. 

Tal.  But  yet,  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceased. 
But  see  his  exequies  §  fulfill'd  in  Eoiien ; 
A  braver  soldier  never  couched  lance, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  sway  in  court : 
But  kings  and  mightiest  potentates  must  die ; 
For  tho^s  the  end  of  human  misery.  [Exeunt 

*  Scoflb.  t  Dispirited. 

t  Make  arrangemeiits.         ^  Obiiequies. 
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SCENE  III,—The  tame.    The  I^/Unt  near  the  CUy. 

Enter  Ghablbs,  fhe  Bastabd,  Al^t^ok,  Li.  Pucbllb,  amd 
Forces, 

Puc,  Dismay  not»  princeB,  at  this  accident, 
Nor  jpieve  that  Boiien  is  so  recovered : 
Care  is  no  core,  but  rather  corrosiye, 
For  thins^  that  are  not  to  be  remedied. 
Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph  for  a  whil^ 
And  like  a  peacock  sweep  along  his  tail; 
We'll  pull  his  plumes,  and  take  awaar  his  train. 
If  Dauphm,  and  the  rest,  will  be  but  ruled. 

Char.  We  have  been  ndded  by  thee  hitherto. 
And  of  thy  cunning  haa  no  diffidence; 
One  sudden  foil  shall  never  breed  distrust. 

Baet,  Search  out  thy  wit  for  secret  policies, 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  YnxA<i. 

Alen.  We'll  set  thy  statue  in  some  holy  place. 
And  have  thee  reverenced  like  a  blessed  samt; 
Employ  thee  then,  sweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

Puc,  Then  thus  it  must  be :  this  doth  Joan  devise : 
By  fair  persuasions,  mix'd  with  sugar'd  words, 
We  will  entice  the  duke  of  Burgun(^ 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Char,  Ay,  marry,  sweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry's  warriors ; 
Nor  should  that  nation  boast  it  so  with  us^ 
But  be  extirped*  from  our  provinces. 

Alen.  For  ever  should  they  be  expulsed  from  France, 
And  not  have  title  to  an  earldom  here. 

Puc.  Tour  honours  shall  perceive  how  I  will  work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wished  end.  IBmrna  heard. 

Hark !  by  the  sound  of  drum,  you  may  perceive 

Their  powers  are  marching  unto  Paris-ward. 

« 

An  English  March.    Enter,  and  pass  over  at  a  distance,  Talbot 
and  his  Forces, 

There  soes  the  Talbot,  with  his  colours  spread : 
And  aU  the  troops  of  JSnglish  afber  hho. 

A  French  March,    Enter  the  BuJke  qf  BuBOlTirDT,  <mk2  Forces, 

Now,  in  the  rearward,  comes  the  duke,  and  his ; 

Fortune,  in  favour,  make  him  las[  behind. 

Summon  a  parley,  we  will  talk  with  him.       [A  parley  sonnded. 

Char.  A  parley  with  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 

jB«r.  Who  craves aparley  with  the  Burgundy ? 

Puc,  The  princely  Charles  of  France,  tl^  countryman, 

Eur,  What  say'st  thou^  Charles  ?  for  I  am  marching  hence. 

Char,  Speak,  r  ucelle ;  and  enchant  him  with  thy  words. 
*  Extirpated. 
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Pue,  Brave  Bursundy,  undoubted  hope  of  Franoe ! 
StftTi  lot  thy  humUe  handmaid  sp^ik  to  l^ee. 

JSur.  Bpeak  on :  but  be  not  over-tedious. 

jPkc.  Look  on  tny  country,  look  on  fertile  Pranoe, 
And  see  the  cities  and  the  towns  de&oed 
By  wasting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe ! 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  babe, 
When  death  doth  dose  his  tender  dying  eyes, 
See,  see,  the  pining  malady  of  France ; 
Behold  the  woun£L  the  most  unnatural  wounds. 
Which  thou  thyself  hast  given  her  woeftil  breast ! 
O,  turn  thy  edged  sword  another  way : 
Strike  those  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  those  that  help ! 
One  drop  of  blood,  drawn  from  thy  country's  bosom. 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  foreign  gore ; 
Betum  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wash  away  thy  country's  stained  sj^ta ! 

Sw.  Either  she  nath  bewitoh'd  me  with  her  words, 
Or  nature  makes  me  suddenly  relent 

Puc.  Besides,  all  French  and  France  exclaims  on  thee, 
Doubting  thy  birth  and  lawfril  progeny. 
Who  join'st  thou  with,  but  with  a  lordly  nation, 

That '•      '  \? 

Whe  », 

And 

Who 

And 

Call  ^  Mt;— 

Was 

And 

But, 

They 

In  8^ 

Sect  nen. 

And  men ; 

Com  glord; 

Char  arms. 

JB«  ordsofhers 

Have  

And  made  me  ahnost  yield  upon  my  knees.— 
Forgive  me,  country,  and  sweet  countrymen ! 
AncL  lords,  accept  tms  hearty  kind  emDraoe : 
My  forces  and  my  power  of  men  are  yours  ;— 
So,  forewell,  Talbot :  I'll  no  longer  trust  thee. 

Ptfc.  Done  like  a  Frenchman ;  turn,  and  turn  again ! 

Char,  Welcome,  brave  duke !  thy  friendship  makes  us  fresh. 

Sast.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our  breasts. 

Alen.  Pucelle  hath  bravely  plav'aL  her  part  in  this, 
Ajid  doth  deserve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

Char.  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  join  our  powers ; 
And  seek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  [JExeunt. 

*  Elevated. 
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SCENS  IV,--Faris.    A  Boom  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  King  Henby,  Glosteb,  and  other  Lords,  Veenon, 
Basset,  Sec,    To  them  Talbot,  and  some  of  his  Officers, 

Tal,  My  gracious  prince,— and  honourable  peers,— 
Hearing  of  your  arnvtil  in  this  realm, 
I  have  a  while  given  truce  unto  my  wars, 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  sovereign : 
In  sign  whereof,  this  arm,— that  hath  reclaimed 
To  your  obedience  fifty  fortresses. 
Twelve  cities,  and  seven  walled  towns  of  strength, 
Beside  five  hundred  prisoners  of  esteem, — 
Lets  fall  his  sword  before  your  highness'  feet; 
And,  with  submissive  loyalty  of  heart. 
Ascribes  the  glory  of  his  conquest  got, 
First  to  my  Ghod,  and  next  unto  your  grace. 

K.  Ken.  Is  this  the  lord  Talbot,  uncle  Gloster, 
That  hath  so  long  been  resident  in  France  ? 

OU.  Yes,  if  it  please  your  majesty,  my  hege. 

K,  Ken.  Welcomes  brave  captain,  and  victorious  lord ! 
When  I  was  young  (as  yet  I  am  not  old), 
I  do  remember  how  my  father  said, 
A  stouter  champion  never  handled  sword. 
Long  since  we  were  resolved*  of  jrour  truth. 
Your  faithful  service,  and  your  toil  in  war; 
Yet  never  have  you  tasted  our  reward. 
Or  been  regueraon'df  with  so  much  as  thanks, 
Because  till  now  we  never  saw  your  face : 
Therefore  stand  up ;  and,  for  these  good  deserte. 
We  here  create  you  earl  of  Shrewsbury ; 
And  in  our  coronation  take  your  place. 

[Exeunt  King  Henry,  Glosteb,  Talbot,  ar^  NoUes. 

Ver.  Now,  Sir,  to  you,  that  were  so  hot  at  sea, 
Disgracing  of  these  colours,  that  I  wear 
In  honour  of  niy  noble  lord  of  York, — 
Dar'st  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  spak'st  ? 

Bos.  Yes,  Sir ;  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  saucy  tongue 
Against  my  lord  the  duke  of  Somerset. 

Ver.  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Bos.  Why,  what  is  he  ?  as  good  a  man  as  York. 

Ver,  Hark  ye ;  not  so :  in  witness,  take  ye  that.  [Strikes  Mm. 

Bos,  Villain,  thou  know'st,  the  law  of  arms  is  such. 
That,  whoso  draws  a  sword,  'tis  present  death ; 
Or  else  this  blow  should  broach  thy  dearest  blood. 
But  I'll  unto  his  majesty,  and  crave 
I  may  have  liberty  to  'venge  this  wrong : 
When  thou  shalt  see,  Til  meet  thee  to  tny  cost. 

Ver.  Well,  miscreant,  Til  be  there  as  soon^as  you ; 
And,  after,  meet  you  sooner  than  you  would.  lExewU, 

*  Confinncd  in  opinion.  t  Rewarded. 
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ACT  IV.  ' 

8CBKE  L^The  9(me,    A  Itoom  qf  Siate, 
Enter  Ktkg  Henby,  Glosteb,  Exbteb,  York,  Suffolk,  : 

SOMKBSBT,  WlJfCHESTBB,  WaBWICK,  TaLBOT,  the  GOVBBNOB  ^ 

qf  Paris,  and  others, 

Glo.  Lord  bishoi),  set  the  crown  upon  his  head. 

Win.  Grod  save  tong  Henry,  of  that  name  the  sixth ! 

Qlo,  Now,  Governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oath, — 

[GOYEBKOB  JtneeU 
That  you  elect  no  other  king  but  him : 
Esteem  none  Mends,  but  such  as  are  his  Mends ; 
And  none  your  foes,  but  such  as  shall  pretend* 
Malicious  practices  against  his  state : 
This  shall  ye  do,  so  help  you  ri^teous  Gk)d ! 

[JSxeunt  GOVBBNOB  and  Aif  !Pram, 

jEnter  SiB  John  Fastolfe. 

Fcut.  My  gracious  sovereign,  as  I  rode  firom  Calais, 
To  haste  unto  your  coronation,  . 
A  letter  was  delivered  to  my  hands, 
Writ  to  your  grace  firom  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Tal.  Shame  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy,  and  thee ! 
I  voVd,  base  knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  nextw 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  craven's  le^  [FlMcJeing  U  qff 

(Which  I  have  done),  because  unworthily 
Thou  wast  installed  m  that  high  degree- 
Pardon  me,  princely  Henry,  and  the  rest : 
This  dastard,  at  the  battle  of  Patay, 
When  but  in  all  I  was  six  thousand  strong, 
Aod  that  the  French  were  almost  ten  to  one,^ 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  stroke  was  given. 
Like  to  a  trusty  squire,  did  run  away ; 
In  which  assault  we  lost  twelve  hundred  men ; 
Mprself  and  divers  gentlemen  beside, 
Were  there  surprised,  and  taken  prisoners. 
Then  judge,  great  lords,  if  I  have  done  amiss ; 
Or  whether  that  such  cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea  or  no. 

Glo.  To  say  the  truth,  this  fact  was  infamous, 
'  Aad  ill  beseeming  any  common  man ; 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 

Tal,  When  first  this  order  was  ordain'd,  my  lords, 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth ; 
Valiant,  and  virtuous,  full  of  haughty  courage, 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  wars ; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  shrinking  for  distress, 
But  always  resolute  in  most  extreme8.t 
He  then,  that  is  not  furnish'd  in  this  sort, 
j)oth  but  usurp  the  sacred  name  of  knight, 

*  Design.  i-  Grefttest  extremtttes. 
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Profaning  this  most  honourable  order : 
And  should  (if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge) 
Be  quite  degpraded,  like  a  hedgB-bom  swain 
That  doth  raesume  to  boast  of  gentle  blood. 

K,  Sen,  Stain  to  thy  oountrymen  1  thou  heaar'st  thy  doom : 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  wast  a  knight ; 
Henceforth  we  banish  thee,  on  pain  of  death.—  [Exit  Fastolfe. 
And  now,  my  lord  protector,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle,  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Qlo.  What  means  his  grace,  tha^  he  tiath  changed  his  st^le? 

IFiewing  the  Mipersenfiium, 
No  more  but,  plain  and  bluntly^— 2b  ike^ttg  7 
Hath  he  forgot  he  is  his  sovereign  ? 
Or  doth  this  churlish  superscription 
Pretend*  some  alteration  in  good  win  P 

What* s  here  ?—I  haioe,  upon  especial  came,-^  [Beads. 

Moved  wUh  eomnaseion  qfmy  oounirf^e  wreck. 
Together  wUh  the  pUifkl  complamte 
Ofeuch  at  four  oppresrion  feeds  upon,-^ 
Forsaken  four  permeious  facHon, 
And  join* dmth  Charles,  the  righifkd  king  tf  France, 

0  monstrous  treachery !  Can  this  be  so ; 
That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths, 

There  should  be  found  such  fjaise  dissembling  guile  f 
K.  Ken,  What  1  doth  my  unde  Burgundy  revolt  ? 
OU.  He  doth,  my  lord ;  and  is  beo(»ne  your  foe. 
K,  Bi&n,  Is  that  the  worst  this  letter  dotii  oontain  P 
Qlo,  It  is  the  worst,  and  all,  my  lord,  he  writes. 
K,Ken,  Why  then,  lord  Talbot  there  shall  talk  with  Mm, 

And  give  him  chastisement  for  this  abuse  :— 

My  lord,  how  say  you  ?  are  not  you  content  P 
Tal,  Content,  my  liege  P  Yes ;  but  that  I  am  prevented,  f 

1  should  have  beg^d  I  min^t  have  been  employ^ 

K,  Men,  Then  gather  starength,  and  march  unto  him  straight : 
Let  him  perceive  now  ill  we  brook  his  treason ; 
And  what  offence  it  is  to  flout  his  friends. 

TaL  I  go,  my  lord:  in  heart  desiring  still, 
Tou  may  oehold  conrasion  of  your  foes.  ISxit, 

Fnter  YsBNON  and  Bassbt. 

Ver,  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  sovereign ! 

Sas,  And  me,  my  lord,  grant  me  the  combat  too ! 

York,  This  is  my  servant ;  Hear  him,  noble  prince ! 

Som,  And  this  is  mine ;  sweet  Henry.  &vour  him ! 

K,  Sen,  Be  patient,  loras ;  and  give  tnem  leave  to  speak.— 
Say.  gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim ; 
And  wherefore  crave  you  combat  P  or  with  whom  P 

Ver,  With  him.  m^  lord ;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Sas,  Ana  Xw^tn  hun ;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

K,  Sen,  What  is  that  wrong,  whereof  you  both  complain  P 
First  let  me  know,  and  then  HI  answer  you. 

•  Indicate  t  Anticipated 
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JBat.  GroBsing  the  sea  from  England  into  Franoe, 
This  fellow  here,  with  en^ous  carping  tongue, 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rose  I  wear ; 
Si^g— the  sanguine  colour  of  the  leaTCS 
Did  represent  my  master's  blushing  cheeks, 
When  stubbornly  he  did  repugn*  the  truth, 
About  a  certain  question  in  the  law, 
Ar^ed  betwixt  the  duke  of  York  and  him ; 
With  other  yile  and  ignominious  terms : 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach. 
And  in  defence  of  my  lord's  worthiness, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Ver,  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord : 
For  though  he  seem,  with  forged  quaint  concut, 
To  set  a  gloss  upon  his  bold  inteniC 
Yet  know,  my  lord,  I  was  proToked  by  him ; 
And  he  first  took  exceptions  at  this  badne^ 
Pronouncing— that  the  paleness  of  tiiis  flower 
Bewray'dt  the  fiuntness  of  my  master's  heart. 

Torh.  Will  not  this  maUce,  Somerset  be  left  ? 

80m.  Your  private  ^dge,  my  lord  of  Y<nrk,  will  out, 
Thou^  ne'er  so  cunnmgly  you  smother  it. 

K,  Men,  Good  lord !  wmit  madness  rules  in  brain-siok  men ; 
When  for  so  slight  and  Mvolous  a  cause. 
Such  fttctious  emulations  shall  arise  !— 
Good  cousins  both,  of  York  and  Somerset, 
Quiet  vourselves,  1  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

Torh  Let  this  dissension  first  be  tried  by  fight, 
And  then  your  highness  shall  command  a  peace. 

Som.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  bnt  us  alone ; 
Betwixt  ourselves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

York.  There  is  my  pledge ;  aocq;>t  it^  Somerset 

Ver,  Nay,  let  it  rest  where  it  began  al  first 

jffot.  Confirm  it  so,  mine  honourable  lord. 

CHo.  Confirm  it  so?  confounded  be  your  strife ! 
And  perish  ye,  with  your  audacious  piste ! 
Presumi^tuous  vassals !  are  you  not  ashamed. 
With  tms  immodest  clamorous  ontr^ 
To  trouble  and  disturb  the  king  and  us  ? 
And  you,  mjr  lords,— methinks,  you  do  not  well. 
To  b^  witn  their  perverse  objections ; 
Much  less,  to  take  occasion  from  their  mouths 
To  raise  a  mutiny  betwixt  yourselves ; 
Let  me  persuade  you  take  a  better  course. 

JSm.  It  grieves  his  highness  ^— Good  mv  lords,  be  friends. 

JT.  Sen,  Come  hither,  you  that  would  be  combatants ; 
Henceforth,  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  fkvour. 
Quite  to  forget  this  quarrel,  and  the  cause.— 
And  you,  my  lordii- remember  where  we  are ; 
In  France  amonmt  a  fickle  wavering  nation : 
If  they  perceive  dissension  in  our  looks, 

*  Resist*  t  Bctrayfld. 
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And  that  within  ourselves  we  disagree, 

How  will  their  grudging  stomachs  oe  provoked 

To  wilful  disobedience,  and  rebel  P 

Beside,  What  infEuny  will  there  arise, 

"When  foreign  princes  shall  be  certified. 

That,  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 

King  Henry's  peers,  and  chief  nobiuty, 

Destroy'd  themselves,  and  lost  the  resuin  of  France  ? 

O,  think  upon  the  conoueet  of  my  father. 

My  tender  years ;  and  let  us  not  forego 

That  for  a  trifle^  that  was  bought  with  blood  I 

Let  me  be  umpire  in  this  doubtful  strife. 

I  see  no  reason,  if  I  wear  this  rose,  [Putting  on  a  red  rose. 

That  any  one  should  therefore  be  suspicious 

I  more  mcline  to  Somerset,  than  York  : 

Both  are  my  kinsmen,  and  I  love  them  both : 

As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  crown. 

Because,  forsooth,  toe  king  of  Scots  is  crowned. 

But  your  discretions  better  can  persuade, 

Than  I  am  able  to  inskuct  or  t^h : 

And  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace, 

So  let  us  still  continue  peace  and  love. — 

Cousin  of  York,  we  institute  your  grace 

To  be  our  regent  in  these  parts  of  France:— 

And  good  my  lord  of  Somerset,  unite 

Your  troops  of  horsemen  with  his  bands  of  foot ;— 

And.  like  xirue  subjects,  sons  of  your  progenitors, 

Go  cneerftdly  together,  and  digest 

Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies. 

Ourself,  my  lord  protector,  and  the  rest. 

After  some  respil^,  will  return  to  Calais ; 

From  thence  to  England ;  where  I  hope  ere  long 

To  be  presentecL  by  your  victories. 

With  Charles,  Alenoon,  and  that  traitorous  rout. 

[Flowrish.    Exeunt  KiNO  Heney,  Glostbb,  SomessET 
WiNCHESTEB,  Suffolk,  and  Basset. 

War,  My  lord  of  Yorl^  I  promise  you,  the  king 
Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  orator. 

Torh  And  so  he  did ;  but  vet  I  like  it  not. 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerset. 

War,  Tush !  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  not ; 
X  dare  presume,  sweet  prince,  he  thought  no  harm. 

Tork.  And,  if  I  wist,  he  did,— But  let  it  rest ; 
Other  afGedrs  must  now  be  manased. 

\_Exeuwt  York,  Warwick,  and  Vernon. 

Exe,  Well  didst  thou.  Eichard,  to  suppress  thy  voice : 
For,  had  the  passions  or  thy  heart  burst  out, 
I  fear  we  should  have  seen  deciphered  th^re 
More  rancorous  spite,  more  funous  raging  broils, 
Than  yet  can  be  unagined  or  supposed. 
But  howsoe'er,  no  simple  man  that  sees 
This  jarring  discord  of  nobihty. 
This  shouldering  of  each  other  in  the  courts 
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This  factious  bandying  of  their  fayourites, 

But  that  it  doth  presage  some  ill  event. 

*Tis  much,*  when  sceptres  are  in  children's  hands ; 

But  more,  when  envy  f  breeds  unkind^  divisicai ; 

There  oomes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confUsion.  [Exit 

SCEKE  II,--France.    B^ore  JBovrdeaux. 
Enter  Taxbot,  noith  Ms  Forces. 

Tal,  Go  to  the  gates  of  Bourdeaux,  trumpeter, 
Sununon  their  general  unto  the  wall. 

Trvmpet  sounds  a  Parley.    Enter,  on  the  walls,  the  GENERAL 
of  the  French  Forces,  and  others. 

English  John  Talbol  captains,  calls  you  forth. 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry  king  of  England ; 
And  thus  he  would,— Open  your  city  gates, 
Be  humble  to  us ;  call  my  sovereign  jours, 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  subjects. 
And  ril  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  power : 
But,  if  you  frown  upon  this  proffer'd  peace, 
You  temi)t  the  furv  of  my  three  attendants. 
Lean  famine,  quartering  steel,  and  dimbing  fire ; 
Who,  in  a  moment,  even  with  the  earth 
Shall  lav  your  stately  and  air-braving  towers. 
If  you  forsake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Gen.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death. 
Our  nation's  terror,  and  their  bloody  scourge! 
The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 
On  us  thou  canst  not  enter,  out  bv  death : 
For.  I  protest,  we  are  well  lortified. 
Ana  strong  enough  to  issue  out  and  fi^t : 
If  thou  retu-e,  the  Dauphin,  well  appointed. 
Stands  with  the  snares  of  war  to  tangle  thee : 
On  either  hana  thee  there  are  squadrons  pitched, 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight ; 
And  no  way  canst  thou  turn  thee  lor  redress. 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  spoil. 
And  pale  destruction  meets  thee  m  the  face. 
Ten  thousand  French  have  ta'en  the  sacrament, 
To  rive§  their  dangerous  artillery 
Upon  no  Christian  soul  but  English  Talbot. 
Lo!  there  thou  stand'st,  a  breatning  valiant  man. 
Of  an  invincible  unconquer'd  spirit : 
This  is  the  latest  glorv  of  thy  praise, 
That  I,  thy  enemy,  due  ||  thee  withial ; 
For  ere  he  glass,  that  now  begins  to  run. 
Finish  the  process  of  his  sandy  hour. 
These  eyes,  that  see  thee  now  well  coloured, 

*  'lis  strange,  or  wonderful.  I-  Enmify. 

X  Unnatural.  ^  Fire.  |  Endue. 
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Shall  see  thee  withered,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead.    [Vmm  afwr  off. 
Hark !  hark !  the  Dauphin's  arum,  a  warning  bell, 
Sinss  heavy  musio  to  thy  timorous  soul ; 
And  mine  shall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out 

[Smmid  Gbkbsal,  ice,  firom  ike  walls, 
Tal,  He  fikbtos  not,  I  hear  the  enemy  :— 
Out,  some  light  horsemen,  and  peruse  thor  wings.— 
Oy  negligent  and  heedless  disoipune ! 
How  are  we  park'd,  and  bounded  in  a  pale; 
A  little  herd  of  England's  timorous  deer. 
Mazed  with  a  7elping  kennel  of  French  ours ! 
If  we  be  Enslish  deer,  be  then  in  blood  :* 
Not  rascal-like,t  to  fiul  down  with  a  pinoh ; 
But  rather  moody-mad,  and  desperate  stags, 
Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  steel. 
And  make  the  oowisffda  stand  aloof  at  bay : 
Sell  eTery  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine. 
And  they  shall  find  dear  deer  of  us,  dd^  friends.— 
God,  and  Saint  George!  Talbot,  and  England's  right ! 
Prosper  our  colours  in  this  dangerous  fight !  [Exeumt. 

SCJSIfE  in.—rPUntu  in  Oateonv, 
JSkUer  YOBK,  wUh  Faroes;  to  Mm  a  MsssBlTOBB. 
TorJk,  Are  not  the  speedy  scouts  retum'd  < 


That  dogflfd  the  mighty  army  of  the  Dauphin  ? 

Jfe#«.  They  are  return'd,  my  lord;  and  give  it  out^ 
That  he  is  maroh'd  to  Bourdeaux  with  his  power. 
To  fight  with  Talbot :  As  he  march'd  along, 
By  your  espialst  were  discovered 
Two  mistier  troops  than  that  the  Dauphin  led; 
Which  join'd  with  nim,  and  made  their  march  for  Bourdeaux. 

York.  A  nlague  upon  that  villain  Somerset, 
That  thus  oela^  my  promised  suppljr  \ 

Of  horsemen,  that  wero  levied  for  this  siege. 
Benowned  Talbot  doth  eipect  my  aid ; 
And  I  am  lowted$  by  a  traitor  villain. 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier: 
God  comfort  him  in  this  necessity ! 
If  he  miscarry,  fiirewell  wars  in  Trance. 

MUer  SiE  William  LucfT. 

Luef,  Thou  princely  leader  of  our  English  strength. 
Never  so  needftQ  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  rescue  of  the  noble  Talbot ; 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  waist  of  iron. 
And  hemm'd  about  with  grim  destaruotion : 
To  Bourdeaux,  warlike  duke !  to  Bourdeaux,  York ! 
Else,  fiurewell  Talbot,  France,  and 


,  and  England'snonour. 


«  In  high  spirits.  f  Lean  deer.  t  Spies, 

i  Treated  with  contempt. 
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Fork,  O  God !  that  Somerset— who  in  iNroud  heart 
Doth  stop  my  comets— were  in  Talbof  s  place ! 
So  should  we  save  a  valiant  gentleman. 
By  forfeitinK  a  traitor  and  a  coward. 
Mad  ire,  and  wrathfiil  tary,  makes  me  weep, 
That  thus  we  die,  while  remiss  traitors  sleep. 

Jjucy.  O.  send  some  succour  to  the  distressed  lord ! 

York.  He  dies,  we  lose ;  I  toeak  my  warUke  word : 
We  mourn.  France  smiles ;  we  lose,  tney  daily  get ; 
All  'long  of  this  yile  traitor  Somerset. 

iMcy.  Then,  God  take  mercy  on  hraye  Talhof  s  soul ! 
And  on  his  son,  young  John ;  whom  two  hours  since, 
I  met  in  trayel  toward  his  warlike  father ! 
This  seyen  years  did  not  Talbot  see  his  son ; 
And  now  they  meet  where  both  their  lives  are  done.* 

York.  Alas !  what  joy  shall  noble  Talbot  have, 
To  bid  his  yoimg  son  welcome  to  his  grave  ? 
Away !  vexation  ahnost  stops  my  breathy 
That  sundered  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  dettth.— 
Lucy,  fkrewell :  no  more  my  f(»rtune  can. 
But  curse  the  cause  I  cannot  aid  the  man.-— 
Maine,  Bloi&.  Poicti^rs,  and  Tours,  are  won  away, 
'Long  all  of  Somerset,  and  his  delay.  [Exit 

Lucy,  Thus,  while  the  vulturef  of  sedition 
Feeds  in  the  bosom  of  such  great  conmianders. 
Sleeping  neglection  doth  betray  to  loss 
The  conquest  of  our  scarce-cold  conqueror. 
That  ever-living  man  of  memory, 
Henry  the  fifth :— Whiles  tiiey  each  other  cross. 
Lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  loss.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IK^Other  Platiu  qf  Gaseof^. 

Enter  SoMBBSBT,  with  Ma  Forces;  an  Officbb  of  Talbot's 
with  him, 

80m,  It  is  too  late ;  I  cannot  send  them  now; 
This  expedition  was  by  York,  and  Talbot, 
Too  rashly  plotted ;  all  our  general  force 
Misht  with  a  sally  of  the  very  town 
Be  Duckled  with :  the  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  sullied  all  his  gloss  of  former  honour, 
By  this  unheedAil,  desperate,  wild  adventure : 
York  set  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  shame. 
That  Talbot  dead,  mat  York  might  bear  the  name. 

Om.  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  nom  our  o'er-match'd  forces  forth  for  aid. 

Enter  SiB  WiLLlAH  LucT. 

80m.  How  now.  Sir  William?  whither  were  you  sent? 
Lncy,  Whither  my  lord?  firom  bought  and  sold  lord  Talbot; 

*  Expended.  t  AUoding  to  the  tale  of  Prometheiu. 
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"Who,  ring'd  about  with  bold  sdverAtj, 

Cries  out  Tor  noble  York  and  Somerset 

To  beat  assailing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 

And  whiles  the  nonourable  oaptain  there 

Drops  bloody  sweat  from  his  war-wearied  limbs, 

And,  in  advantage  lingering,  looks  for  rescue. 

Ton,  his  false  hopes,  the  trust  of  En^fland's  honour. 

Keep  off  aloof  with  worthless  emulation. 

Let  not  your  private  discord  keep  away 

The  levied  succours  that  should  lend  him  aid, 

While  he,  renowned  noble  gentleman. 

Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds : 

Orleans  the  Bastard,  Charles,  and  Burgundy, 

Alenoon.  Beignier,  compass  him  about. 

And  TalDot  perisheth  by  your  default. 

Sotn.  York  set  him  on,  York  should  have  sent  him  aid. 

Luc^.  And  York  as  fast  upon  vour  grace  exclaims; 
Sweanng  that  you  withhold  his  leviMfhost, 
Collected  for  this  expedition. 

8om.  York  lies ;  he  might  have  sent  and  had  the  horse : 
I  owe  him  Uttle  duty,  and  less  love ; 
And  take  foul  scorn,  to  fawn  on  him  by  sending. 

Lttcp.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  force  of  Eranoe, 
Hath  now  entrapped  the  noble-minded  Talbot : 
Never  to  England  shall  he  bear  his  life ; 
But  dies,  betray'd  to  fortune  by  your  strife. 

8om.  Come,  go ;  I  will  despatch  the  horsemen  straight: 
Within  six  hours  they  wUl  be  at  his  aid. 

iMcy.  Too  late  comes  rescue :  he  is  ta'en  or  shiai 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled ; 
And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

Som.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  adieu ! 

Lucy.  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  shame  in  you. 

SCJENjE  Vr-The  JEnglish  Camp,  near  Bourdeaux, 
JEnter  Talbot  a»d  John  his  Son. 

Tal.  O  young  John  Talbot !  I  did  send  for  thee, 
To  tutor  thee  in  stratagems  of  war ; 
That  Talbot* s  name  might  be  in  thee  revived. 
When  sapless  age,  and  weak  unable  limbs. 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  cnair. 
But, — O  malignant  and  ill-boding  stars ! 
Now  thou  art  come  unto  a  feast  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  unavoided*  danger : 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my  swiftest  horse ; 
And  m  (urect  thee  how  thou  shalt  escape 
By  sudden  flight :  come,  dally  not,  be  gone. 

John.  Is  my  name 'ralbot  ?  and  am  I  your  son  ? 
And  shall  I  fly  ?  O,  if  you  love  my  mother, 

*  Unavoidable. 
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Dishonour  not  her  honourable  name, 
To  make  a  bastard  and  a  slave  of  me : 
The  world  will  say — He  is  not  Talbofs  blood, 
That  basely  fled,  when  noble  Talbot  stood. 

Tal.  Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  slain. 

John.  He,  that  flies  so,  will  ner^  return  aeain. 

Tal,  If  we  both  stay,  we  both  are  sure  to  die. 

John.  Then  let  me  stay ;  and,  father,  do  you  fly : 
Your  loss  is  great,  so  your  regard*  should  be ; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  loss  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boast ; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  lost. 
Fhght  cannot  stain  the  honour  you  have  won ; 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done : 
You  fled  for  vantage,  every  one  will  swear ; 
But^  if  I  bow,  they'll  say— it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  stay, 
K  the  first  hour,  I  shrink,  and  run  away. 
Here,  on  my  knee,  I  beg  mortality. 
Bather  than  Hfe  preserved  with  infamy. 

Tah  Shall  all  tny  mother's  hopes  lie  in  one  tomb  ? 

John.  Ay,  rather  than  Til  shame  my  mother's  womb. 

Tal.  TJpon  my  blessing  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

Tal.  Part  of  thy  father  may  be  saved  in  thee. 

John.  No  part  of  him,  but  will  be  shame  in  me. 

Tal.  Thou  never  hadst  renown,  nor  canst  not  lose  it. 

John.  Yes,  your  renowned  name ;  Shall  flight  abuse  it  ? 

Tal.  Thy  father's  charge  shall  clear  thee  Irom  that  stain. 

John.  You  cannot  witness  for  me,  being  slain. 
If  death  be  so  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

Tal.  And  leave  my  followers  here,  to  fight  and  die? 
My  age  was  never  tainted  with  such  shame. 

John.  And  shall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  such  blame? 
No  more  can  I  be  severd  from  your  side^ 
Than  can  yourself  yourself  in  twain  divide: 
Stay,  go,  do  what  you  wilL  the  like  do  I ; 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

Tal.  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  ftdr  son, 
Bom  to  eclipse  thy  life  this  afb^moon. 
Gome,  side  by  side  together  Uve  and  die ; 
And  soul  with  soul  from  France  to  heaven  fly.  [Eweunt 

SCENE  n.—A  Meld  of  Sattle. 

Alarum:  Excurnons,  wherein  TALBOT'S  Son  is  hemmed  about, 
and  Talbot  retcuea  Mm. 

Tal.  Saint  George  and  victory !  fight,  soldiers,  fight: 
The  regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France  his  sword. 

*  Your  care  of  your  own  safety. 
TOL,  ITL  I 
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Where  is  John  Talbot  ?— paufl^  and  take  thy  breath ; 
I  gave  thee  Ufe,  and  rescued  thee  from  death. 

John.  O  twice  my  father !  twice  am  I  thy  son : 
The  Ufe.  thou  gav'st  me  first,  was  lost  and  done ; 
Till  with  thy  warlike  sword,  despite  of  fate, 
To  my  determined*  time  thou  jgav'st  new  date. 

Tal  When  from  the  Dauphin's  crest  thy  sword  struck  fire. 
It  warm'd  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  desire 
Of  bold-faced  victory.    Then  leaden  age, 
Quicken'd  with  youthful  spleen,  and  warlike  rage, 
]3eat  down  Alent^n,  Orleans,  Burgundy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  rescued  thee. 
The  ireful  basutrd  Orleans— that  drew  blood 
From  thee,  my  boy ;  and  had  the  maidenhood 
Of  thy  first  fight— I  soon  encountered : 
And,  mterohangine  blows,  I  quickly  «hea 
Some  of  his  bastard  blood ;  and,  in  disgrace, 
Bespoke  him  thus :  Conictminated,  base, 
Ana  fsdahegoUen  blood  I  spill  of  thine. 
Mean,  and  right  poor  ;  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine. 
Which  thou  didst  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  boy  .— 
Here,  purposing  the  bastard  to  destroy. 
Game  m  strong  rescue.    Speak,  thy  father's  care ; 
Art  not  thou  weary,  John  ?  How  dost  thou  fare  ? 
Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battie.  boy,  and  fly. 
Now  thou  art  seal'd  the  son  of  chivalry  ? 
Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  when  I  am  dead ; 
The  help  of  one  stands  me  in  little  stead. 
0,  too  much  folly  is  it^  well  I  wot. 
To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  small  boat. 
If  I  to-day  die  not  with  Frenchmen's  rage^ 
To-morrow  I  shall  die  with  mickle  age : 
By  me  they  nothing  gain,  an  if  I  stay, 
'Gfis  but  the  short* nmg  of  my  life  one  dav : 
In  thee  thy  mother  dies,  our  household's  namcL 
My  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  England's  lame : 
All  these,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  stay ; 
All  these  are  savecL  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 

Jolm,  The  sword  of  Orleans  hath  not  made  me  smart, 
These  words  of  yours  draw  life-blood  from  my  heart : 
On  that  advantage,  bought  with  such  a  shame 
<To  save  a  paltry  life,  and  slay  bright  fame). 
Before  younc  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  fly. 
The  coward  nor8&  that  bears  me,  fall  and  die : 
And  likef  me  to  the  peasant  boys  of  France ; 
To  be  shame's  scorn,  and  subject  of  mischance  \ 
Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won, 
Anif  I  fly,  I  am  notTalbofs  son: 
Then  talk  no  more  of  fliRht,  it  is  no  boot ; 
If  son  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbof  s  foot 

*  Ended.  t  Liken. 
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Tal.  Then  follow  thou  thy  desperate  sire  of  Crete. 
Thou  Icarus :  thy  life  to  me  is  sweet : 
If  thou  wilt  fisht  fight  hy  thy  father's  side ; 
And,  commendable  proTed,  lefs  die  in  pride.  [Exeunt. 

SCHNJS  VII.-— Another  pari  of  the  same. 

Alarum :  Excurtiont,    JSnter  Talbot  wounded,  supported  hy  a 
Servant, 

Tal.  Where  is  my  other  Kfe  ?— mine  own  is  gone ; — 
O,  Where's  yoimg  Talhot  ?  where  is  valiant  John  ?— 
Triumphant  death,  smear'd  with  captivity  '.* 
Young  Talbot* 8  valour  makes  me  smile  at  thee : 
When  he  perceived  me  shrink,  and  on  my  knee, 
His  bloody  sword  he  brandish'd  over  me, 
And,  like  a  hungry  lion,  did  commence 
Eoi:^h  deeds  of  rage,  and  stem  impatience ; 
But  when  my  anjgry  guardant  stood  alone. 
Tendering  my  rum,t  and  assail'd  of  none, 
'"*        yedfur         '  -^       - 


j^xA^v^ved  fury,  and  great  rage  of  heart, 
Suddenly  made  nim  from  my  side  to  start 
Into  the  clustering  battle  of  the  French ; 
And  in  that  sea  of  blood  my  boy  did  drench 
His  overmounting  spirit;  and  there  died 
My  Icarus,  my  blossom,  in  his  pride. 

Snter  Soldiers,  hearing  the  Body  cf  John  TaLBOT. 

Serv.  O  my  dear  lord !  lo,  where  your  son  is  borne ! 

Tal.  Thou  antic  death,  which  laugh'st  us  here  to  soom. 
Anon,  from  thy  insulting  tyranny, 
Ck)upied  in  bonds  of  perpetuity. 
Two  TalbotSj  winged  through  tne  lither  J  sky, 
In  thy  despite,  shall  *scape  mortality.— 
O  thou  whose  wounds  bwome  hard-favour*d  death, 
Speak  to  thy  father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath: 
Brave  death  by  speaking,  whether  he  will,  or  no ; 
Imafipne  him  a  Irenchman,  and  thy  foe. — 
Poor  boy !  he  smiles,  methmks ;  as  who  should  say- 
Had  death  been  French,  then  death  had  died  to^y. 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms ; 
My  spirit  can  no  longer  bear  these  harms. 
Soldiers,  adieu !  I  have  what  I  would  have, 
Now  my  old  arms  are  young  John  Talbof  s  grave,  [Dies. 

Alarums,  JBxewnt  Soldiers  and  Servant,  leaving  the  two  Bodies, 
Enter  Chables,  ALBN90N,  BuBGUNDY,  Bastabd,  La  Prr- 
CBLU^  and  Forces, 

Char,  Had  York  and  Somerset  brought  rescue  in, 
We  should  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this. 

«  stained  and  dishonoured  with  captivity, 
t  Watching  me  with  tenderness  in  my  fall.  t  Yielding. 

I  2 
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5<M<.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbofs^  ragmg  wood,* 
Did  flesh  Ms  puny  sword  in  Irenohmen's  blood ! 

Puc.  Once  I  encountered  him.  and  thus  I  said, 
T%ou  maiden  youths  he  vcm^tMKd  hy  a  maid  .* 
But— with  a  proud,  majestical  high  scorn, — 
He  answer'd  thus ;  Young  Talbot  was  not  bom 
To  he  the  pillage  of  a  giglotf  wench : 
So,  rushing  in  the  bowels  of  the  Prenoh, 
He  left  me  proudly  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bttr.  Doubtless,  he  would  have  made  a  noble  knight : 
See,  where  he  lies  inhersed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  most  bloody  nurser  of  his  harms. 

Bast,  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  asunder ; 
Whose  life  was  England's  glory,  Gallia's  wonder. 

Char.  O,  no ;  forbear :  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 

Unter  SiE  WiLtlAM  LucY,  attended;  a  French  Eerald 
preceding, 

iMcy,  Herald, 
Conduct  me  to  the  Dauphin's  tent ;  to  know 
Who  hath  obtain'd  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Char.  On  what  submissive  message  art  thou  sent  ? 

Zticy.  Submission,  Dauphin  ?  'tis  a  mere  Prench  word; 
We  English  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  pri«>ner8  thou  hast  ta'en, 
And  to  survey  the  boiues  of  the  dead. 

Char.  For  prisoners  a^'st  thou  ?  hell  our  prison  is. 
But  tell  me  Mlhom  thou  seek'st. 

Lucy.  Wh^  is  the  great  Alcides  of  the  field. 
Valiant  lord  Talbot,  earl  of  Shrewsbury  ? 
Created,  for  his  rare  success  in  arms. 
Great  earl  of  Washford,  Waterford,  and  Valence ; 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig  and  XJrchingfield, 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere.  lord  Verdun  of  Alton, 
Lord  Cromwell  of  Wingfield,  lord  Pumival  of  SheflSeld. 
The  thrice  victorious  lord  or  iPalconbridge ; 
Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  Saint  George, 
Worthy  saint  Michael,  and  the  golden  fleece ; 
Great  mareschal  to  Henry  the  sixth. 
Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France  ? 

Puc.  Here  is  a  silly  stately  style  indeed !  v 

The  Turk,  that  two  and  fif^  km{^ms  hsi^ 
Writes  not  so  tedious  a  style  as  this. — 
Him,  that  thou  magnifiest  with  all  these  titles, 
Stinking,  and  fly- blown,  lies  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucv.  Is  Talbot  slain ;  the  Frenchmen's  only  scourge^ 
Your  kingdom's  terror  and  black  Nemesis  ? 
O.  were  mine  eye-balls  into  bull^  tum'd, 
Tnat  I,  in  rage,  might  shoot  them  at  your  faces ! 
O,  that  I  could  but  call  these  dead  to  Wd\ 

*  Mad*  t  Wanton. 
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It  were  enough  to  fright  the  reahn  of  Franoe : 

Were  but  his  picture  left  vnong  you  here, 

It  would  amaze*  the  proudest  of  you  all. 

Give  me  their  bodies ;  that  I  may  bear  them  hence, 

And  give  them  burial  as  beseems  their  worth. 

Fuc,  I  think,  this  upstart  is  old  Talbot's  ghost," 
He  roeaks  with  such  a  proud  commanding  spirit. 
For  God's  sake,  let  him  have  'em ;  to  keep  fliem  here, 
They  would  but  stink,  and  putrefy  the  air. 

Char,  Go,  take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucjf.  Ill  bear  them  hence : 
But  from  their  ashes  shall  be  rear'd 
A  phoenix  that  shall  make  all  France  afeard. 

Char,  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  'em  what  thou  wilt. 
And  now  to  Paris,  in  this  conquering  vein ; 
All  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  Mbot  's  slain.  IJCa  ettnt. 


ACT  V. 

8CENJS  L'-London,    A  Moom  in  the  Palace, 
JEnter  KlNG  Hbioit,  Glostbb,  and  ExETBB. 

K,  Ben,  Have  you  perused  the  letters  from  the  pope, 
The  emperor,  and  the  earl  of  Armagnao  ? 

Qlo.  I  have  my  lord;  and  their  intent  is  this, — 
They  humbly  sue  unto  your  excellence. 
To  have  a  godly  peace  concluded  of. 
Between  the  reauns  of  England  and  of  France. 

K,  Hen.  How  doth  your  grace  aflfect  their  motion  ? 

Qlo,  Well,  my  good  lord ;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  stop  effusion  of  our  Christian  blood. 
And  'stablish  quietness  on  every  side. 

K,  JSen.  Ay,  marry,  uncle ;  for  I  always  thought. 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural. 
That  such  immahity  f  and  bloody  strife 
Should  rei^  among  professors  of  one  faith. 

Glo,  Beside,  my  lord,— the  sooner  to  effect. 
And  surer  bind,  tnis  knot  of  amity,— 
The  earl  of  Armagnao— neair  knit  to  Charles, 
A  man  of  j^reat  authority  in  France,— 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  your  grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  sumptuous  dowry. 

K,  Men,  Marriage,  imcle !  alas !  my  years  are  young ; 
And  fitter  is  my  study  and  my  books. 
Than  wanton  cUilliance  with  a  paramour. 
Tet,  call  the  ambassadors ;  anc^  ^  you  please, 
So  let  them  have  tbsii  answers  every  one ; 

.  *  Confotm^  -^  Barbarity,  savageness. 
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I  shall  be  well  oontent  with  any  choioe. 
Tends  to  Grod's  glory,  and  my  oountry^s  weal 

JStUer  a  Lbgatb,  and  two  Ambassadobs,  with  WiKCHSSTEB, 
in  a  Cardinals  habit 

Sxe,  What !  is  my  lord  of  Winchester  install'd, 
And  caU'd  unto  a  cardinal's  degree ! 
Then,  I  perceive,  that  will  be  verified, 
Henry  the  fifth  did  sometime  prophesy,— 
J^onoe  he  come  to  he  a  cardincU, 
Me' II  make  his  eap  oo-equal  with  the  crown, 

K.  Hen,  My  lords  ambassadors,  your  several  suits 
Have  been  consider'd  and  debated  on. 
Your  purpose  is  both  good  and  reasonable : 
And,  tnereforcL  are  we  certainly  resolved 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace ; 
Which,  by  my  lord  of  Winchester,  we  mean 
Shall  be  traui^rted  presently  to  Prance. 

Qlo,  And  for  the  profiler  of  my  lord  your  master,— 
I  have  informed  his  hishness  so  at  large, 
As— likmg  of  the  lady^s  virtuous  rifts, 
Her  beaufy.  and  the  value  of  her  dower,— 
He  doth  intend  she  shall  be  England's  queen. 

K,  Hen,  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  contr&ct, 
Bear  her  this  jewel  [To  the  Amb.],  pledge  of  my  afiection. 
And  so,  my  lord  protector,  see  them  guarded, 
And  safely  brought  to  Dover ;  where,  inshipp'd, 
Commit  tnem  to  the  fortune  of  the  sea, 

IJSxeunt  King  Henby  and  Train;  Glostsb,  Exeteb, 
and  Ambabsadobs, 

Win,  Stf^,  my  lord  lesate ;  yon  shall  first  receive 
The  sum  of  money,  which  I  promised 
Should  be  deliverd  to  his  holiness, 
For  dothine  me  in  these  grave  ornaments. 

Zea,  I  wul  attend  upon  your  lordship's  leisure. 

Win,  Now,  Winchester  will  not  submit,  I  trow. 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudest  peer. 
Humplurey  of  Gloster,  thou  shalt  well  perceive, 
That  neither  in  birth,  or  for  authority. 
The  Dishop  will  be  overborne  by  thee : 
I'll  either  make  thee  stoop,  and  bend  thy  kneei 
Or  sack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  {JExeunt 

8CIINI!  II,-—JSkrance,    Plains  in  Anjou, 

Enter  Chable8»  Bubgundy,  ALEN90K,  La  Pugelle,  anfi 
Forces  marching. 

Char,  These  news,  my  lords,  may  cheer  our  drooimig  spirits : 
'Tis  said,  the  stout  Parisians  do  revolt, 
And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 

Alen,  Then  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles  of  PrazMse, 
And  keep  not  back  your  powers  m  dalliance. 
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JVfc.  Peace  be  amongst  them,  if  th^  turn  to  as ; 
"Eiae,  tmn  oombat  with  their  palaoes ! 

JShUer  a  Messbngbb. 

Me98.  Suocess  unto  our  valiant  general. 
And  happiness  to  his  accomplices ! 

dor.  What  tidings  send  our  scouts  ?  I  pr'ythee,  speak, 

Mess.  The  English  army^  that  divided  was 
Into  two  parts,  is  now  conjoined  in  one ; 
And  i^eans  to  give  you  battle  presently. 

Char.  Somewhat  too  sudden,  sirs,  the  warning  is ; 
But  we  will  presently  provide  for  them. 

Bitr,  I  tnwt,  the  wiost  of  Talbot  is  not  there ; 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

iVec.  Of  all  base  passions,  fear  is  most  accursed  r— 
Command  the  conquest,  Charles,  it  shall  be  thine; 
Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Char,  Then  on,  my  lords;  And  France  be  fortunate!  iJSxevni'. 

SCEim  IIL— The  same.    JBefore  Angiers. 
\Man»m$r  JSxcursions.    JS'w^er  La  PiTOELLE. 

Puc,  The  regent  conquer^  and  the  Prenchmen  fly.— 
Now  hdlp,  je  cnarmihg  spells,  and  periapts ;  * 
And  ye  choice  spirits  tnat  admonish  me. 
And  give  me  signs  of  future  accidents  I  [  Thunder, 

You  speedy  helpers,  that  are  substitutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  north,t 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprize ! 

JBSnter  Mends, 

This  speedy  quick  appearance  argues  proof 

Of  your  accustomM  caKgence  to  me. 

Now,  ye.fa.miUar  spirits,  that  are  cull'd 

Out  of  ttie  powerful  regions  under  earth,' 

Help  me  this  once,  that  Prance  may  get  the  field. 

•  [They  walh  abouif  and  spea^  noU 

O,  hold  me  not  with  silence  over-long ! 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
111  lop  a  member  oflf,  and  give  it  you. 
In  earnest  of  a  further  benefit ; 
80  you  do  condescend  to  help  me  now. — 

[They  hang  their  heads^ 
No  hope  to  have  redress  ?— My  body  shall 
Pay  recompense,  if  you  will  grant  my  suit. 

{,TJiey  shake  their  heads. 
Cannot  my  body,  nor  blood-sacrifice. 
Entreat  you  to  ycur  wonted  furtherance  ? 

*  Charms  sewed  up  and  worn  about  the  neck, 
t  Zimfcmai^  Jtincwdtvil^of  the  northern. . 
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Then  take  my  soul ;  my  body,  soul,  and  slL 

Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil        ITke^f  depart 

8ee !  they  forsakke  me.    Now  the  time  is  come, 

That  Fnmce  must  vail*  her  lof^-plumed  crest. 

And  let  her  head  fall  into  Englancrs  lap. 

My  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak, 

And  hell  too  strong  for  me  to  buckle  with : 

Now,  France,  thy  glory  droopeth  to  the  dust  [Sxit. 

Alarums,  Enter  French  ai$d  English,  figUing,  La  PttceLLB 
and  YOEK  Jight  hand  to  hand,  hk  PUCELLB  is  taken.  Ths 
French  fly, 

York,  Damsel  of  Franco,  I  think.  I  have  you  Dost : 
Unchain  your  spirits  now  with  spelling  charms. 
And  try  if  th«y  can  gain  your  Hberty.— 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  for  the  devil's  grace ! 
See,  how  the  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows, 
As  if,  with  Circe,  she  would  change  my  shape. 

Puc,  Changed  to  a  worser  shape  thou  canst  not  be. 

York,  O,  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proi)er  man ; 
No  shape  but  his  can  please  your  dainty  eve. 

Fuc,  A  pktguing  mischief  fight  on  Charles,  and  thee ! 
And  may  you  both  be  suddenly  surprised 
By  bloody  hands,  in  sleeping  on  your  beds  \ 

York.  Fell,  banningf  na« !  enchantress,  hold  thy  tongue. 

Puc,  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  curse  a  while. 

York,  Curse,  miscreant,  when  thou  comest  to  the  stake. 

\_Exeunt„ 

Alarums,    Enter  Stjtfolk,  leading  in  Ladt  MABaAlUBT. 

Sufi'.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  prisoner.  iOazes  on  her, 

0  fe&est  beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly ; 

For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverent  hands, 
And  la^  them  gently  on  thy  tender  side. 

1  kiss  these  fingers  \_Kissing  her  hand]  for  eternal  peace : 
Who  art  thou  ?  say,  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar,  Margaret  my  name ;  and  daughter  to  a  king^ 
The  king  of  Naples,  whosoe'er  thou  art. 

Si^,  An  earl  I  am,  and  Suffolk  am  I  call'd. 
Be  not  offended,  nature's  miracle. 
Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me : 
So  doth  the  swan  her  downy  cygnets  save, 
Keei)ing  them  prisoners  underneath  her  wings. 
Yet,  if  this  servile  usage  once  offend, 
Co,  and  be  firee  again  as  Suffolk's  fnend. 

[She  turns  away  as  going, 
O,  stay !— I  have  no  poww  to  let  her  pass ; 
My  hand  would  free  ner,  but  my  heart  say»— no. 
As  plays  the  sun  upon  me  glassy  streams, 

*  Lower.  t  To  ban  it  to  curie* 
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Twinkling  another  oount^eited  beam, 
So  seems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  speak : 
ril  call  for  pen  and  ink.  and  write  my  mind : 
Fie,  De  la  Poole !  disable  not  thyself  ;• 
Hast  not  a  tongue  ?  is  she  not  here  thy  prisoner  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  ^Minted  at  a  woman's  sight  P 
Ay ;  beauty's  princely  majesty  is  such, 
Ck)nfounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  the  senses  rough. 

Mar.  Say,  earl  of  Suffolk^— if  thy  name  be  so, — 
What  ransom  must  I  pay  before  I  pass  ? 
For,  I  perceive,  I  am  tny  prisoner. 

Sitff.  How  canst  thou  tell,  she  wiU  deny  thy  suit, 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  ner  love  ?  [Aside, 

Mar,  Why  speak'st  thou  not  ?  what  ransom  must  I  pay  ? 
Sujf,  She's  beautiful :  and  therefore  to  be  woo'd : 
She  is  a  woman ;  therefore  to  be  won.  [Aiide, 

Mar,  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ransom,  yea>  or  no  P 
Si^ff'.  Fond  man !  remember,  that  thou  hast  a  wife ; 
Then  how  can  Marraret  be  iky  paramour  ?  [Aside, 

Mar,  I  were  best  leave  him.  for  he  will  not  hear. 
8wf.  There  all  is  marr'd ;  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 
3£ari  He  talks  at  random ;  sure,  the  man  is  mad. 
Suff,  And  yet  a  dispensation  may  be  had. 
Mar,  And  ^et  I  would  that  you  would  answer  me. 
Sttf.  I'll  win  this  lady  Margaret.    For  whom  ? 
Why,  formy  king :  Tush !  thaf  s  a  wooden  thing.t 
t  is  some  carpentcar. 
ly  be  satisfiea, 
en  these  realms, 
in  that  too : 
3  king  of  Naples, 
ret  is  ne  poor, 

the  matcn.  [Aside, 

Lre  you  not  at  leisure  ? 
I  they  ne'er  so  much : 
luickly  yield. — 
jveal. 

nthrall'd  P  he  seems  a  knight. 
lOur  me.  lAside, 

sten  what  I  say. 
escued  by  the  French ; 
is  courtesy.  [Aside, 

S^ff',  Sweet  madam,  rave  me  hearing  in  a  cause 

Mar,  Tusfi!  women  nave  been  captivate  ere  now.        [Aside, 
Suff,  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  so  P 
Mar,  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  <mid  for  quo, 
Suff,  Sav,  gentle  princess,  would  you  not  suppose 
Tour  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  queen  ? 

*  Do.]iot  represent  fhyaelf  so  weak. 

t  A  dUBoalt  business.  t  Love. 
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Jlf(zr.  To  be  a  queen  in  bondage,  is  more  vile 
Than  is  a  slave  in  base  servility ; 
For  princes  should  be  free. 

Suff.  And  80  shall  joxl 
If  happy  England's  royal  king  be  free. 

Mar.  Why,  \diatoonc6msms  freedom  unto  me  P 

Suff.  ru  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry's  queen ; 
To  nut  a  golden  sceptre  in  thy  hand. 
And  set  a  precious  (nrown  upon  thy  head. 
If  thou  wilt  condeecend  to  Be  my 

Mar.  What? 

iSf#.  His  love. 

Mar.  1  am  unworthy  to  be  Henry's  wife. 

Si^.  No.  ^ntle  maoam ;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  so  laar  a  dame  to  be  his  wife, 
And  have  no  portion  in  tiie  dbxAoe  myself. 
How  say  you,  madam ;  are  you  so  content  ? 

Mar.  An  ii  my  D&ther  pl^ise^  I  am  content. 

St{f,  Then  call  our  captains,  and  our  colours  forth: 
And.  madam,  at  your  fauier's  castle  walls 
We'll  crave  a  parley,  to  confer  with  him.  [  TVoops  come  foncard, 

A  Parley  eownded.    MUer  Beionieb,  on  the  walls.' 

Si^.  See,  Beignier,  see,  thy  daughter  priscmer. 

Selg.  To  whom? 

Si^.  To  toe. 

Itelg.  Suffolk,  what  remedy  ? 
I  am  a  soldier ;  and  unapt  to  weep. 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  fickleness. 

8i^.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  lord : 
Consent  (and  for  ^f  honour  sive  consent). 
Thy  daughter  shall  be  wedded  to  my  king ; 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  mereto; 
And  this  her  easy-held  imprisonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  hberty. 

Iteig.  Si>eaks  Suffolk  as  ne  thinks? 

Suff.  Fair  Margaret  knows. 
That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,*  or  feign. 

£eig.  TJpon  thy  princely  warrant,  I  descend. 
To  give  thee  answer  of  thy  just  demand.      lEsnt,  from  the  wallsk 

Si(ff^  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  coming. 

Trumpets  eownded,    JEhder  B*XIGNIEB,  helow, 

lUig.  Welcome,  brave  eari,  into  our  territories; 
Command  in  Ainpu  what  vour  honour  pleases. 

8^.  Thanks,  Keignier,  happy  for  so  sweet  a  child. 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  with  a  king  : 
What  answer  makes  your  ^raoe  unto  my  suit  ? 

Heig.  Since  tiu>u  dost  deign  to  woo  h^  little  worth, 
To  be  the  princely  bride  of  sudi  a  lord ; 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Ei^oy  mine  own,  the  oounty  Maine,  and  Anjou, 

*  Flaj  fhe  h'jrpocrite. 
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Pree  &om  oppression,  or  the  stfbke  of  imr, 
My  daus^ter  shall  be  Henry's,  if  he  please. 

Siffff^,  That  is  her  ransom,  I  deliver  her ; 
And  those  two  counties,  I  will  undertake, 
Your  grace  shall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Seig.  And  I  agaiuyr-in  Henry^  zoyal  name. 
As  deputy  unto  that  gracious  km^. 
Give  thee  her  hand,  tot  sign  of  piloted  faith. 

Svff^.  Beignier  of  Erance,  I  ^ve  Idiee  kingly  thanks. 
Because  this  is  in  traffic  of  a  lung : 
And  yet^  methink^  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  nun^  own  attorney  in  this  casa  [Agide. 

m  over  then  to  England  with  this  news, 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  solemnized ; 
So,  farewell,  lEteignier !    Set  this  diamond  safe 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes. 

MeM.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Christian  prince,  king  Henry,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  I^rewell,  my  lordJ    Good  wishes,  praise,  and  prayers, 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret.  [  Going* 

\  &#  Farewell,  sweet  madam  I    But  hark  you,  Margaret ; 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  king  ? 

McMT,  Such  commendations  as  become  a  maid, 
A  virdiLand  his  servant  say  to  him. 

S^ir'  tr^ds  sweetly  pkoed  and  modestly  directed. 
But.  madam,  I  must  trouble  you  again,— « 
No  loving  token  to  his  majes^  ? 

McMT.  Yes,  my  good  lord :  a  pure  unspotted  heart, 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  send  the  king. 

Svff",  And  this  withaL  IKisfes  her. 

Mar,  That  for  tiivself;— I  will  not  so  presume, 
To  send  such  peevish*  tokens  to  a  king. 

[JEweunt  Bbigkibb  and  MasOABET. 

St^,  0,  wert  thou  for  myself !— Bu^  Suffolk,  stay ; 
Thou  mayst  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth; 
There  Mmotaurs,  and  ug^  treasons,  lurk. 
Solicit  Henry  with  her  wondrous  praise : 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  surmount ;  i 
Mad,t  natural  graces  that  extinguish  art; 
Bepeat  their  semblance  often  on  l^e  seas, 
That,  when  thou  com*st  to  kneel  at  Henry's  feet, 
Thou  mayst  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.  [Exit 

8CEKE  rr,-^Camfp  of  the  Duke  qf  Yoke,  in  Anjou» 
JEnter  YOEK,  "Wabwick,  cmd  others. 
York.  Bring  forth  that  sorceress,  oond^nn'd  to  bum, 

Unter  La  Pucelle,  guarded^  and  a  Skbfhebd. 
Shep,  Ah,  Joan !  this  kills  thy  fether's  heart  outrig^ !  -     ' 
Have  I  sought  every  country  far  and  near,  ^ 

.*  Childish.      ^  t  Wild. 
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And,  now  it  is  my  chanoe  to  find  thee  out, 
Must  I  behold  thy  timeless*  cruel  death  ? 
Ah,  Joan,  sweet  daughter  Joan,  Til  die  with  thee ! 

Piec.  Decrepit  miser  If  base  ignoble  wretch ! 
I  am  descended  of  a  gentler  blood ; 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  M^id,  of  mine. 

Shev,  Out,  out ! — ^My  lords,  an  please  you,  'tis  not  so ; 
I  did  begdt  her,  all  the  parish  knows : 
Her  mother  liyeth  yel^  can  testify, 
She  was  the  first  fruit  of  my  bachelorship. 

War,  Graceless !  wilt  thou  deny  thr  parentage  ? 

York,  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  be^i ; 
Wicked  and  vile ;  and  so  her  death  concludes. 

Shep.  Fie,  Joan !  that  thou  wilt  be  so  obstacle  I J 
God  knows,  thou  art  a  collop  of  my  flesh ; 
And  for  thy  sake  have  I  shed  many  a  tear : 
Deny  me  not,  I  prithee,  gentle  Joan. 

Puc,  Peasant,  avaunt  !~You  have  subom'd  this  man. 
Of  purpose  to  obscure  my  noble  birth. 

Sliep,  'Tis  true,  I  gave  a  noble  to  the  priest, 
The  mom  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  mother.— 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  blessing,  good  m^r  girL 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop  ?  Now  cursed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity !  I  would^  the  milk 
Thy  mother  ^ve  thee,  wnen  thou  suck'dst  her  breasl^ 
Haid  been  a  little  ratsb^ie,  for  thy  sake ! 
Or  else  when  thou  didst  keep  my  lambs  a^field, 
I  wish  some  ravenous  wolf  had  eaten  thee ! 
Dost  thou  deny  thy  father,  cursed  drab  ? 
O,  bum  her.  bum  ner ;  hanging  is  too  ^ood.  f  "E^U 

York.  Take  her  away ;  for  she  hath  hved  too  long, 
To  fill  the  world  with  vicious  quahties. 

Pue,  First,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  condemned : 
Not  me  begotten  of  a  shepherd  swain. 
But  issued  from  the  progeny  of  kings ; 
Virtuous  and  holy ;  chosen  from  above, 
By  inspiration  of  celestial  grace. 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth. 
I  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  roirits : 
But  you, — ^that  are  polluted  with  your  lusts. 
Stained  with  the  guiltless  blood  of  innocents, 
Conrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thousand  vices,— 
Because  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have, 
You  judge  it  straight  a  thing  impossible 
To  compass  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 
No,  misconceived !  §  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy. 
Chaste  and  immaculate  in  every  thought ; 
Whose  maiden  blood,  tlius  rigwously  effused. 
Will  cry  tot  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heaven. 

*  Untiinely.  t  Miserable  creature. 

t  Obstinate  S  MiseonceiTcra 
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York*  Ay,  ay ;— away  with  her  to  execution. 

War,  And  nark  ye.  sirs ;  beoause  she  is  a  maid. 
Spare  for  no  ^Rgots,  let  there  be  enough : 
Place  barrels  ofpitch  upon  the  £e^  stake, 
That  so  her  torture  may  be  shortened. 

Fuc,  Will  nothing  turn  jrour  unrelenting  hearts  P— 
Then,  Joan,  disoover  thine  infirmity  j 
That  warranteth  by  law  to  be  thy  pnvilega— 
I  am  with  child,  ye  bloody  homiddes : 
Murder  not  then  the  fruit  within  my  wcmib^ 
Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

TorJc.  Now  heaven  forfend !  the  holy  maid  with  child  ? 

War.  The  ^preatest  miracle  that  e'er  ye  wrought : 
Is  all  your  strict  predseness  come  to  tins  ? 

York.  She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  juggling : 
1  did  imarine  what  would  be  her  reftice. 

War.  Well,  go  to ;  we  will  have  no  Dastards  live; 
EspeciaUy,  since  Charles  must  father  it. 

Puc,  Tou  are  deceived ;  my  child  is  none  of  his ; 
It  was  AlenQon,  that  enjoy'd  my  love. 

York.  AlenQon,  that  notorious  Madiiavel ! 
It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thousand  lives. 

Pkc.  O,  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you ; 
'Twas  neither  Charles,  nor  yet  the  duke  I  named, 
But  Beignier,  kins  of  Naples,  that  prevailed. 

War.  A  married  man !  tiiaf  s  most  intolerable. 

York.  Why,  here's  a  girl !  I  think,  she  knows  not  well. 
There  were  so  many,  whom  she  may  accuse. 

War.  If  s  sign,  she  hath  been  liberal  and  free. 

York.  And,  yet,  forsooth,  she  is  a  virgin  pure.—' 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  bral^  and  thee : 
Use  no  entreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Puo.  Then  lead  me  hence ;— with  whom  I  leave  my  curse : 
May  never  glorious  sun  reflex  his  beams 
Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode ! 
But  darkness  and  the  gloomy  shade  of  death 
Environ  you ;  till  mischief,  and  despair. 
Drive  you  to  break  your  nocks,  or  hang  yourselves ! 

\Exii,  guardetL 

York.  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  consume  to  ashes, 
Thou  foul  accursed  minister  of  hell ! 

Snter  Cabdinal  Beaufobt,  attended. 

Car.  Lord  regent,  I  do  greet  your  excellence 
With  letters  of  commission  from  the  king. 
For  know,  my  lords,  the  states  of  Christendom, 
Moved  with  remorse*  of  these  outrageous  broils, 
Have  earnestly  implored  a  general  peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  the  aspirins  French ; 
And  here  at  hand  the  Dauphin,  and  his  train, 
Approacheth,  to  confer  about  some  matter. 

*  Compassioiu 
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York,  Is  all  our  travail  tum'd  to  this  eflfect  ? 
After  the  slaug^hter  of  so  many  peen 


So  many  captains,  gentlemen,  and  sol 
That  in  this  guarrel  have  been  overthrown. 
And  sold  their  bodies  for  their  country's  benefit, 
Shall  we  at  last  conclude  effeminate  peace  ? 
Have  we  not  lost  most  part  of  all  the  towns, 
By  treason,  falsehood,  and  by  treachery, 
Ourgreat  progenitors  had  conquered  ?— 
O.  Warwick,  Warwick  1  I  foresee  with  grief 
The  utter  loss  of  all  the  realm  of  France. 

War,  Be  patient,  York :  If  we  conclude  a  peaco, 
It  shall  be  with  such  strict  and  severe  covenants 
As  Uttle  shall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Sn^  Chaeles,  attended;  ALEN90N,  Bastaed,  EEiaNiEB, 
and  others. 

Char.  Since,  lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed. 
That  peaceful  truce  shall  be  proclaimed  in  France, 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  yourselves 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  must  be. 

York.  Speak,  Winchester ;  for  boiling  choler  chokes 
The  hollow  passage  of  my  poison'd  voice, 
By  sight  of  these  our  baleml  enemies. 

Win.  Charles,  and  the  rest,  it  is  enacted  thus : 
That—in  regard  king  Henry  gives  consent, 
Of  mere  compassion,  and  of  lenity. 
To  ease  your  country  of  distressful  war. 
And  suffer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  peace,— 
You  shall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  crown  2 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  swear 
To  pay  him  tribute,  and  submit  thyself 
Thou  shalt  be  placed  as  viceroj  under  him. 
And  still  enjoy  thv  regal  digmty. 

Alen.  Must  he  be  then  as  shsMlow  of  himself? 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  coronet : 
And  ^et,  in  substance  and  authority, 
Retam  but  privilege  of  a  private  man  ? 
Tlius  proffer  is  absurd  and  reasonless. 

Char.  Tis  known  already  that  I  am  possess'd 
With  more  than  half  the  Gallian  territories, 
And  therein  reverenced  for  their  lawful  king 
Shall  I.  for  lucre  of  the  rest  unvanquish'd. 
Detract  so  much  from  that  prerogative, 
As  to  be  call'd  but  viceroy  of  the  whole  ? 
No,  lord  ambassador :  ril  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more, 
Be  cast  from  possibility  of  alL 

York.  Instating  Charles !  hast  thou  by  secret  meant 
Used  intercession  to  obtain  a  league ;  ^^, 

And,  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromise, 
8tand'st  thou  aloof  upon  comparison  ? 
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Either  accept  the  title  thou  usurp^st, 
Of  benefit*  proceeding  from  our  Jung, 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  desert, 
Or  we  wiU  plague  thee  with  incessant  wars. 

Beig.  My  l<»*d,  you  do  not  well  in  obstinacy  ^ 

To  cavil  in  the  course  of  this  oontr^t : 
If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one. 
We  shall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

Alen.  To  say  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy, 
To  save  your  subjects  from  such  massacre, 
And  ruthless  slaughters,  as  are  daily  seen 
By  our  proceeding  in  hostility : 
And  therefore  take  this  compact  of  a  truce. 
Although  you  break  it  when  your  pleasure  serves. 

[Atide,  to  Chables. 

War.  How  sa/st  thou,  Charles  ?  shall  our  condition  stand  ? 

Char,  It  shall; 
Only  reserved,  you  daim  no  interest 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  gajrrison. 

TorJc,  Then  swear  allegiance  to  his  mi^jesty ; 
As  thou  art  knight,  never  to  disobey, 
Nor  be  rebellious  to  the  crown  of  Enffland. 
Thou,  nor  thy  nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England.— 

[uQABLSS.  and  the  rest,  give  tokens  of  fealty. 
So,  now  dismiss  your  amur  when  ye  i^ease ; 
Hang  up  your  ensigns,  let  your  drums  be  fftill» 
Por  here  we  entertain  a  solemn  peace.  [Exeunt, 

8CBNJS  V,— -London,    A  Boom  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  KufQ  Hbkst,  in  conference  with  Suffolk  ;  Glosteb 
and  'ExSTLBS.  following, 

K,  Hen,  Your  wondrous  rare  description,  noble  earl, 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  astonish'd  me : 
Her  virtues,  graced  with  external  giffcs. 
Do  breed  love's  settled  passions  in  my  heart : 
And  hke  as  rigour  in  temi>estuous  gusts 
Provokes  the  mishtieet  hulk  against  the  tide ; 
So  am  I  driven,  d^  breath  of  her  renown. 
Either  to  suffer  smpwreck,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  frruition  of  her  love. 

Suff,  Tush!  my  good  lord!  this  superficial  tale 
Is  but  a  preface  of  her  worthy  praise : 
The  chief  perfections  of  that  lovely  dame 
(Had  I  sumcient  skill  to  utter  them) 
W oidd  make  a  volume  of  enticing  lines, 
Able  to  ravish  any  dull  conceit. 
And,  which  is  more,  she  is  not  so  divine. 
So  fdll  replete  with  choice  of  all  deUghts, 

*  **  Be  content  to  live  as  the  beneficiary  of  our  king^** 
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But,  with  as  humble  lowliness  of  mind, 
She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command ; 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chaste  intents. 
To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  lord. 

K.  Ken,  And  otherwise  will  Henry  ne'er  presume. 
Therefore,  my  lord  protector,  give  consent. 
That  Margaret  may  be  England's  vspk  queen. 

Gflo.  So  should  I  give  consent  to  datt^  sin. 
You  know,  my  lord,  your  highness  is  betrothed 
Unto  another  lady  of  esteem ; 
How  shall  we  then  dispense  wiih  that  contr&ct, 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach  ? 

^ff.  As  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawnil  oaths ; 
Or  one,  that,  at  a  triumph*  having  vow'd 
To  try  nis  strength,  forwiketh  yet  the  lists 
By  reason  of  his  adversary's  odds : 
A  poor  earl's  daughter  is  unequal  odds, 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  oobnoe. 

Qlo>  Wh^,  what  I  pray,  is  Margarot  more  than  that? 
-Her  father  is  no  better  than  an  ean, 
Although  in  glorious  titles  he  excel. 

/Sm#.  1  es.  my  Kood  lor<L  her  fattier  is  a  king, 
The  King  or  Naples,  and  Jerusalem ; 
And  of  such  great  authority  in  France, 
As  his  alHance  will  confirm  our  peace. 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

Qlo.  And  so  the  earl  of  Armagnac  may  do. 
Because  he  is  near  kinsman  unto  Charles. 

Mxe.  B^de,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  Uberal  dower ; 
While  Beignier  sooner  will  receive,  than  give. 

Saff,  A  dower,  my  lords !  disgrace  not  so  your  kin% 
That  he  should  oe  so  abject,  base,  and  poor, 
To  choose  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfect  love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  queen. 
And  not  to  seek  a  queen  to  make  him  rich: 
So  worthless  peasants  bargain  for  their  wives, 
As  market-men  for  oxen,  sheep,  or  horse. 
Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorneyship ; 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  grace  affects, 
Must  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed : 
And  therefqre,  lords,  since  he  affecto  her  most, 
It  most  of  all  these  reasons  bindeth  us. 
In  our  opinions  she  should  be  preferr'd. 
For  what  is  wedlock  forced^  but  a  hell, 
An  age  of  discord  and  connnual  strife  P 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  Idiss, 
And  is  a  pattern  of  celestialjpeaee. 
Whom  should  we  match,  with  Henry,  being  a  king, 
But  Margaret,  that  is  daughter  to  a  kmg  ? 
Her  peerless  feature,  joined  with  her  birth, 

*  PubUc  exhibition. 
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Approves  her  fit  for  none,  but  for  a  kin^ : 

Her  valiant  courage,  and  undaunted  spirit 

(More  than  in  women  commonly  is  seen), 

"Will  answer  our  hope  in  issue  or  a  king ; 

For  Henry,  son  unto  a  conqueror. 

Is  likely  to  beget  more  conquerors, 

If  with  a  lady  of  so  high  resolve. 

As  is  fair  Margaret,  he  be  link'd  in  love. 

Then  yield,  my  lords:  aM  here  conclude  with  me. 

That  Margaret  shall  be  queen,  and  none  but  she. 

K.  Hen.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report, 
My  noble  lord  of  Suffolk ;  or  for  that 
Mj^  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  passion  of  inflaming  love. 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  this  I  am  assured, 
I  feel  such  sharp  dissension  in  my  breast, 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear, 
As  I  am  sick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Ts^e,  therefore,  shipping;  post,  my  lord  to  France ; 
A«ree  to  any  covenants ;  and  procure 
That  lady  Alargaret  do  vouchsife  to  come 
To  cross  the  seas  to  England,  and  be  crown'd 
King  Henry's  faithful  and  stnointod  queen : 
For  your  expenses  and  sufficient  charge. 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 
Be  gone,  I  say ;  for,  till  you  do  return, 
I  r^  i)erpl6xea  with  a  tnousand  cares. — 
And  you,  good  uncle,  banish  all  offence : 
If  you  do  censure*  me  by  what  you  were. 
Not  what  you  are,  I  Imow  it  will  excuse 
This  sudden  execution  of  mv  will 
And  so  conduct  me,  where  from  company, 
I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grieC  [Exit 

Qlo,  Ay,  grief,  I  fear  me,  both  at  first  and  last. 

[Sxeunt  Glosteb  and  ExETEE; 

Suf,  Thus  Suffolk  hath  prevail'd:  and  thus  he  goes. 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece ; 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love. 
But  prosper  better  than  the  Trojan  did. 
Marwet  shall  now  be  queen,  and  rule  the  king ;      • 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  king,  and  realm.  lExil 

*  Judge. 


YOL,  UL 
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KING    HENRY    VL 


PEBSONS  EEPRESENTED. 


1 

\.\   (Tfthe 

>  King*a 


KING  HENRY  THE  SIXTH. 
HUMPHREY,  Duke  of  Gloster,  hit 

Uncle. 
CARDINAL  BEAUFORT,  BiMhopof 

Winehettert  Great  Uncle  to  the 

King. 
RICHARD  PLANTAGENET,  Duke 

of  York. 
EDWARD  and  RICH ARD,  Ats  5ofu. 
DUKE  OF  SOMERSET, 
DUKE  OF  SUFFOLK, 
DUKE    OF    BUCKING- 
HAM, >  King' 
LORD  CLIFFORD,  Partif, 
YOUNG  CLIFFORD,  his 

Son,  -^ 

EARL  OF  SALISBURY,     \  Cf  the 
EARL  OF  WARWICK/      /    York 

Faction. 
LORD  SCALES,  Governor  of  the 

Tower. 
LORD  SAY. 
SIR  HUMPHREY  STAFFORD,  and 

his  Brother. 
SIR  JOHN  STANLEY. 
A  SEA-CAPTAIN,  MASTER,  MAS- 

TER^S    MATE,    and    WALTER 

WHITMORE. 
TWO  GENTLEMEN,  Prisoners  with 

Suffolk 
A  HERALD.— VAUX. 


HUME   and    SOUTHWELL,    twi 

Priests. 
BOLIN6BROKE,  a  Conjurer. 
A  SPIRIT  raised  by  Bolingbroke. 
THOMAS  HORNER,  an  Armourer. 
PETER,  his  Man. 
CLERK  OF  CHATHAM. 
MAYOR  OF  ST.  ALBAN'S. 
SIMPCOX,  an  Impostor, 
TWO  MURDERERS. 
JACK  CADE,  a  Rebel. 
GEORGE,  JOHN,  DICK,  SMITH, 

the  Weaver,  MICHAEL,  &c.  his 

Followers. 
ALEXANDER   IDEK,     a   Kentish 

Gentleman, 


MARGARET,  Queen  to  King  Henry » 
ELEANOR,  Duchess  of  Gloster. 
MARGERY  JOURDAIN,  a  Witch. 
WIFE  TO  SIMPCOX. 


Lords,  Ladibs,  and  Attkxdants  ; 

PBTinOKKRS,  AlOBKXIBN,  RBbA- 

DLB,  Sheriff,  and  Opficbrs  ; 
Citizens,  'Pbbnticbs,  Falco- 
ners, Guards,  Soldibrs,  Mbs- 

SBNOBRS,  &c. 


Scene  ;  dispersedly  in  various  parts  of  England. 

ACT  I. 

SCENE  L—London,    J.  Boom  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

Flourish  of  Trumpets :  then  Sauthoys,  Bnter^  on  one  side. 
King  Heney,  JDuke  of  Gloster,  Salisbury,  "Warwick, 
a/nd  Cardinal  Beaufort  ;  on  the  other.  Queen  Margaret, 
led  in  by  SUFFOLK;  YoRK,  SOMERSET,  Buckingham,  and 
others,  foUovoing, 

X    Svff.  As  by  your  high  imperial  majesty, 
had  in  charge  at  my  depart  for  Franoe^ 
procurator  to  your  excelleno^ 
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To  marry  princess  Margaret  for  your  graoe ; 

So,  in  the  famous  ancient  city,  Tours,— 

In  presence  of  the  kin^  of  france  and  Sicil, 

The  dukes  of  Orleans,  CalabOT,  Bretaigne,  and  Alen^n, 

Seven  earls,  twelve  barons,  twenty  reverend  bishops, — 

I  have  i)erform'd  my  task,  and  was  espoused : 

And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee. 

In  sight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers, 

Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  aueen 

To  your  most  gracious  hands,  that  are  the  substance 

Of  that  great  shadow  I  did  represent ; 

The  happiest  gift  that  ever  marquis  ^vcl 

The  fairest  queen  that  ever  king  reoeivea. 

K.  Sen.  Suffolk,  arise.— Welcome,  queen  Margaret : 
I  can  express  no  kmder  sign  of  love. 
Than  this  kind  kiss.— O  Lord,  that  lends  me  life. 
Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulness ! 
Tar  thou  hast  {dven  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  world  of  earthly  blessings  to  my  soul. 
If  syiupathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

Q.  mar.  Great  king  of  England,  and  my  gracious  lord ; 
The  mutual  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had— 
By  day,  by  night ;  waking,  and  in  my  dreams ; 
In  courtly  company,  or  at  nay  beads, — 
With  you  mine  alder-Uefest*  sovereign, 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  salute  my  king 
With  ruder  terms ;  such  as  my  mt  affords, 
And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  minister. 

K.  Sen.  Her  sight  did  ravish :  but  her  graoe  in  speech, 
Her  words  y-clad  with  wisdom's  majesty. 
Makes  me,  from  wondering  fall  to  weeping  joys. 
Such  is  the  fhlness  of  my  heart's  content- 
Lords,  with  one  cheerAil  voice,  welcome  mv  love. 

AU.  Longtive  queen  Margaret,  England's  happiness ! 

CL  Mar.  We  thank  you  aU.  [Flourish, 

auf.  My  lord  protector,  so  it  please  your  graoe. 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contracted  peace. 
Between  our  sovereign  and  the  French  king  Charles, 
Per  eighteen  months  concluded  by  consent. 

do.  [JBea<2«].  ImprimiSw  It  it  agreed  between  the  French  King, 
Charles,  and  WilUcm  de  la  Poole,  marquis  of  S^otk,  ambas- 
sador for  Henrff,  King  of  England, — that  the  said  Henry  shall 
i^pouse  the  Lady  Margaret,  daughter  wUo  Keignier,  king  of 
Ifaples,  SiciUa,  and  Jerusalem  ;  and  crown  her  queen  of  England, 

ere  the  thirtieth  (^May  next  ensuing. ^Item, — That  the  dutchy 

of  Amou  and  the  county  of  Maine^  shaU  be  released  and  de- 
Uverea  to  the  king  her  father 

K.  Sen.  IJnole,  how  now  ? 

Olo.  Pardon  me,  gracious  lord ; 
Some  sudden  qualm  hath  struck  me  at  the  heart, 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 

*  Beloved  above  all  things.   . 
E2 
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K.  Sen,  Uncle  of  Winchester,  I  pray,  read  on. 

Win,  Item, — It  is  further  agreed  between  them^ — that  the 
dutchies  ofAnjou  and  Maine  shall  he  released  and  delivered  over 
to  the  king  her  father  /  and  she  sent  over  of  the  king  cf  Unglam^s 
ovm  proper  cost  and  charges^  toUhout  having  dowry, 

K.  Sen,  They  please  us  welL— Lord  marquis,  Imeel  down ; 
We  here  create  tnee  the  first  duke  of  Suffolk, 
And  ^rt  thee  with  the  sword.— 
Cousm  of  York,  we  here  discharge  your  grace 
From  being  regent  in  the  parts  of  ranee. 
Till  term  oi  eighteen  months  be  full  expired. — 
Thanks,  uncle  Winchester,  Gloster,  York,  and  Buckingham, 
Somerset.  Salisbury,  and  Warwick; 
We  thank  you  all  for  this  ^eat  favour  done. 
In  entertainment  to  my  princely  queen. 
Come,  let  us  in ;  and  with  all  speed  provide 
To  see  her  coronation  be  perform'd. 

\JSxewnt  ElNO,  QuBEN,  and  SUFFOLK. 

Qlo.  Brave  peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the  state. 
To  you  duke  Humphrey  must  unload  his  grief. 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What !  did  my  brother  Henry  spend  his  youth. 
His  valour,  com.  and  people  in  the  wars  ? 
Did  he  so  often  lodge  m  open  field. 
In  winter's  cold,  and  summer's  parching  heat, 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  inheritance  ? 
And  did  my  brother  Bedford  toil  his  wits, 
To  keep  by  poUcy  what  Henry  got  ? 
Have  you  yourselves,  Somerset,  Buckingham, 
Brave  York,  Salisbury,  and  victorious  Warwick, 
Beceived  deep  scars  in  France  and  Normandy  ? 
Or  hath  my  uncle  Beaufort,  and  myself. 
With  all  the  learned  counsel  of  the  realm. 
Studied  so  long,  sat  in  the  council-house. 
Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro 
How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe  ? 
And  hath  his  highness  in  his  infancy 
Been  crown'd  in  raris,  in  despite  of  foes  ? 
And  shall  these  labours,  and  these  honours  die  ? 
Shall  Henry's  conquest,  Bedford's  vigilance, 
Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  counsel,  die  ? 
O  peers  of  England,  shameful  is  this  l^ue ! 
Fatal  this  marriage,  cancelling  your  fame : 
Blotting  your  names  from  books  of  memory : 
Bazing  the  characters  of  your  renown ; 
Defacing  monuments  of  conquer'd  France ; 
Undoing  all.  as  all  had  never  been ! 

Car,  Nepnew,  what  means  this  passionate  discourse  ? 
This  peroration  with  such  circumstance  ?  * 
For  France,  'tis  ours ;  and  we  will  keep  it  still. 

Qlo.  Ay,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it  if  we  can ; 

•  circumstances  of  agrgravatlon. 
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But  now  it  is  impossible  we  should : 
Suffolk,  the  new  made  duke,  that  rules  the  roast. 
Hath  given  the  dutchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
Unto  the  poor  king  Eeignier,  whose  large  style 
Agrees  not  with  the  leanness  of  his  purse. 

Sal.  Now,  by  the  death  of  him  that  died  for  all, 
These  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy  :— 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  son  ? 

War.  For  grief  that  they  are  past  recovery : 
For,  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 
My  sword  should  shed  hot  blood,  nunc  eyes  no  tears. 
Anjou  and  Maine  !  myself  did  win  them  both ; 
Those  provinces  these  arms  of  mine  did  conquer : 
And  are  the  cities,  that  I  got  with  wounds, 
3)eUver*d  up  again  with  peaceful  words  ? 
Mort  Dieu  1 

York.  For  Suffolk's  duke— may  he  be  suffocate, 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  isle  ! 
France  should  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart, 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 
I  never  read  but  England's  kings  have  nad 
Large  sums  of  arold,  and  dowries  with  their  wives 
And  our  king  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Qlo.  A  proper  jest,  and  never  heard  before, 
That  Suffolk  should  demand  a  whole  fifteenth. 
For  costs  and  charges  in  transporting  her ! 
She  should  have  staid  in  France,  andf  starved  in  France, 
Before 

Car.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  now  you  grow  too  hot; 
It  was  the  pleasure  of  my  lord  the  king. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Winchester,  I  know  your  mind ; 
'Tis  not  my  speeches  that  you  do  mislike, 
But  'tis  my  presence  that  doth  trouble  you. 
Eancour  will  out :  Proud  prelate,  in  thy  face 
I  see  thv  fury :  if  I  longer  stay. 
We  shall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. — 
Lordings,  farewell;  and  say,  when  I  am  gone, 
I  prophesied— France  will  be  lost  ere  long.  [Exit, 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  protector  in  a  rage. 
'TIS  known  to  you  he  is  mine  enemy : 
Nay,  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all ; 
And  no  great  ftiend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  king. 
Consider,  lords,  he  is  the  next  of  blood. 
And  heir  apparent  to  the  English  crown ; 
Had  Henry  got  an  emjpire  by  nis  marriage. 
And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  west, 
There's  reason  he  snouloL  be  displeased  at  it. 
Look  to  it,  lords ;  let  not  his  smoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  hearts ;  be  wise,  and  circumspect^ 
What  though  the  common  people  favour  him. 
CalUnghim — Svmphrey,  the  good  duke  of  Q-loate^rs 
Clappmg  their  hands,  and  crying  with  loud  voice — 
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Jesu  maintain  your  royal  excellence  ! 
"With— G^orf  preserve  the  good  duke  Swnphrey  ! 
I  fear  me,  lords,  for  all  tlus  flattering  gloss, 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  protector. 

Buck.  Why  should  he  then  protect  our  sovereign, 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  hunself  ? — 
Cousin  of  Somerset,  join  you  with  me, 
And  all  together— with  the  duke  of  SuflTolk.— 
We'll  quickly  hoise  duke  Humphrey  from  nis  seat. 

Car,  This  weighty  business  will  not  brook  delay ; 
111  to  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  presently.  {Exit 

Som.  Cousin  of  Buckingham,  thou^  Humphrey's  pride. 
And  greatness  of  his  plaoe  be  grief  to  us, 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  cardinal ; 
His  insolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  beside ; 
If  Gloster  be  displaced,  he*ll  be  protector. 

Buck.  Or  thou,  or  I.  Somerset,  will  be  protector, 
Despight  duke  Humpnrey,  or  the  cardinal 

(Sxeunt  Bttceiitoham  and  SoMXSSBt. 

Sal.  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him. 
While  these  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment, 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 
I  never  saw  but  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloster 
Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman. 
Oft  have  I  seen  the  haughty  cardinal- 
More  like  a  soldier,  than  a  man  o'  the  church, 
As  stout  and  proud,  as  he  were  lord  of  all,— 
Swear  like  a  ruffian,  and  demean  himself 
Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common-weal.— 
Warwick,  mv  son,  the  comfort  of  my  age ! 
Thy  deeds,  thy  plainness,  and  thy  house-keepmg* 
Hath  won  the  greatest  favour  of  the  commons, 
Excepting  none  but  good  duke  Humphrey.— 
And,  brother  York,  tny  acts  in  Ireland, 
In  bringing  them  to  civil  discipline ; 
Thy  late  exploits,  done  in  the  heart  of  Prance^ 
When  thou  wert  regent  for  our  sovereign, 
Have  made  thee  feard,  and  honoured,  of  the  people  :— 
Join  we  together  for  the  pubHc  good ; 
In  what  we  can  to  bridle  and  suppress 
The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  carchnal, 
With  Somerset's  and  Buckingham's  ambition ; 
And,  as  we  may,  cherish  duke  Humphrey's  deeds. 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 

War,  So  God  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the  land. 
And  common  profit  of  his  country ! 

York.  And  so  says  York,  for  he  hath  greatest  cause. 

Sal.  Then  let's  make  haste  away,  and  look  unto  the  main* 

War.  Unto  the  main !  O  father^aine  is  lost ; 
That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did  win. 
And  would  nave  kept,  so  long  as  breath  did  last : 
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Main  ohaiio&  father,  you  meant;  but  I  meant  Maine; 
Which  I  will  vfia  from  Trance,  or  else  be  slain. 

IJExewd  Wabwick  and  SALISBURY. 
Torh  Anjou  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French; 
Paris  is  lost ;  the  state  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tiokle*  point,  now  they  are  gone : 
Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles ; 
The  peers  agreed ;  and  Henry  was  well  i^leas'd. 
To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  duke's  fair  daughter. 
I  cannot  blame  them  all ;  what  is't  to  them  F 
'Tis  thine  they  rive  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  xnake  cheap  pennyworths  of  their  pillage, 
And  purchase  friends,  and  give  to  courtezans, 
Still  revelling,  like  lords,  till  all  be  eone : 
"While  as  the  silly  owner  of  the  goods 
Weeps  over  them,  imd  rings  his  napless  hands, 
And  shakes  his  head,  and  trembling  stands  aloo4 
While  all  is  shared,  and  all  is  borne  away ; 
Beady  to  starve,  and  dare  not  touch  his  own. 
So  York  must  sit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongu& 
While  his  own  lands  are  bargain'd  for,  and  sold. 
Methinks,  the  reahns  of  England,  Fnmce,  and  Ireland, 
Bear  that  pro];)ortion  to  mv  flesh  and  blood. 
As  did  the  fal^l  brand  Althea  bum'd. 
Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Calydon,t 
Anjou  and  Maine,  both  given  unto  the  French ! 
Cold  news  for  me ;  for  I  had  hope  of  France, 
Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  soil 
A  day  will  come,  when  York  shall  claim  his  own ; 
And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Nevil's  parts, 
And  make  a  show  of  love  to  proud  duke  Humphrey, 
And,  when  I  spy  advantage,  claim  the  crown. 
For  thaf  s  the  golden  mark  I  seek  to  hit : 
Nor  shall  proud  Lancaster  usurp  my  right, 
Nor  hold  the  sceptre  in  his  childish  flst. 
Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head. 
Whose  church-like  humours  fit  not  for  a  crown. 
Then,  York,  be  still  awhile,  till  time  do  serve : 
Watch  thou,  and  wake,  when  others  be  asleep. 
To  pry  into  the  secrets  of  the  state ; 
Till  Henry,  surfeiting  in  joys  of  love. 
With  his  new  bride,  and  England's  dear-bought  queen. 
And  Humphrey  with  the  peers  be  fallen  at  jars : 
Then  will  I  raise  aloffc  the  nulk-white  rose. 
With  whose  sweet  smell  the  air  shall  be  perfum'd ; 
And  in  my  standard  bear  the  arms  of  York, 
To  erapple  with  the  house  of  Lancaster ; 
Ano^  force  perforde,  I'll  make  him  yield  the  crown. 
Whose  bookish  rule  hath  puU'd  fair  England  down,  [  ISxit 

*  For  tIcVtish.  t  Meleafrer. 
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SCENE  IL^The  same.    A  Room  in  the  DuJce  of  Glostek's 
Souse. 

Enter  Glosteb  and  the  DrCHESS. 

Dnch.  Why  droops  my  lord,  like  over-ripen'd  corn, 
Hanging  the  nead  at  Oere^lenteous  load  ? 
Whv  doth  the  great  duke  Humphrey  knit  his  brows. 
As  frowning  at  the  favours  of  the  world  ? 
Why  are  thme  eyes  fixed  to  the  sullen  earth, 
Gazmg  on  that  which  seems  to  dim  thy  sight  ? 
What  see'st  thou  there  ?  king  Henry's  diadem, 
Enchased  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world  ? 
If  so,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face, 
Untu  thv  head  be  circled  with  the  same. 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  gold: — 
What,  is't  too  short?  Til  lengthen  it  with  mine : 
And-  naving  both  together  heaVd  it  up, 
We'll  both  together  ufb  our  .heads  to  heaven ;        , 
And  never  more  abase  our  sight  so  low, 
As  to  vouchsafe  one  glance  unto  the  ground. 

Qlo.  O  Nell,  sweet  Nell,  if  thou  dost  love  thy  lord. 
Banish  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts: 
And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagme  ill 
Against  my  king  and  nephew,  virtuous  Henry, 
Be  my  last  breathing  in  this  mortal  world ! 
My  troublous  dream  this  night  doth  make  me  sad. 

Duch.  What  dream'd  my  lord  ?  tell  me,  «nd  Til  requite  it 
With  sweet  rehearsal  of  my  morning's  dream. 

Glo.  Methought,  this  staff,  mine  office-badge  in  court, 
Was  broke  in  twain,  by  whom,  I  have  forgot, 
But^  as  I  think,  it  was  by  the  cardinal ; 
And  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand 
Wereplaced  the  heads  of  Edmund  duke  of  Somerset, 
And  William  de  la  Poole  first  duke  of  Suffolk. 
This  was  my  dream ;  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

Duch.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  argument. 
That  he  that  breaks  a  stick  of  Gloster's  grove, 
Shall  lose  his  head  for  his  presumption. 
But  list  to  me,  my  Humphrey,  my  sweet  duke : 
Methought,  I  sat  in  seat  of  majesty. 
In  the  cathedral  church  of  Westminster, 
And  in  that  chair  where  kings  and  queens  are  crown'd ; 
Where  Henry,  and  dame  Margaret,  kneel'd  to  me. 
And  on  my  h^  did  set  the  diadem. 

Olo.  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  must  I  chide  outright : 
Presumptuous  dame,  ill-nurtured*  Eleanor ! 
Art  thou  not  second  woman  in  the  realm: 
And  the  protector's  wife,  beloved  of  him  ? 
Hast  thou  not  worldly  pleasure  at  command. 
Above  the  reach  or  compass  of  thy  thought  ? 

*  ni.edacated. 
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And  wilt  thou  still  be  hammering  treachery. 
To  tumble  down  thy  husband  and  thyself 
Prom  top  of  honour  to  disgrace's  feet  ? 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Duch.  What,  what,  my  lord !  are  you  so  choleric 
With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream  ? 
Next  time,  ril  keep  my  dreams  unto  myself, 
And  not  be  check'cL 

Olo.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleased  again. 

Enter  a  Messbngeb. 

Mesa.  My  lord  protector,  tis  his  highness'  pleasure, 
Ton  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  Saint  Albans, 
Whereas*  the  king  and  queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 
,    Qlo.  I  go. — Come,  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us? 

Duch,  Yes,  good  my  lord.  111  follow  presently. 

[ExewKt  Glosteb  cmd  Messenqeb. 
Follow  I  must,  I  cannot  go  before, 
While  Gloster  bears  this  base  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  man,  a  duke,  and  next  of  blood, 
I  would  remove  these  tedious  stumbling-blocks. 
And  smooth  my  way  upon  their  headless  necks : 
And,  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  slack 
To  play  my  part  in  fortune's  pageant. 
Where  are  you  there  ?  Sir  John !  f  nay,  fear  not,  man. 
We  are  alone ;  here  none  but  thee,  and  I. 

Enter  Hxm^ 

Sume,  Jesu  preserve  your  royal  majesty ! 

Duch,  What  sa/st  thou,  majesty !  I  am  but  grace. 

Eume.  But  by  the  sraoe  of  Upd,  and  Hume's  advice, 
Your  grace's  title  shaU  be  multiphed. 

Duch.  What  say'st  thou,  man  ?  hast  thou  as  yet  conferr'd 
With  Margery  Jourdain,  the  cunning  witch ; 
And  Roger  Bolingbroke,  the  conjurer  ? 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 

Hume.  This  they  have  promised, — ^to  show  your  highness 
A  spirit  raised  from  depth  of  under  ground, 
That  shall  make  answer  to  such  questions. 
As  by  your  ^nce  shall  be  propounded  him. 

Duch.  It  IS  enough ;  I'll  thmk  upon  the  questions : 
When  from  Saint  Albans  we  do  make  return. 
We'll  see  these  things  effected  to  the  full 
Here,  Hume,  take  this  reward;  make  merry,  man, 
With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  cause.     [Exit  DrcHESS. 

Hume.  Hume  must  make  merry  with  the  duchess'  gold ; 
Marry,  and  shalL    But  how  now.  Sir  John  Hume  ? 
6eal  up  your  lips,  and  give  no  words  but— mum ! 
The  business  asketh  silent  secrecy. 
Dame  Eleanor  gives  gold,  to  bring  the  witch : 

*  Where.  f  A  title  frequently  bestowed  on  the  clcargy. 
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Crold  cannot  oome  amiss,  were  she  a  devil* 

Yet  have  I  gold,  flies  from  another  coast ; 

I  dare  not  say,  from  the  rich  cardinal, 

And  from  the  great  and  new-made  duke  of  Suffolk ; 

Yet  I  do  find  it  so:  foi^  to  be  plain, 

They,  knowing  dame  Eleanor's  aspiring  humour, 

Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  ducdiess, 

And  buz  these  conjurations  in  her  brain. 

They  say,  A  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker ; 

Yet  ami  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal's  broker. 

Hume,  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  sl^  go  near 

To  call  them  both— a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 

Well,  so  it  stands :  And  thus,  I  fear,  at  last, 

Hume's  knavery  will  be  the  auchess*  wreck ; 

And  her  attainture  will  be  Humphrey's  fall ; 

Sort  how  it  will,*  I  shall  have  gold  for  all.  [JSrtf. 

SCSNB  IIL—TAe  same.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 
Unter  Peteb,  and  others,  with  Petitions, 

1  Pet.  My  masters,  lef  s  stand  close ;  my  lord  protector  will 
come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we  may  deUver  our  supplica- 
tions in  the  quilLt 

2  Pet.  Marry,  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's  a  good  man ! 
Jesu  bless  him ! 

:Enter  SUFFOLK  and  QUSBN  Maboasbt. 

1  Pet.  Here  'a  comes,  methinks,  and  the  queen  with  him :  TU 
be  the  first,  sure. 

2  Pet.  Gome  back,  fool :  this  is  the  duke  of  Suffolk,  and  not 
my  lord  protector, 

Svf,  How  now,  fellow  ?  would'st  anything  with  me  P 
1  Pet.  I  pray,  my  Iwd,  pardon  me !  I  took  ye  for  my  lord  pro- 
tector. 

Q.  Mar.  [Beading  the  superscription.]  To  my  lord  protector  I 
are  j;our  suppUcations  to  his  lordship  ?  Let  me  see  them :  What 
is  thine? 

1  Pet.  Mine  is.  an't  please  fout  grace,  against  John  Goodman- 
my  lord  cardinal^s  man,  for  keeping  my  house,  and  lands,  and 
wife  and  all,  from  me. 

Sttf.  Thxwife  too?  that  is  some  wrong,  indeed. — ^Whafis 
yours  ? — What's  here !  [,Rectds.'\  Against  the  duke  of  Suffolk, 
for  enclosing  the  commons  of  Melford. — ^How  now,  sir  knave  ? 

2  Pet,  Alas,  sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of  our  whole  town- 
ship. 

reter.  [Presenting  his  Petition,"]  A^f^nst  my  master,  ThomaA 
Homer,  for  saying.  That  the  duke  of  lork  was  rightful  heir  to 
the  crown. 

*  End  how  it  will.  t  Written  petitions. 
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J.  Mar.  Why  say'st  thou  ?  Did  the  duke  of  York  ny,  he  was 
tf ul  heir  to  the  crown  ? 

Feter,  That  my  master  was  ?  No,  forsooth :  my  master  said» 
That  he  was ;  and  that  the  king  was  an  usurper. 
,     8t{f,  Who  is  there?  [JEfUer  ServawtsA—TtkB  this  fellow  in, 
and  send  for  his  master  with  a  pursuivant  presently  :—well  hear 
more  of  your  matter  before  the  king. 

[JExewiU  Servants,  with  Pbteb. 

Q.  Mar,  And  as  for  you,  that  love  to  be  protected 
Under  the  wings  of  our  protector's  ^praoe, 
Begin  your  suits  anew,  and  sue  to  mm.        \Teart  ihe  JPstiHon, 
Away,  Dase  oulUons !— Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

AU.  Come,  let's  be  Kone.  iSxeunt  PETlTlOKERa. 

Q.  Mar.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  sav^is  this  the  guise. 
Is  this  the  &snion  in  the  court  of  England  ? 
Is  this  the  government  of  Britain's  isle. 
And  this  the  royalfy  of  Albion's  king  ? 
What,  shall  king  Henry  be  a  pupil  still, 
Under  the  surly  Glosters  governance  ? 
Am  I  a  queen  m  title  and  m  style. 
And  must  be  made  a  subject  to  a  duke  ? 
I  tell  thee,  Poole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 
Thou  ran'st  a  tilt  in  honour  of  my  love, 
And  stoFst  awaythe  ladies'  hearts  of  France ; 
I  thought  king  Henry  had  resembled  thee, 
In  courage,  courtship,  and  proportion : 
But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  nohnesfL 
To  number  Ave-Maries  on  his  beads : 
His  champions  are— the  prophets  and  apostles : 
His  weapons,  holy  saws  of  sacred  writ ; 
His  study  is  his  tilt-yard,  and  his  loves 
Are  brazen  images  of  canonized  saints. 
I  would,  the  college  of  cardinals 
Would  choose  him  pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 
And  set  the  triple  crown  upon  his  head; 
That  were  a  state  fit  for  his  holiness. 

Si{f.  Madam,  be  patient :  as  I  was  cause 
Tour  highness  came  to  England,  so  will  I 
In  England  work  your  grace's  fUll  content. 

Qu.  Mar.  Beside  the  naught  protectoi\  have  we  Beaufort, 
The  imperious  churchman ;  Somerset,  Buckingham, 
And  grumbling  York :  and  not  the  least  of  these. 
But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  king. 

Snf.  And  he  of  these,  that  can  do  most  of  all. 
Cannot  do  more  in  Enuand  than  the  Nevils : 
Misbury,  and  Warwick,  are  no  simple  peers. 

Q.  Mar.  Not  all  these  lords  do  vex  me  half  so  much. 
As  that  proud  dame,  the  lord  protector's  wife. 
She  sweei)s  it  through  the  court  with  troops  of  ladies, 
More  like  an  empress  than  duke  Humphrey's  wife ; 
Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  aueen : 
She  bears  a  duke's- revenues  on  her  back. 
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And  in  her  heart  she  scorns  her  poverty : 
Shall  I  not  live  to  be  avenged  on  her  ? 
Contemptuous  base-bom  callat*  as  she  is, 
She  vaunted  'mongst  her  minions  f  other  day, 
The  very  train  of  her  worst  wearing-gown 
Was  better  worth  than  all  my  fathers  lands. 
Till  Suffolk  gave  two  dukedoms  for  his  daugnter. 
St{f.  Madam,  myself  have  limed  a  bush  for  her ; 
And  placed  a  quire  of  such  enticing  birds, 
That  she  will  light  to  listen  to  the  lays, 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So,  let  her  rest :  And,  madam,  list  to  me ; 
For  I  am  bold  to  counsel  you  in  this. 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  cardinal. 
Yet  we  must  join  with  him,  and  with  the  lords, 
Till  we  have  brought  duke  Humphrey  in  disgrace. 
As  for  the  duke  of  York,— this  late  complaint  f 
"Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit : 
So,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  at  last. 
And  you  yourself  shall  steer  the  happy  helm. 

JEnter  EiKO  Henby,  Yobk,  and  SOMBBSBT,  conversing  vnth 
him;  Duke  and  JDuchest  of  Glostee,  Caedinal  BeauFOET, 
Buckingham,  Salisbuby,  a«<iWABwiCK. 

K.  Sen.  Por  my  part,  noble  lords,  I  care  not  which ; 
Or  Somerset,  or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 

TorTc.  If  1  ork  have  ill  demean'd  himself  in  Prance, 
Then  let  him  be  denay'dj  the  regentship. 

8om.  If  Somerset  be  unworthy  of  the  place, 
Let  York  be  regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 

War.  Whether  your  grace  be  worthy,  yea,  or  no. 
Dispute  not  that :  York  is  the  worthier. 

Ca/r.  Ambitious  Warwick,  let  thy  betters  speak. 

War.  The  cardinal 's  not  my  better  in  the  field. 

Buck.  All  in  this  presence  are  thy  betters,  Warwick, 

War.  Warwick  may  Uve  to  be  the  best  of  all. 

Sal.  Peace,  son ; ^and  show  some  reason,  Buckingham, 

Why  Somerset  should  be  preferred  in  this. 

Q.  Mar.  Because  the  king,  forsooth,  will  have  it  so. 

CHo.  Madam,  the  king  is  old  enough  himself 
To  give  his  censure  :§  these  are  no  women's  matters. 

Q.  Ma/r.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  grace 
To  be  protector  of  his  excellence  ? 

OU).  Madam,  I  am  protector  of  the  realm; 
And,  at  lus  pleasure,  will  resign  my  place. 

Svf.  Besign  it  then,  and  leave  thme  insolence. 
Since  thou  wert  kine,  (as  who  is  king,  but  thou  ?) 
The  commonwealth  hath  daily  run  to  wreck : 
The  Dauphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  seas 

*  Trull.  t  Of  Peter,  the  armourer's  man  against  his  roaster. 

X  Deny.  S  Opinion. 
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And  all  the  peers  and  nobles  of  the  reahn 
Have  been  as  bondmen  to  thy  sovereimty. 

Car.  The  Commons  hast  thou  raok^;  the  derg/s  bags 
Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som,  Thy  sumptuous  buildings,  and  thy  wife's  attire. 
Have  cost  a  mass  of  publio  treasury* 

Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution. 
Upon  offenders,  hatn  exceeded  law, 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

O.  Mar,  Thy  sale  of  offices,  and  towns  in  Erance,— 
If  they  were  Imown,  as  the  suspect  is  great,— 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  tl^  head. 

[Exit  Glosteb.    The  QUBBN  d^rope  her  Fan, 
Give  me  my  fan :  What,  minion !  can  you  not  P 

[Qioee  the DUGHBSS  a  box  on  the  JKar. 
1  cry  you  mercjr.  madam ;  w  as  it  you  P 

Duch.  Was*t  1  ?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  Frenchwoman : 
Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
rd  set  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face.* 

K.  Hen.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet;  'twas  against  her  will 

Duch.  Against  her  will !  Good  kins,  look  to 't  in  time ; 
Shell  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby : 
Though  in  this  i)lace  most  master  wear  no  breeches, 
She  shall  not  strike  dame  Eleanor  unrevenged.  lUxit  Duchess. 

£uck.  Lord  cardinal,  I  will  follow  Eleanor, 
And  listen  after  Humphrey,  how  he  proceeds : 
She 's  tickled  now^  her  fiime  can  need  no  spurs, 
She'll  gallop  fast  enough  to  her  destruction. 

[Sxit  Buckingham. 

Me-enter  Glosteb. 

Glo.  Now,  lords,  my  choler  being  over-blown, 
With  walking  once  about  the  quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  affidrs. 
As  for  your  spiteftd  false  objections. 
Prove  them,  and  I  lie  open  to  the  law : 
But  Grod  in  mercy  so  deal  with  my  soul, 
As  I  in  duty  love  my  king  and  country ! 
But,  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand : — 
I  say,  my  sovereign,  York  is  meetest  man 
To  be  your  regent  in  the  realm  of  Trance. 

8*^.  Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 
To  show  some  reason,  of  no  little  fbroe, 
That  York  is  most  unmeet  of  any  man^ 

York,  ril  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet 
First,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride : 
Next,  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  place, 
My  lord  of  Somerset  will  keep  me  here. 
Without  discharge,  money,  or  ftimiture. 
Till  France  be  won  into  the  Dauphin's  hands. 

*  The  marks  of  her  flngen. 
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Last  time,  I  danced  attendance  on  his  will. 
Till  Paris  was  besieged^  famish'd  and  lost. 

Wwr,  That  I  can  witness ;  and  a  foider  fact 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit 

Swf,  Peace,  headstrong  Warwick ! 

Wwr.  Image  of  pride,  why  should  I  hold  my  peace  ? 

Bnter  Servants  0/ Suffolk,  bringing  in  HoBNBB  and  Peteb« 

81^.  Because  here  is  a  man  accused  of  treason : 
Pray  God.  the  duke  of  Tork  excuse  himself ! 

rdrk.  Doth  any  one  accuse  York  for  a  traitor  ? 

Kffen.  What  meanest  thou,  Suflfolk?  tell  me:    What  are 
these? 

8Mf.  Please  it  your  majesty,  this  is  the  man 
That  doth  accuse  his  master  of  high  treason : 
His  words  were  these ;— that  Eichard,  duke  of  York, 
Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  English  crown ; 
And  that  your  majesty  was  an  usurper. 

K,  Hen.  Say,  man,  were  these  thy  words  ? 

JBTof.  An't  shall  please  jour  majesty,  I  never  said  nor.  thought 
any  such  matter :  God  is  my  witness,  I  am  &lsely  accused  by 
the  villain. 

Pet  By  these  ten  bone«,  my  lords  [Molding  up  his  Sands\ 
he  did  speak  them  to  me  in  the  garret  one  mght,  as  we  were 
scouring  my  lord  of  York's  armour. 

York.  Base  dunghill  villain,  and  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  speech  :^ 
I  do  beseech  your  royal  majesty. 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  law. 

Hot,  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me,  if  ever  I  spake  the  words. 
My  accuser  is  my  prentice ;  and  when  I  did  correct  him  for 
his  fault  the  other  day,  he  did  vow  upon  his  knees  he  would 
be  even  with  me :  I  have  good  witness  of  this;  therefore,  I  be- 
seech your  majesty,  do  not  cast  away  an  honest  man  for  a  vil- 
lain's accusation. 

K,  Sen.  Uncle,  what  shall  we  say  to  this  in  law  ? 

Olo.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  I  may  judge. 
Let  Somerset  be  re^nt  o'er  the  French, 
Because  in  York  this  breeds  suspicion ; 
And  let  these  have  a  day  api)ointed  them 
For  sinsle  combat  in  convenient  place ; 
For  he  hath  witness  of  his  servant's  malice : 
This  is  the  law,  and  this  duke  Humphrey's  doom. 

KSen.  Then  be  it  so.    My  lord  of  Somerset. 
We  make  your  grace  lord  regent  o'er  the  French. 

Sam,  I  number  thank  your  roval  majesty. 

Hot.  And  I  accept  the  combat  willingly. 

Pet,  Alas,  my  lord,  I  cannot  fight;  for  God's  sake,  pity  my 
case !  the  spite  of  man  prevaileth  against  me.  O,  Lord,  have 
mercy  upon  me !  I  shall  never  be  able  to  fight  a  blow:  O 
Lord,  my  heart ! 

Qlo*  Sirrah,  or  you  must  fight,  or  else  be  hangu 
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JT.  Hen.  Away  with  them  to  prison :  and  the  day 
Of  combat  shall  be  the  last  of  the  next  month. 
Come,  Somerset,  we'll  see  thee  sent  away.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  rr,—The  same.    The  Duke  cf  Glostbb's  Garden, 
Enter  Maeoeey  Joitbdaik,  Hume,  Southwell,  and  Boling- 

BBOEE. 

Hume.  Come,  my  masters;  the  duchess,  I  tell  you,  expects 
performance  of  your  promises. 

Boling.  Master  Hume,  we  are  therefore  provided :  Will  her 
ladyship  behold  and  hear  our  exorcisms  P 

Hume.  Ay ;  what  else  ?  fear  you  not  her  courage. 

Boling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  woman  of  an  in- 
vincible spirit :  But  it  shall  be  convenient,  master  Hume,  that 
you  be  by  her  alofb,  while  we  be  busy  below;  and  so,  I  pray 
you,  ffo  in  God's  name,  and  leave  us.  \Exit  Hume.]  Mother 
Jouroain,  be  you  prostrate,  and  grovel  on  the  earth; — John 
Southwell,  read  you ;  and  let  us  to  our  work. 

Enter  Duchess,  alove, 

Duch.  Well  said,  my  masters;  and  welcome  all.  To  this 
geer  ;*  the  sooner  the  better. 

BoUng.  Patience,  eood  ]aAy\  wizards  know  their  times : 
Peep  night,  dark  mKht,  the  silent  of  the  night, 
The  time  of  night  when  Troy  was  set  on  fire ; 
The  time  when  screech-owls  cry,  and  ban  dogs  howl, 
And  spirits  walk,  and  ghosts  break  up  their  graves, 
That  time  best  fits  the  work  we  have  m  hand. 
MadauL  sit  vou^  and  fear  not ;  whom  we  raise. 
We  will  make  rast  within  a  hallowed  verge. 
[^Here  they  perform  the  Ceremonies  appertaining,  and  make  the 

Ow-cZtf ;  BOLiNOBBOKE,  or  Southwell,  reoik  Conjure,  te, 

&c.    It  thunders  and  Ughtens  terribly ;  then  the  SPIRIT  riseth. 

Spir.  AdsunL 

M.Jourd.  Asmath. 
Bv  the  eternal  Qod,  whose  name  and  power 
Thou  tremblest  at.  answer  that  I  shall  ask ; 
For,  till  thou  epeak.  thou  shalt  not  pass  from  hence. 

&nr.  AjBk  what  tnou  wilt  rf— That  I  had  said  and  done ! 

Boling.  First,  of  the  king.    What  shall  of  him  become  ? 

[Betiding  out  of  a  paper. 

&Mr.  GDhe  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  shall  depose ; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

[As  the  Spibit  speaks,  SOUTHWELL  writes  the  answer, 

Boling.  TThat  fate  awaHs  the  duke  cf  8%^olk  f 

Spir.  By  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 

Boling.  What  shaUbffaU  the  duke  of  Somerset  t 

Spir,  Xet  him  shun  castles ; 
Safer  shall  he  be  upon  the  sandy  plains, 

t  (WouW^. 
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Than  where  castles  mounted  stand. 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 

BoUng.  Descend  to  darkness,  and  the  burning  lake : 
False  fiend,  avoid !      {^Thwnder  and  Ughtmng.    Spibit  descends. 

Enter  YOBK  a/nd  Buceinoham,  hasHly,  wUh  their  Guards^  amd 
others, 

YorJc.  Lay  hands  upon  these  traitors,  and  their  trash. 
Beldame,  I  think,  we  watch'd  you  at  an  inch.— 
What,  madam,  are  vou  there  ?  the*king  and  commonweal 
Are  deeply  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains ; 
My  lord  protector  will.  I  doubt  it  not. 
See  you  well  guerdon'd*  for  these  good  deserte. 

Ihich.  Not  naif  so  bad  as  thine  to  England's  king, 
Ixnurious  duke ;  that  threat* st  where  is  no  cause. 

Buck.  True,  madam,  none  at  alL    Whtlt  call  you  this  ? 

\_8hov)ing  her  the  papers. 
Away  with  them ;  let  them  be  clapp'd  up  dose, 
And  kept  asunder :— You,  madam,  shall  with  us : 
Stafford  take  her  to  thee.—  \ExU  Duchess /rom  ahove. 

We'll  see  your  trinkets  here  all  forth-coming ; 
AIL— Away !  [Exetmt  Chiards.  with  South..  Boltng..  4*0. 

York.  Lord  Buckingham,  methinks,  you  watch  d  her  well : 
A  pretty  plot,  well  chosen  to  build  unon ! 
Now,  pray,  my  lord,  lefs  see  the  devil's  writ. 
What  nave  we  here  P  [Beads, 

The  duke  pet  lives,  that  Henry  shall  depose  j 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 
Why,  this  is  just, 

Aio  te,  ^acida,  Botnanas  vincere  posse. 
Well,  to  the  rest: 

Tell  me  what  fate  awaits  the  duke  of  Si^olk  ? 
Bp  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end.—^ 
What  shall  betide  the  duke  qf  Somerset  ? 
Let  him  shun  castles  ; 
Safer  shall  he  he  upon  the  sandy  plains. 
Than  where  castles  mounted  stand. 
Come,  come,  my  lords ; 
These  oracles  are  hardily  attain'd. 
And  hardly  understood. 

The  king  is  now  in  progress  toward  Saint  Albans. 
With  him  the  husband  of  this  lovely  lady : 
Thither  go  these  news,  as  fast  as  horse  can  carry  them ; 
A  sornr  breakfast  for  my  lord  protector. 

Buck.  Your  grace  shall  eive  me  leave,  my  lord  of  York, 
To  be  the  post,  in  hope  of  nis  reward. 

York.  At  your  pleasure,  my  good  lord.— 
Who's  within  there,  ho ! 

JSnter  a  Sebvant. 
Invite  my  lords  of  Salisbury,  and  Warwick, 
To  sup  with  me  to-morrow  night— Away !  [B!xennt. 

*  Bewarded. 
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Acrn. 

SCENS  I.'-m.  Albans. 

Enter  KiNG  Hbwet,  Queen  Mabgabet,  Gloster,  Cabdina^h 
and  Suffolk,  with  Falconers  hollaing, 

Q.  Mar.  Believe  me,  lords,  for  flying  at  the  brook,* 
I  saw  not  better  spcurt  these  seven  years'  day : 
YetL  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high ; 
And,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

K.  Hen.  But  what  a  point,  my  lord,  your  &lcon  made, 
And  what  a  pitdi  she  flew  above  the  rest  !— 
To  see  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works ! 
Yea»  man  and  birds,  are  fainf  of  climbing  high. 

Sif.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  majesty. 
My  unrd  protectors  hawks  do  tower  so  well ; 
They  know  their  master  loves  to  be  aloft, 
Ana  bears  Ms  thoughts  above  his  Moon's  pitch 

&lo.  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  base  i^oble  mind 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  soar. 

Car.  I  thought  as  much ;  he'd  be  above  the  clouds. 

Glo.  Ay,  my  lord  cardinal ;  How  think  you  by  that  ? 
Were  it  notgood,  your  grace  could  fly  to  heaven  P 

K.  Men.  The  treasury  of  everlasting  joy  I 

Car.  Thy  heaven  is  on  earth :  thine  eyes  and  thoughts 
Beat^  on  a  crown,  the  treasure  of  thy  heart; 
Permcious  protector,  dangerous  peer. 
That  smootn'st  it  so  with  king  and  commonweal ! 

Glo.  What,  cardinal,  is  your  priesthood  grown  peremptory? 
Tantane  animis  caleMme  ira  ? 
Churchmen  so  hot  ?  good  imclC;  hide  such  mahce ; 
With  such  holiness  can  you  do  it  ? 

8vf.  No  maliee,  Sir ;  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  quarrel,  and  so  bad  a  peer. 

^lo.  As  who,  my  lord  P 

S9{f.  Why,  as  you,  my  lord ; 
An't  like  vour  lordlv  lord-protectorship. 

Olo.  Why,  Suffolk,  England  knows  thine  insolence. 

Q.  Mar.  ^d  thy  ambition,  Gloster. 

Jt .  Hen.  I  pr'ythee,  peace, 
Good  queen ;  and  whet  not  on  these  furious  peers, 
For  blessed  are  the  peacemakers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  blessed  for  the  peace  I  make, 
^.gainst  this  proud  protector,  with  my  sword  1 

Glo.  'Paith,  holy  uncle,  'would  'twere  come  to  that ! 

[Aeide  to  the  Gabdikal. 

Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'st  {Asi^. 

*  Hawking  at  water  fowL  t  Fond.  X  Flatter. 
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Olo.  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the  matter. 
In  thine  own  person  answer  thy  abuse.  [Aside, 

Car.  Ay,  where  thou  darfst  not  peep :  an  if  thou  dar'st, 
This  evenmg  on  the  east  side  of  the  grove.  [Aside. 

K.  Men.  How  now,  my  lords  ? 

Car.  Believe  me,  cousm  Gloster, 
Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  so  suddenly, 
We  had  had  more  sport.— Come  with  thy  two-hand  sword. 

[Aside,  to  Glo. 

Glo.  True,  uncle. 

Car,  Are  you  advised  ?— the  east  side  of  the  grove  ? 

Glo.  Cardinal,  I  am  with  you.  [Aside. 

K.  Sen.  Why,  how  now,  unole  Gloster  f  • 

Glo.  Talking  of  hawking ;  nothing  else,  my  lord«-* 
Now.  by  God's  mother,  pn^  Til  shave  your  crown  for  this. 
Or  all  my  fence  •  shall  faiL  [Aside, 

Car.  Mediee  teipsum  s 
Protector,  see  to*t  well,  protect  yourself.  [Aside. 

K.  Hen.  The  winds  grow  high ;  so  do  your  stomachs,  Ic^. 
How  irksome  is  this  music  to  my  heart ! 
When  such  strinss  jar,  what  hope  of  hannony  ? 
I  pray,  my  lords,  let  me  compound  this  strife. 

JEnter  a»  INHABITANT  cf  Samt  Albans,  crying,  A  Miracle  { 

Glo.  What  means  this  noise? 
Fellow,  what  mirade  dost  thou  proclaim  ? 

Inhab.  A  miracle !  a  miracle ! 

Sitf.  Come  to  the  kin^^  and  tell  him  what  miracle. 

If^ab.  Forsooth,  a  blmd  man  at  Saint  Alban's  shrine, 
Within  this  half-hour,  hath  received  his  sight ; 
A  man  that  ne'er  saw  m  his  life  before. 

K,  Sen,  Now,  God  be  praised !  that  to  believing  souls 
Gives  Ught  in  darkness,  comfort  in  despair ! 

Snter  the  Mayob  of  Saint  Alhane,  and  his  Brethren  ;  and  SlMP- 
COX,  home  between  two  persons  in  a  Chair;  his  Wife^  and- a 
great  multitude  following. 

Car.  Here  come  the  townsmen  on  procession. 
To  present  your  Mghness  with  the  man. 

K.  Sen.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly  vale, 
Althoudi  by  his  sight  his  sin  be  multiplied. 

Glo.  Stand  bv,  my  masters,  bring  hmi  near  the  king, 

TTi-  i.:_i »  _^J^ .•-  A_  x_ii-  _in-  i-i_ 


His  h^hness'  pleasure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

JT.  Sen.  Good  Mlow,  tell  us  here  the  circumstance, 
That  we  for  thee  may  cloriQr  the  Lord. 
What,  hast  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  restored  ? 

Simp,  Born  blind,  an't  please  your  grace. 
I   Jfye.  Ay,  indeed,  was  he. 

Suf.  What  woman  is  this  ? 

Wve,  His  wife,  an't  like  your  worship. 

*  Fence  is  fhe  art  of  defence. 
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Olo,  Hadst  thou  hem  W  motlun*,  thiAi  couldst  have  better 
told. 

K.  Men.  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 

iSiin^.  At  Berwick  in  the  north,  an't  like  your  grace. 

K.  Men.  Poor  soul  1  Cknl's  goodneas  hath  oeen  great  to  thee ! 
Let  never  day  nor  nig^t  unhalloVd  pass, 
'But  titiU  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

Q.  Mar.  Tell  me.  good  fellow,  cam'st  thou  here  \xy  chance  ? 
Or  of  devotion,  to  umi  holy  shrine  P 

Simp.  God  knows,  of  pure  devotion ;  being  oaird 
A  hundred  times,  and  (^tener,  in  my  sleep 
•Dy  good  Saint  Alban ;^  who  ssA'^—Simpcox.  come; 
Come,  offer  at  my  shrine,  and  I  will  help  thee. 
'     W&e.  Most  true,  fi>r8ooth ;  and  many  time  and  ofb 
Myself  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  so. 

Car.  What  art  thou  lame  P 

Simp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me  1 

St{f.  How  earnest  thou  so  ? 

Simp,  A  fall  off  of  a  tree. 

Wife.  A  plum-tree,  master. 

Olo.  How  long  hast  thou  been  blind  ? 

Simp.  O.  bom  so,  master. 

Glo.  What,  and  wouldst  climb  a  tree  ? 

Simp.  But  mat  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 

Wife.  Too  true ;  and  bought  his  dimbing  very  dear. 

Oh.  'Mass,  thou  lov'dst  plums  well,  that  wouldst  venture  so. 

Simp,  Alas,  good  master,  my  wife  desired  some  damsops. 
And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 

Olo.  A  subtle  knave ;  but  yet  it  shall  not  serve.— 
Let  me  see  thine  eyes :— wink  now ;— now  open  them : 
In  my  o^ion,  yet  thou  see'st  not  weU. 

Simp.leB^  master,  <dear  as  day ;  I  thank 
God,  and  Saint  Alban. 

6^.  Sayst  thou  me  so  P  What  colour  is  this  cloak  of? 

Simp.  Bed»  master,  red  as  blood. 

Olo.  Why,  that's  well  said ;  What  colour  is  my  gown  of? 

Simp.  Black,  forsootii ;  coal-black  as  jet. 

K.  Hen.  Why  then,  thou  Imow'st  what  colour  jet  is  of  ? 

S^f.  And  ye^  I  think,  jet  did  he  never  see. 

Olo.  But  cloaks,  and  sowns,  before  this  day,  a  many. 

Wife.  Never,  before  this  day,  in  all  his  Ufe. 

Olo.  Tell  me,  sirrah,  what's  my  name  ? 

Simp.  Alas,  master^  I  know  not. 

Olo.  What's  his  name  ? 

Simp.  I  know  not. 

Olo.  Nor  his? 

Simp.  No,  indeed,  master. 

Olo.  Whafs  thine  own  name  P 

Simp.  Saunder  Simpoox,  an  if  it  please  you,  master. 

Olo.  Then,  Saunder.  sit  thou  there,  the  lyingest  knave 
In  Christendom.    If  tnou  hadst  been  bom  blind, 
Thou  mightst  as  well  have  known  our  names  as  thuA 
To  name  th&  several  colours  we  do  wear. 
L  2 
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To  nominate  them  all's  impossible. 

My  lords.  Saint  Alban  here  luuth.  done  »  wamsh ; 
And  wouM  ye  not  think  thf^  omiamg  to  he  gmt^ 
That  oonld  restore  this  cripple  to  hk  legs  f 

Simp.  0,  master,  that  you  oould ! 

Olo.  My  masterft  of  Samit  Alhajas,  hav6  you  oot  beadles  ^ 
your  town,  and  thincn  called  whips  f 

Mat/.  Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  pleaae  tout  iprao&  * 

Olo.  Then  se^  for  one  presently. 

May.  Sirrah,  go  febdk  the  beadle  hith^  straight. 

iJEwU  aw  AttskdaKT. 

Olo.  Now  fetch  me  a  stool  hither  l^-a(M4)y«  i 

\_A  stool  brought  out}    Now,  sirrah,  if  you  mean  to  save  your-* 
self  from  whipping,  leap  me  ova:  this  stool,  and  run  away. 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  I  am  not  abld  to  stand  alone  i  ITou  go 
about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Be-enter  Attekdant,  w^  the  BSADtS. 

Olo.  Well,  Sir,  we  must  have,  you  find  your  legs.    Sirrah, 
beadle,  whip  him  till  he  leap^Ter  thatsame  stooL 

Bead.  I  will,  my  lord.— Come  on,  sirrah,  off  with  your  doublet 
quickly. 
Simp.  Alas,  master,  what  shall  I  do?  I  am  not  able  to  stand. 
[Jf^  ^  BXADLB  hath  hU  him  once,  he  leaps  over  the 
etoolj  6md  runs  awaf^  and  the  people  foiiow,  and  cry, 
Amirade! 
K.  Ren.  O  God.  see^  thoa  this,  and  bear^st  jo  long !. 
Q.  Mar.  It  made  me  lau^  to  see  <die  villain  run. 
Olo.  Follow  the  knave ;  and  take'tfais  drab  away. 
W^e.  Alas,  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 
Olo.  Let  tnem  be  whipped  through  every  market^town,  till 
they  come  to  Berwick,  whence  they  came.  > 

[Exeunt  Ma10B»  BBADLE,  WiFE,  Sfc. 
Ca/r.  Duke  Humphrey  m&  done  a  mimcle  to«day. 
S^t.  True ;  made  the  lame  to  leap  and  fa  awagr. 
Olo.  But  you  have  done  mc»re  miracles  than  I ; 
You  made,  in  a  day,  my  lord,  whole  towns  to  fly. 

Enter  BuCEINaHAH. 

K.  Hen.  What  tidings  with  our  oouan  Buckingham  ? 

Buck.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfokL 
A  sort*  of  naughty  persons^  lewdly  t  bent,— 
Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  lady  Eleanor,  the  protector's  wife, 
The  ringleader  and  head  of  all  this  rout, — 
Have  practised  dangerously  against  your  (^lale. 
Dealing  with  witches,  and  with  conjurers: 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fact ; 
Kaising  up  wicked  spirits  from  under  groimd. 
Demanding  of  king  Henry's  life  and  death, 

*  A  company.  t  WixdcecUy. 
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And  other  of  your  highness*  privy  council. 
As  more  at  large  your  srace  ^all  understand. 

Car.  And  so,  my  lord  protector,  by  this  means 
Your  lady  is  forthcoming*  yet  at  London. 
This  news,  I  think,  hath  tum'd  your  weapon's  edge ; 
'Tis  like,  my  lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  nour. 

[A^de  io  Gix^sTKR 

Olo,  Ambitious  churchman,  leave  to  afflict  my  heart ! 
Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquisn'd  all  my  powers  : 
And,  vanquished  as  I  am,  L  yield  to  thee, 
Or  to  the  meanest  groom. 

K.  Sen,  0  God,  what  mischiefe  work  the  wicked  ones ; 
Heaping  confusion  on  their  own  heads  thereby ! 

Q.  Mar.  Gloster,  see  here  the  tainture  of  thy  nest; 
And  look  thyself  be  faultless,  thou  wert  best. 

Qlo.  Madam,  for  myself,  to  heaven  I  do  appeal. 
How  I  have  loved  my  king,  and  commonweal : 
And,  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  stands ; 
Sorry  I  am  to  hear  what  I  have  heard : 
Noble  she  is ;  but  if  she  have  forgot 
Honour,  and  virtue,  and  conversed  with  such 
As,  like  to  pitch,  denle  nobility, 
I  banish  her  my  bed,  and  company ; 
And  give  her,  as  a  prev,  to  law.  and  shame. 
That  hath  dishonourea  Glosters  honest  name. 

K.  Men.  WeU,  for  this  night,  we  will  repose  us  here : 
To-morrow,  toward  London,  back  a^ain, 
To  look  into  this  business  thoroughly, 
And  call  these  foul  offenders  to  their  answers ; 
And  poise  the  cause  in  justice'  equal  scales. 
Whose  beam  standa  sure^  whose  rightful  causeprevails. 

iFCottHsh.    JExev.nt 

8CBNS  U.—London,    The  JDuke  0/ YoEKfs  Garden. 

4 

'Enter  YOBK,  SALIdBUBT,  and  WaBWICK. 

y  and  "Warv^ick, 


claim  be  good, 

Xoric.  TUen  thus  :— 
Edward  the  Third,  my  lords,  had  seven  sons: 
The  first,  Edward  the  Bb«k  Prince,  nrinoe  of  Wales ; 
The  second,  William  of  Hatfield ;  and  the  third, 
LioneL  duke  of  Clarence ;  next  to  whom, 
Was  John  of  Gaunt,  Uie  duke  of  Lancaster : 
The  fifth,  was  Edmund  Langley,  duke  of  York ; 

•  I.e.  yoar  lady  is  in  custody. 
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The  sixth,  was  Thomas  of  Woodstock,  duke  of  Gloster  ; 
William  of  Windsor  was  the  seventh,  and  last 
Edward,  the  Black  Prince,  died  before  his  fS»ther ; 
And  left  behind  him  Eichard,  his  only  son. 
Who,  after  Edward  the  Third's  death,  reign'd  as  king ; 
Till  Henry  Bolingbroke,  duke  of  Lanoasteri 
The  eldest  son  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 
Crown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  Pourth, 
Seized  on  the  realm,  deposed  the  rightml  kmg ; 
Sent  his  poor  queen  to  France,  from  whence  she  came, 
And  him  to  Pomftret ;  where,  as  all  you  know. 
Harmless  Bichard  was  murder'd  traitorously. 

War.  Father,  the  duke  hath  told  the  truth ; 
Thus  got  the  house  of  Lancaster  the  crown. 

Tork.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and  not  by  right 
For  Richard,  the  first  son's  heir,  being  dead, 
The  issue  of  the  next  son  should  have  reign'd. 

Sal.  But  William  of  Hatfield  died  without  an  heir. 

York.  The  third  son,  duke  of  Clarence  {teom  whose  line 
I  claim  the  crown),  had  issue— Philippe,  a  daughter, 
Who  married  Edmund  Mcurtimer,  earl  of  March, 
Edmund  had  issue— Eoger,  earl  of  March ; 
Boger  had  issue— Edmund,  Anne,  and  Eleanor. 

Sal.  This  Edmund,  in  the  reim  of  Bolingbnuce, 
As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  crown ; 
And,  but  for  Owen  Glendower.  had  been  king, 
Who  kept  him  in  captivity,  till  he  died,  » 

Butj  to  the  rest 

iork.  His  eldest  sister,  Anne, 
My  mother,  being  heir  unto  the  crown. 
Married  Richard,  earl  of  Cambiidgej  who  was  son 
To  Edmund  Langley^  Edward  the  Third's  fifth  son. 
By  her  I  claim  the  kmsdom :  she  was  heir 
To  Roger,  earl  of  Mareh;  who  wat  the ion 
Of  Edmund  Mortimer ;  who  married  Philippe, 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel,  duke  of  CBa«enoe: 
So,  if  the  issue  of  the  elder  son 
Succeed  before  the  younger,  I  am  king.  , 

War.  What  plain  prooeecHngs  are  more  jlain  "ttian  this  f 
Henry  doth  claim  the  crown  m)m  John  or  Gaunt, 
The  fourth  son ;  York  claims  it  from  the  thiird. 
Till  Lionel's  issue  fails,  his  should  not  reign : 
It  fails  not  yet ;  but  flourishes  in  thee. 
And  in  thy  sons,  ftdr  slips  of  such  a  stock.— 
Then,  fother  Salisbury,  kneel  we  both  together; 
And-  in  this  private  plot*  be  we  the  first 
That  shall  salute  our  riimtftil  sovereign 
With  honour  of  his  birthright  to  the  crown. 

JSoth.  Long  live  our  sovereign  Richa^  England's  king ! 

York,  We  thank  you.  lords.    But  I  am  not  your  king 
Till  I  be  crown'd ;  and  that  my  sm^ord  be  stain^i 

*  Sequestered  spot. 
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With  heart-blood  of  the  house  of  Lancaster 
And  that's  not  suddenly  to  be  perform'd ; 
But  with  adyice,  and  silent  secrecy. 
Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  these  (kngerous  days, 
Wink  at  the  duke  of  Suffolk's  insolence, 
At  Beaufort* s  pride,  at  Somerset's  ambition, 
A.t  Buckinghain,  and  all  the  crew  of  them. 
Till  they  have  snared  the  shephMpd  of  the  flock. 
That  virtuous  prince,  the  good  duke  Humpbiey  t 
'TIS  that  they  seek ;  and  they  in  seeking  that. 
Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  York  can  prophesy. 

Sal,  My  lord,  break  we  off ;  we  know  your  mind  at  full. 

War.  My  heart  assures  me,  that  the  earl  of  Warwick 
Shall  one  dby  make  the  duke  of  York  a  kins. 

York.  And,  Nevil,  this  I  do  assure  myself,— 
Bichard  shall  hve  to  make  the  earl  of  Warwick 
The  greatest  man  in  England,  but  the  king.  {Exeunt^ 

SCJSNU  TIL— The  same,    A  Hall  of  Justice, 

Trumpets  sounded.  Unter  EiNd  HbneY,  Quben  MabGABET, 
Glosteb,  YOBK,  StJFPOLK,  and  Salisbuby;  the  Duchess  of 
GlOSTEB,  MaBOEBY  JoUBDAIK,  SotTTHWELL,  HUME,  and 
BOLINaBBOEE,  under  ffM/rd, 

K.  Sen.  Stand  forth,  dame  Eleanor  Cobham,  Gloster's  wife : 
In  si^ht  of  God,  and  us,  vour  guilt  is  jpreat ; 
Beceive  the  sentence  of  the  law,  for  sms 
Such  as  by  God's  book  are  adjudged  to  death.— 
You  four,  from  hencie  to  prison  badk  a^^ ;   [  To  Joubdain,  Sec* 
From  thence,  unto  the  place  of  execution : 
The  witch  in  Smithfield  shall  be  bum'd  to  ashes, 
And  you  three  shall  be  strangled  on  the  ^f^ws. — 
You,  madam;  for  you  are  more  nobly  bom, 
Despdled  of  your  honour  in  your  life, 
^hall,  after  three  days'  (^n  penance  done. 
Live  in  your  country  here,  in  banishment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanley,  in  the  Isle  of  Man. 

Duch.  Welcome  is  bEmishment,  welcome  were  my  death. 

Qlo.  Eleanor^  ^q  law.  thou  seest.  hath  judged  thee ; 
I  cannot  justify  whom  the  law  condemns.— 

lExeunt  the  DtJCHESS,  and  the  other  prisoners,  guarded. 
Wne  ©yes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grief. 
An,  Humphrey,  this  dishonour  in  thine  age 
Will  bring  thy  head  with  sorrow  to  the  ground  !— 
I  beseech  your  majesty,  give  me  leave  to  go ; 
Sorrow  would*  solace,  and  mine  a^  would*  ease. 

K,  Sen.  Stay,  Humphrey  duke  St  Gloster :  ere  thou  go, 
Give  up  thy  staff:  Henry  will  to  himself 
Protector  pe :  and  Qod  shall  be  my  hope, 
My  stay,  my  guide,  and  lantern  to  my  feet ; 
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And  go  in  peace,  Humphrey ;  no  lesi  belovedi 
Than  wh^n  thou  wert  protector  to  thy  king. 

Q.  Mar.  I  see  no  reason,  why  a  king  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  child.— 
God  and  king  Henrr  govern  Eag^land's  hehn : 
Give  up  your  staff,  Sir,  and  the  king  his  realm. 

Glo.  My  staff ?— here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  staff: 
As  willingly  do  I  the  same  resign, 
As  e'er  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine ; 
And  even  as  willingbr  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it» 
As  others  would  ambitiously  receive  it 
Farewell,  good  king :  when  I  am  dead  and  gone^ 
May  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne !  .  [Exit 

(1  Mar,  Why,  now  is  Heonr  king,  and  Margaret  queen ; 
And  Humphrev,  duke  of  Gloster^  scarce  himsdOf, 
That  bears  so  shrewd  a  maim :  two  pulls  at  onoe^-- 
His  lady  banish'd,  and  a  limb  lopp'doff ; 
This  staff  of  honour  raught  :*— There  let  it  stand, 
"Where  it  best  fits  to  be,  in  Henry's  hand. 

Sk^.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs  his  sprays  * 
Thus  Eleanor's  nnde  dies  in  tier  youngest  days. 

York.  Lords,  let  him  K0.-^Plea8e  it  your  Bu^ty* 
This  i»  the  day  appoiatea  for  the  combat ; 
And  ready  are  the  appellant  and  defendant^ 
The  armourer  and  ms  nuuL  to  enter  the  lists, 
So  please  your  higfaness  to  oehold  the  fight* 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  good  my  lord:  for  nar|)ois^  therefore 
Left  I  the  court,  to  see  this  quarrel  tned. 

K.  Ren.  O*  God's  name,  see  the  lists  and  all  things  fit; 
Here  let  l^em  end  it,  and  God  defend  the  right  1 

York.  I  never  saw  a  feUow  worse  bested,t 
Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  l^e  appellant. 
The  servant  of  iAu»  annouriBr,  my  loitk 

Enter,  on  one  side,  HoBNBB,  and  Me  neiffkhowt,  drinkinff  to  Jkkn 
eo  much  that  he  is  dmnkf  and  he  enters  bearing  Me  ttcfffwitk 
a  sandbag  fastened  to  its  o  drvin  h^ore  Mm;  at  the  othe» 
side,  Petbb,  with  a  drum  and  a  eimlar  et^ff',  aocontpanied 
hp'prentioes  drinking  to  him, 

1  Neigh.  Here,  neighbour  Homer.  I  diink  to  you  in  a  cup  of 
sack ;  and  fear  not,  neighbour,  you  snail  oo  well  enough. 

2  Ifeigh,  And  h«re,  neighbour,  here's  a  cup  of  chameco.1 

3  Neiifh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double  beer,  neij^wrarr 
drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 

Sor,  Let  it  come,  i'  ftdth,  and  M  pledge  you  all ;  And  a  fig  for 
Peter. 

1  Pren.  Here,  Peter.  I  drink  to  thee ;  and  be  not  afraid.     . 

2  Pren.  Be  meny,  Peter,  and  fear  not  tlyr  master;  fight  for. 
credit  of  the 'prentices. 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all :  drink,  and  pray  for  me,  I  nray  tou  i 
for,  I  think,  I  have  taken  my  last  draught  in  this  wond.— Here, 

•  Readied.  f  In  a  worse  plight.  t  A  sort  of  sweet  wine. 
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Bobin,  an  if  I  die,  I  give  thee  my  apron ;  ancL  Will,  thou  shalt 
have  xoy  hammer ;  and  here,  Tom,  take  all  the  money  that  I 
nave.— 0  Lord,  bless  me,  I  pray  God!  for  I  am  never  able  to 
deal  with  my  master,  he  hath  learnt  so  much  fence  already. 

Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drmking,  «ad  ftill  to  bkms.— Sirrah, 
what's  thy  name? 

Feter.  Peter,  forsooth. 

Sal.  Peter !  what  more  ? 

Feter.  Thump. 

Sal,  Thunlp  f  ihrn  see  thou  thump  thy  master  well. 

BJor.  Masters,  I  am  come  hither,  as  it  were,  upon  my  man's 
instigation,  to  prove  him  a  knave,  and  mysea  an  honest  man : 
and  touching  tne  duke  of  Yorit,^will  take  my  death,  I  never 
meant  him  any  ill,  nor  tbB  king,  nor  the  queen  t  And  therefore, 
Peter,  have  at  thee  with  a  domiright  blow,  as  Bevis  of  South- 
ampton fell  upon  Ascapart. 

York,  Despatch  .—this  knave's  tongue  begins  to  double* 
Sound,  trumpets,  alarum  to  the  comoEitantiL 

lAlarum.    TkepJlM^  and  Pbteb  Mrikee  down  kie  Master, 

Hot,  Hold,  Peter,  hold !  I  oonfesB,  I  confess  treason*      [IHes, 

York,  Takeaway  his  vireapon.'-^E^ow, 
Thank  Qod,  and  the  good  wme  in  tl^  master's  way. 

Feter,  O  Gk)d !  have  I  overoome  mine  enemies  in  this  pre- 
sence ?    O  Peter,  thou  hast  prevailed  in  right ! 

K,  Sen.  Go,  take  hence  that  traitor  from  our  sight ; 
Por.  bv  Ms  death,  we  do  peroeWe  his  guilt ; 
And  God,  in  justice,  hatk  reveaFd  to  ns 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  li^w^ 
Which  he  had  thought  to  have  mmrder'd  wrongMly.-^ 
Gome,  fellow,  follow  us  finr  thy  reward.  [Esceunt,, 

SCENE  IF.— The  »ame.    A  Street 
Enter  GlosteB  and  SXBViJSrTS,  in  mouming-cloaTcs, 

Qlo,  Thus,  sometimes,  hath  the  brightest  day  a  cloud ; 
And,  after  summeri  evermore  tueoeeds 
Barren  winter,  with  his  wrathftil  nipping  cold : 
So  cares  and  iovs  abound,  as  seasons  neet. 
Sirs,  what*  s  o'clock  P 

Serv.  Ten,  mv  Iwd* 

Qlo.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me 
To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punishxl  duchess : 
TJneath*  may  ^e  endure  the  flintr  streets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender^feeung  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thjr  nol^  mind  abrodc 
The  abject  people,  gasin^  on  thv  ik$6. 
With  envious  T  looks,  still  laughing  at  thy  shame ; 
That  erst  did  follow  thy  proud  dianot  v^eds. 
When  thou  did^t  ride  m  triumph  through  the  streets. 
But  sofb !  I  think  she  comes ;  and  Til  prepare 
Ky  tear-stain'd  eyes  to  see  her  miseries. 

*  Not  easily.  t  Malidoos. 
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Entej  the  DucHesM  of  Glostbe,  in  a  white  sheet,  with  papefi 
pinned  upon  her  back,  her  feet  bare,  and  a  taper  burmn^  ik 
her  hand;  SiB  JOHV  Stakley,  a  Shsbiff,  and  Officers. 

8er9.  So  please  your  grace,  we'll  take  her  from  the  sheriff 

Glo,  No,  stir  not^  for  your  tiyes ;  let  her  pass  by. 

Duch.  Come  you,  my  lord,  to  see  my  open  ehame  ? 
Now  thou  dost  penance  too.    Ixk>1^  how  they  gase ! 
See,  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  poml^ 
And  nod  their  htads,  and  tiurow  their  eyes  on  thee ! 
Ah,  Gloster,  hide  tiiee  nrom  tiisir  haiefiil  looks; 
And,  in  thy  doseii  pent  ib^  rue  my  shame, 
And  ban*  tiiine  enemies,  both  mine  aod  thine. 

Qio,  Be  patienl  gentie  Ndl ;  forget  tiiit  grief. 

Dudk.  AL  Qloster,  teaoh  ma  to  ibrget  myself: 
For.  whilst  1  think  I  am  thy  married  wif», 
And  thou  »  prince,  proteetar  of  this  kmd, 
Methinks,  I  should  not  thus  be  led  along. 
Mailed  up  in  shame,t  with  papers  on  my  back ; 
And  followed  with  a  rabble,  ikoA,  regoice 
To  see  my  tears,  and  hear  my  deqp^etl  groans. 
The  ruthless  Aint  doth  cot  my  tender  feet ; 
And,  irken  I  start,  the  enviout  people  laugh, 
And  bid  me  be  advised  how  I  treacL 
Ah,  Humphrey)  can  I  bear  this  shameftil  yoke  ? 
Trow'st  thou,  that  e'er  FU  look  upon  the  world ;  ^ 

Or  count  them  happy,  that  enjoy  the  sun  P 
No;  dark  shall  be  my  light,  and  nip^  my  day ; 
To  think  VLWfii  my  pon^,  shall  be  my  hell 
Sometime  111  say,  I  am  duke  Humphrey's  wife ; 
And  he  a  prince,  and  ruler  of  the  land : 
Yet  so  he  ruled,  snd  such  »  prince  he  was. 
As  he  stood  by,  whilst  I,  his  forlorn  duchess. 
Was  made  a  wonder,  and  a  pointing-stock, 
To  every  idle  raseai  fbUower* 
But  be  thou  mild,  and  bluidi  not  at  my  shames 
Nor  stir  at  nothing^  till  tiie  axe  of  death 
Hanff  over  thee,  as,  sure^  it  shovtly  vnU, 
For  Suffolk,— he  that  can  do  all  in  all 
With  her,  tiiat  hateth  thee,  and  hates  us  all,'^ 
And  York,  and  imnbus  Beaufbrt  that  false  priest, 
Have  all  limed  bushes  to  betray  tny  wings, 
And,  fly  thou  how  thou  canst,  theyH  tangle  thee : 
But  fear  not  thou,  until  thy  foot  be  snared, 
Nor  never  seek  prevention  of  thj;  foes. 

Glo.  Ah,  Nell,  forbear ;  thou  aimest  all  awry ; 
I  must  offend,  before  I  be  attainted : 
And  had  I  twenty  times  so  many  foes. 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  tunes  tneir  power, 
All  these  could  not  procure  me  any  8oa^he,§ 

*  Curse.  t  As  a  hawk  nutUed,  bound  iii  a  cktlv 

t  Deep-fetched.  ^  Harm,  mischief. 
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So  loi^  as  I  am  loyal,  trae,  and  crimeless. 
Woulcbt  have  me  rescue  thee  fr<mk  this  reproach  ? 
Why,  yet  thy  scandal  were  not  wipea  away. 
But  I  m  danoer  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greatest  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell: 
Iraray  theec  sort  thy  heart  to  patience; 
These  few  days'  wonder  will  be  quk^ly  wonh 

JEnter  a  HSBALD. 

Mer.  I  summon  your  grace  to  his  m$Seirty»#  paifiaraent,  holden. 
at  Bury  the  first  of  this  next  month. 

Glo.  And  my  consent  ne'er  ask*d  herein  before ! 
This  is  close  d«ding.--Well,  I  will  be  th€»re.       lEmt  Hebald. 
My  NelL  I  take  my  leave  >-«nd.  master  sheriff, 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  Jdng's  commission. 

SAer.  An't  please  your  graoe^  here  my  oommiasion  stays : 
And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now 
To  take  her  with  him  to  the  Ide  of  Man. 

Olo.  Must  you.  Sir  John,  protect  my  lady  here  ? 

Stan,  So  am  I  given  in  charge,  ma/t  please  your  grace. 

Glo.  Entreat  h«r  not  the  worse,  in  that  I  pn^ 
You  use  her  well :  the  world  may  laush  again  ;* 
And  I  mav  live  to  do  you  kindness,  if 
You  do  it  ner.    And  so.  Sir  John,  fai^well. 

Ihich,  What  gone,  my  lord ;  and  bid  me  not  farewell  ? 

Glo,  Witness  my  tears,  I  cannot  stay  to  speak, 

fSi^euni  GloSTBB  and  Servants, 

Duch,  Art  thou  gone  too  P    AB  comfort  go  with  thee ! 
For  none  abides  with  me :  my  joy  is— death : 
Death,  at  whose  name  I  ofk  have  been  afearc^ 
Because  I  wish'd  this  world's  et^mitv.^ 
Stanley,  I  pr'ythee,  so,  and  take  me  hence  $ 
I  care  not  wMther.  for  I  beg  no  Ikvout, 
Only  oonyey  me  wnere  thou  art  eommancbd. 

Stan.  Why,  madam,  that  is  to  1^  Isle  of  Man ; 
There  to  be  used  aooordinff  to  your  sti^. 

Buck.  Thaf  8  bad  enougn,  for  I  am  but  reproach : 
And  shall  I  then  be  used  reproaohftilly  ? 

Stan.  Like  to  a  duchess,  and  did^e  Humphrey's  lady. 
According  to  that  state  you  shall  be  used. 

Duch.  Sheri£  fiureweil,  and  better  than  I  fare; 
Although  thou  nast  been  oonduotf  of  my  shame ! 

Sher,  It  is  my  office ;  and.  madaoi;  pardon  me. 

Duch.  Ay,  ay,  farewell;  ttiy  office  is  discharged.— 
Come,  Stanley,  shall  we  go  P 

Stan.  Madam,  your  penance  done,  throw  off  this  sheet, 
And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  journey. 

Duch.  My  shame  will  not  be  snifted  with  my  sheet : 
No,  it  will  nans  upon  my  richest  robes, 
And  show  itself  atture  me  how  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way;  I  long  to  see  my  prison.  [Exeunt, 

*  May  look  again  fayoorably  oil  me.  t  For  conductor. 
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ACT  in. 

SCHNS  L—The  Ahbey  at  Sury, 

Snter  to  the  Parliament,  EiKO  HeVBT,  Qtteek  Mabgabet^ 
Cabdinal  Bsaufobt,  Suffolk,  Yobk,  Bxtckiwoham,  and 
others* 

K,Me%,  I  mufldy  milord  of  GloBter  is  not  eome: 
Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmost  man, 
Whatever  ocoasion  keeps  him  firom  ns  now. 

Q.  Jfor.  Can  you  not  see  ?  or  will  you  not  observ 
The  strangeness  of  his  alter'd  oountNwnoe  P 
With  what  a  mijest^  he  bears  himself; 
How  insolent  of  late  he  is  become, 
How  proud-  peremptory,  and  unhke  hims^P 
We  know  the  time,  sinoe  he  was  miild  and  affitble 
And,  if  we  did  but  ghmoe  a  far^^off  look, 
Immediately  he  was  ui>on  his  knee, 
That  all  the  court  admired  him  for  submission. 
But,  meet  him  now^  and,  be  it  in  the  mom, 
When  every  one  wfll  eive  the  time  of  day, 
He  knits  his  brow^  and  shows  an  angry  eye, 
And  passeth  bF  with  stiff  unbowed  kirae. 
Disdaining  duty  that  to  us  beloags. 
Small  curs  are  not  renurded,  when  they  grin, 
But  great  men  tremble,  wfauMi  the  lion  roars; 
And  Humphrey  is  no  little  man  in  Engfamd. 
first,  note,  that  he  is  near  fou  in  descent ; 
And  should  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount 
Me  seemeth  then,  it  is  no  pc^i^,-^ 
BespectinK  what  a  rancorous  amid  he  bears. 
And  his  advantage  IbUiowing  your  deoease,-^ 
That  he  should-  come  about  your  rt^td  iierson. 
Or  be  admitted  to  your  hi^^mess^  counoiL 
By  flattery  hath  he  won  the  oommoni^  hearts ; 
And,  when  he  please  to  make  commotion, 
^Tis  to  be  fear'd,  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  tis  the  spring,  and  weeds  are  diallow>*rooted ; 
Suffer  them  now,  end  they^  o'ergrow  the  garden, 
And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  husbandi^. 
The  reverent  care,  I  bear  unto  my  lonL 
Made  me  collect*  these  dangers  in  the  auke. 
If  it  be  fond,t  call  it  a  woman's  fear ; 
Which  fear,  if  better  reasons  can  supplaxtt, 
I  win  subscribe  and  say-— I  wronged  the  duke. 
My  lord  of  Suffolk,— Biftokingham,>-and  York.-*- 
Beprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can ; 
Or  else  conclude  my  words  eflfoctual. 

*  Assemble  by  observation.  t  Foolish. 
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8t{f.  Well  hath  your  highneas  seen  into  thu  dukt; 
And^  had  I  first  been  put  to  speak  my  mind, 
I  think,  I  should  have  told  your  graoe's  tala 
The  duchess,  by  his  subornation, 
Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilish  nraetkes : 
Or  if  he  were  not  nriyy  to  those  faults, 
Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  descent* 
(As  next  the  king,  he  was  successive  heir) 
And  such  high  vaunts  of  his  nobilily. 
Did  instigate  the  bedlam  brain-sick  iniches^ 
By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  sovereign's  rail. 
Smooth  TWDB  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep ; 
And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbours  treason. 
The  fox  barks  not,  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 
No,  no,  my  sovereign ;  Gloster  is  a  man 
Unsounded  vet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

Car.  Did  ne  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 
Devise  stranee  deaths  for  small  oflfenoes  done  ? 

Tork.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protectorship, 
Levy  great  sums  of  money  through  the  realm, 
For  soldiers'  pay  in  France,  and  never  sent  it  ? 
By  means  whereof,  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buck,  Tut !  these  are  petty  ftmlts  to  foults  unknown, 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  smooth  duke  Humphrey. 

K.  Hen,  My  lords,  at  once:  The  care  you  have  of  us, 
To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot, 
Is  worthy  praise :  But  shall  I  speak  my  conscience  ? 
Our  kinsman  Gloster  is  as  innocent 
From  meaning  treason  to  our  roval  person. 
As  is  the  suckmg  lamb,  or  harmlees  dove : 
The  duke  is  virtuous,  mild ;  and  too  well  given, 
To  dream  on  evil  or  to  work  my  downfall 

Q.  Mar,  Ah,  what* s  more  dangerous  than  this  fond  affiance  1 
Seems  he  a  dove  ?  his  feathers  are  but  borrowed. 
For  he's  disposed  as  the  hatefdl  raven. 
Is  he  a  lamb?  his  i^n  is  siirely  lent  him. 
For  he's  inclined  as  are  the  ravenous  wolves. 
Who  cannot  steal  a  shape,  that  means  deceit  ? 
Take  heed,  my  lord;  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  short  that  Ihiudful  man. 

Enter  SOMBBSBT. 

Som,  All  heidth  unto  my  gracious  sovereign ! 

K,  Hen,  Welcome,  lord  Somerset.    What  news  from  France  ? 

Som,  That  all  your  interest  in  tliose  territorief 
Is  utterly  bereft  you ;  all  is  lost. 

K.  Hen,  Cold  news,  lord  Somerset :  But  GkKfs  will  be  done ! 

Tork,  CJold  news  for  me ;  for  I  had  hopes  of  France, 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fnl^le  Enriand. 
Thus  are  my  blossoms  blasted  in  the  bud, 

*  Valtiiny  himself  on  his  hiffa  descent. 
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And  oaterpiBan  eat  my  leaves  away : 
But  I  will  remedy  this  g^  ere  long, 
Or  sell  my  title  for  a  glorioiis  grave.  [Aside. 

Sniet  GL08TSB. 

Olo.  All  happiness  unto  my  lord  the  king ! 
Pardon,  my  lie«^,  that  I  have  staid  so  long. 

8vf,  Nay,  Gloster,  know  that  thou  art  come  too  soon. 
Unless  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art : 
I  do  arrest  thee  of  high  treason  here. 

Olo.  Well,  Suffolk,  yet  thou  shalt  not  see  me  blush» 
Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  arrest ; 
A  heart  unspotted  is  not  easily  daunted. 
The  purest  spring  is  not  so  free  from  mud, 
As  I  am  clear  from  treason  to  my  sovereign : 
Who  can  accuse  me  ?  wherein  am  I  guUty  ? 

York,  Tis  thought,  my  lord,  that  you  took  bribes  of  Franoe^ 
And  being  protector,  stayed  the  soldiers'  pay ; 
By  means  whereof,  his  highness  hath  lost  france. 

Olo,  Is  it  but  thoueht  so  ?    What  are  they  that  think  it  ? 
I  never  robVd  the  soldiers  of  their  pa^. 
Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  fitmce. 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watch'd  the  nig;ht, 
A^y  liight  by  ni«ht,— in  studying  good  for  England  I 
That  doit  that  e  er  I  wrested  from  the  king. 
Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  use. 
Be  brought  against  me  at  my  trial  day ! 
No !  many  a  pound  of  mine  own  proper  store, 
Because  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons. 
Have  I  dispursed  to  the  garrisons^ 
And  never  ask'd  for  restitution. 

Car,  It  serves  you  well,  my  lord,  to  say  so  much. 

Olo.  I  say  no  more  than  truth,  so  help  me  God ! 

York,  In  your  protectorship,  you  did  devise 
Strange  tortures  for  offi^ders,  never  heard  o^ 
That  England  was  defamed  by  tyranny. 

Olo,  Why.  'tis  well  known,  that  wmles  I  was  protector. 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me ; 
For  I  should  melt  at  an  offender's  tea^ 
And  lowly  words  were  ransom  for  their  fault. 
Unless  it  were  a  bloody  murd^r^, 
Or  foul  felonious  thief  Uiat  fleeoea  poor  paeeengers, 
I  never  gave  them  o6ndign  punishment : 
Murder,  indeed,  Uiat  bloody  sin  I  tortured 
Above  the  felon,  or  what  trespass  else. 

8vf.  My  lord,  these  fiEuilts  are  easy,*  quickly  answered ; 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge. 
Whereof  you  cannot  easily  purge  yourself. 
i  do  arrest  you  in  his  highness'  name: 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  lord  cardinal 
To  keep,  until  your  fUrther  time  of  trial. 

*  For  easily. 
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K  Hen,  Mj  lord  of  Gloste^  'tis  my  special  h<q^, 
That  you  will  dear  yourself  from  all  suspects ; 
My  conscience  tells  me,  you  are  innocent. 

&lo.  Ah.  gracious  lord,  these  days  are  dangerous ! 
Virtue  is  choked  with  foul  amhitioii. 
And  charily  chased  hence  by  rancour's  hand ; 
Poul  subornation  is  predommant, 
And  equity  exiled  your  highness'  land. 
I  know,  tbnr  complot  is  to  ha^e  my  Ufe : 
And,  if  my  death  misht  make  this  island  happy, 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it-with  all  wUlingnees : 
But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play : 
Por  thousands  more,  that  yet  suspect  no  peril, 
"Will  not  conclude  tneir  plotted  tragedy. 
Beauforf  s  red  sparkling  eyes  blab  ms  heart's  malice. 
And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow,  his  stormy  hate ; 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburaens  with  nis  tongue 
The  envious  load  that  lies  upon  his  heart; 
And  dogged  Jork,  that  reacnes  at  the  moon. 
Whose  overweening  arm  I  have  pluck'd  back, 
By  false  accuse*  doth  level  at  iny  life  .*-* 
Aud  you,  my  soverei|^  lady,  with  the  rest, 
Causeless  have  laid  disgraces  on  my  head ; 
And-  with  your  best  endeavour,  have  stirr'd  up 
My  liefest  T  liege  to  be  mine  enemv .— - 
Aj,  all  of  you  nave  laid  your  heads  together ; 
Myself  had  notice  of  your  conventictos. 
I  shall  not  want  fiUse  witness  to  condemn  me. 
Nor  store  of  treasons  to  augpnent  my  guilt ; 
The  ancient  proverb  will  be  well  affected,— 
A  staff  is  qmckly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

Car,  Mv  Hege,  his  railing  is  intolerable : 
V  those  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  person 
Prom  treason's  secret  kmfe,  and  traitor's  rage. 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid,  and  rated  a1^ 
And  the  offender  granted  scope  of  speech, 
'Twill  make  them  cool  in  leal  unto  your  Krace. 

Sitfi  Hath  he  not  twit  our  sovereign  lady  here. 
With  ignominious  words,  tiioug^  clerkly  couch'a, 
As  if  she  had  suborned  some  to  swear 
False  allegations  to  o'erthrow  his  state  ? 

Q.  Mar,  But  I  can  give  the  loser  leave  to  chioe. 

Olo.  Par  truer  spoke  than  meant :  I  lose  indeed  ^ 
Beshrew  the  winners,  for  they  play'd  me  false ! 
And  well  such  losers  may  have  leave  to  speak. 

Suck.  He'll  wrest  the  sense,  and  hold  us  here  all  day  ;— 
Lord  cardinal,  he  is  your  prisoner. 

Car,  Sirs,  take  away  the  duke,  and  guard  him  sure. 

Glo.  Ah.  ikOB  king  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch. 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  the  body : 


'  jlccusation.  t  Dearest 
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Thus  is  the  sh^herd  beaten  from  ikif  nde, 
And  wolves  are  gnadiiM;  who  sImUI  gnaw  thee  firat 
Ah,  that  my  fear  were  fuse !  ah,  that  it  were ! 
For,  good  king  Henry,  thj  deoay  I  fear. 

[Ikbrnrnt  Attendants,  with  OLO0T1SB. 

K.  Hen.  My  lords,  what  to  your  wisdcnns  seemeth  best. 
Do,  or  undo,  as  if  ourself  were  here. 

Q.  Mar.  What,  will  your  highneoi  leave  the  parliament  P 

K.  Ken,  Ay,  Margarel^  my  heart  is  drown'd  with  grief. 
Whose  flood  begins  to  flow  within  mkie  eyes ; 
My  body  round  en^rt  with  miseorv'; 
For  whaf  s  more  miserable  tium  cGsoontent  ?^ 
Ah,  uncle  Humphrey !  in  liiy  ftK)e  1  see 
The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  kmilty ; 
And  yet,  good  Humphrey,  is  the  Eour  to  come. 
That  e'er  I  proved  thee  false,  or  fear'd  thy  turn. 
What  low'rmg  star  now  envies  thy  estate, 
That  these  great  lords,  and  Marmet,  our  queen, 
Bo  seek  subversion  of  thy  hanatuees  nfe  ? 
Thou  never  didst  tham  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong ; 
And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  oalf. 
And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  strays. 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  slaughter>honse ; 
Even  so.  remorseless  have  th^  borne  him  hence. 
And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down. 
Looking  the  way  her  harmless  young  one  went. 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darnng's  loes ; 
Even  so  myself  bewails  good  Gloster^s  case, 
AY ith  sad  unhelpful  tears ;  and  with  dimmed  eyes 
Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good ; 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  enemies. 
His  fortunes  I  will  weep ;  and  ^twixt  each  groan. 
Say— TP^'«  a  traitor  f  Oloster  he  ie  none.  l^xiU 

Q.  Mar.  Free*  lords,  oold  raM)W  melts  with  the  sun's  hot  beams. 
Henry  my  lord  is  oold  m  great  afibirs, 
Too  fiill  of  foolish  pity ;  and  Qloster's  show 
Be^^es  him,  as  the  monmftil  orooodile 
With  sorrow  snares  relenting  passengers : 
Or  as  the  snake,  roll'd  in  a  flowering  DanK, 
With  shining  chedcer'd  sloa^h,  doth  sting  a  child, 
That,  for  the  beauty,  thinks  it  excellent. 
BeUeve  me,  lords,  were  none  more  wise  than  I 
(And  yet,  herein,  I  judge  mine  own  wit  good). 
This  Gloster  diould  be  quickly  rid  the  world. 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Car.  That  he  should  die.  is  WOTthy  policy; 
But  yet  we  want  a  odour  for  his  death : 
'Tis  meet,  he  be  condemned  by  course  of  law. 

Suf.  But,  in  my  mind,  that  w^re  no  pohoy : 
The  King  will  labour  still  to  save  his  h^. 
The  commons  haply  rise  tQ  save  his  life;  -  • 

*  liberal-minded 
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And  yet  we  have  but  triml  argument^ 

More  than  mistrust,  that  shows  him  worthy  death. 

York.  So  that,  by  this,  you  would  not  have  him  die. 

Suf,  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  so  lain  as  I. 

York,  'Tis  York  that  hath  msx^  reason  for  his  death.^ 
But,  my  lord  Cardinal,  and  jrou,  my  lord  of  Suffolk, — 
Sa^  as  you  think,  and  speak  it  ixom  your  souls, — 
'Wer't  not  all  one,  an  empty  eagle  were  set 
To  guard  the  chicken  firom  a  hungry  kite, 
Ab  place  duke  Humphrey  for  the  king's  protector  ? 

Q.  Mar.  So  the  poor  chicken  shoula  be  sure  of  death. 

8uf,  Madam,  'tis  true :  And  wer  't  not  madnebii  then. 
To  make  the  fox  surveyor  of  the  fold  ?  ' 

"Who  being  accused  a  craftar  murderer. 
His  guilt  should  be  but  idly  posted  overt 
Because  his  purpose  is  not  executed. 
Ko ;  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox. 
By  nature  proved  an  enemy  to  the  flock. 
Before  \M  chaps  be  stain'd  with  crimson  blood ; 
As  Humphrey,  proved  by  reasons,  to  my  hege, 
'  And  do  not  stond  on  quillets,  how  to  slay  him : 
Be  it  by  gins,  by  snares,  by  subtlety. 
Sleeping  or  waKing,  'tis  no  matter  now. 
So  he  be  dead :  for  that  is  good  deceit 
Which  mates*  him  first,  that  first  intends  deceit. 

Q.  Mar.  Thrice  noble  Suffolk,  'tis  resolutely  spoke. 

Suf.  Not  resolute,  except  so  much  were  done ; 
For  things  are  often  spoke,  and  seldom  meant : 
But,  that  my  heart  aocordeth  with  my  tongue,— 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 
And  to  preserve  my  sovereini  from  his  foe, — 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  iNriestf 

Car.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  lord  of  Suffolk, 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  priest : 
Say.  you  consent,  and  censure  wellj  the  deed. 
And  I'll  provide  his  executioner, 
I  tender  so  the  safety  of  my  liege. 

Suf.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 


Q.  Mar.  And  so  say  1. 


York.  And  I :  and  now  we  three  have  spoke  it. 
It  skills  not  greatly  §  who  impugns  our  doom. 

JEfder  a  Hessengeb. 

Mess,  Great  lords,  firom  Ireland  am  I  come  amain, 
To  signify—that  rebels  there  are  up. 
And  put  the  Englishmen  unto  the  sword : 
Send  succours,  lords,  and  stop  the  rage  betime^ 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable ; 
For,  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

*  Mates,  checks,  as  at  chess.  -•'  The  last  man  with  him. 

t  Apiwove  of.  I  It  is  of  no  imjKirtance. 

TOL.  III.  M 
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Cor.  A  breaoh,  that  cravei  a  quick  expedient*  stop ! 
What  counsel  give  70U  in  this  w^ghty  cause  ? 

York.  That  Somerset  be  sent  as  resent  thither : 
"Tis  meet  that  lucky  ruler  be  employed ; 
Witness  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France. 

Som,  If  Ywk,  with  all  his  far-fetf  poUcy, 
Had  been  the  resent  there  instead  of  me. 
He  neyer  would  nave  staid  in  France  so  Ions. 

York.  No,  not  to  lose  it  alL  as  thou  hast  done : 
I  rather  would  have  lost  mv  life  betimes, 
Than  bring  a  burden  of  dishonour  homc^ 
By  staying  there  so  long,  till  all  were  lost 
Show  me  one  scar  charactered  on  thy  skin : 
Men's  flesh  preserved  so  whole  do  seldom  win. 

Q.  Mar.  Nay  then,  this  spark  will  prove  a  raging  fire. 
If  wind  and  ftiel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with : 
No  more,  good  Fork ;— sweet  Somerset,  be  still  ;— 
!]Phy  fortune,  York,  hadst  thou  been  regent  there, 
jiliiht  happily  have  proved  far  worse  than  his. 

York,  What,  worse  than  naught  ?  nay,  then  a  shame  take  all ! 

Som.  And,  in  the  number,  thee,  that  wishest  shame ! 

Car.  My  lord  of  York,  try  what  your  fortune  is. 
The  und^  kernes  of  Ireland  are  in  arms, 
And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Englishmen : 
To  Ireland  will  vou  lead  a  band  of  men, 
Collected  choicely,  from  each  county  some, 
And  try  your  hap  asainst  the  Irishmen  ? 

York.  I  will,  my  lord,  so  please  his  majesty, 

St{f.  Why,  our  authority  is  his  consent ; 
And,  what  we  do  establish,  he  confirms : 
Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 

York.  I  am  content :  Provide  me  soldiers,  lords. 
Whiles  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs. 

Sitf.  A  charge,  lord  York,  that  I  will  see  perfbrm'd. 
But  now  return  we  to  the  false  duke  Humphrey. 

Car.  No  more  of  him ;  for  I  will  deal  with  him. 
That,  henceforth  he  shall  trouble  us  no  more. 
And  so  break  off;  the  day  is  almost  roent : 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  must  talk  of  that  event. 

York.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days, 
At  Bristol  1  expedt  my  soldiers: 
For  there  Til  snip  them  all  for  Ireland. 

Si^.  Ill  see  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  York. 

iJSxeunt  all  hnt  YoBE. 

York.  Now,  York,  or  never,  steel  thy  fearftil  thoughts. 
And  change  misdoubt  to  resolution : 
Be  that  thou  hop'st  to  be ;  or  what  thou  art 
Besign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  the  enjoving : 
Let  pale-faced  fear  keep  with  the  mean-born  man» 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart 

*  Expeditious.  t  Far-fetched. 
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Faster  than  q>ring-time  showers,  oomes  thought  on  thought ; 

And  not  a  thought,  hut  thinks  on  dif^ty. 

My  hrain,  more  busy  than  the  labouring  spider, 

Weaves  tedious  snares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 

Well,  nobles,  well,  it's  jwlitidly  done, 

To  send  me  packing  with  a  host  of  men : 

I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  starved  snake, 

Who,  chensh'd  in  your  breasts;,  will  sting  your  hearts. 

Twas  men  I  lack'cC  and  you  will  give  them  me : 

J  take  it  kindly ;  yet,  be  well  assured 

Tou  put  sharp  weapons  in  a  madman's  hands. 

Whiles  I  in  Ireland  nourish  a  mighty  band. 

I  will  stir  up  in  England  some  black  storm, 

Shall  blow  ten  thousand  souls  to  heaven,  or  hell : 

And  this  fell  tempest  shall  not  cease  to  rage 

Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head. 

Like  to  the  glorious  sun*s  transparent  beams. 

Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-bred  flaw.* 

And,  for  a  minister  of  my  intent, 

I  have  seduced  a  head-st^ng  Kentishman, 

John  Cade  of  Ashford, 

To  make  commotion,  as  fhll  well  he  can, 

Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 

In  Ireland  have  I  seen  this  stubborn  Cade 

Oppose  himself  against  a  troop  of  kernes; f 

And  fought  so  long,  till  that  his  thighs  with  darts 

Were  almost  like  a  sharp  quill'd  porpentine :  X 

And,  in  the  end  being  rescued,  I  nave  seen  him 

Caper  upright  like  a  wild  M6nsco,§ 

Shaking  the  bloody  darts,  as  he  his  bells, 

Full  often,  like  a  uia^hair'd  crafty  keme^ 

Hath  he  conversed  with  the  enem^ ; 

And  undiscovered  come  to  me  aoam. 

And  dven  me  notice  of  their  villameB. 

This  devil  here  shall  be  my  substitute ; 

For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  now  is  dead, 

In  &oe,  in  gait,  in  speech,  he  doth  resemble : 

By  this  I  shall  perceive  the  commons'  mind^ 

How  they  affect  the  house  and  claim  of  York, 

Say,  he  be  taken,  rack'd,  and  tortured : 

I  know,  no  pain,  they  can  inflict  upon  him, 

Will  make  him  say — I  moved  him  to  those  arm^ 

^y,  that  he  thrive,  (as  'tis  great  like  he  will,) 

miy,  tiien  from  Ireland  come  I  with  my  strength. 

And  reap  the  harvest  which  that  rascal  sowed ; 

For.  Humphrey  being  dead,  as  he  shall  be, 

And  Henry  put  apart,  the  next  for  me.  [ExU,^ 

«  A  violent  gust  of  wind.  t  light-armed  soldiers 

^  PorcupixLe.  |  MorrU  dftncer. 
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SCENB  IL—Bvry.    A  Soom  m  ike  Palace, 
JSnter  certain  Mfbdesebs,  hoHUy, 

1  Mwr,  Bun  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk ;  let  him  know, 
We  have  dispatcli'd  the  duke,  as  he  commanded. 

2  Mur,  O,  that  it  were  to  ao !— What  haye  we  done  ? 
Didst  ev^  hear  a  man  so  penitent  ? 

Enter  SUFFOLK, 

1  Mur.  Here  oomes  my  Lord. 

Svf.  Now.  SirsL  have  you 
Despatched  this  thing  P 

1  Mur.  Ay,  kny  good  lord,  he's  dead. 

Svf.  Why.  that's  well  said.    Go,  get  you  to  my  house ; 
I  win  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed. 
The  king  and  all  the  peers  are  here  at  hand  :— 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  ?  are  all  things  well. 
According  as  I  gave  directions  ? 

1  Ifwr.  ^Tis,  my  good  lord. 

Svf.  Away,  be  gone !  [Exeunt  MUSDEBSBS. 

Enter  ElSQ  Hbnbt,  QueeiT  Mabgabet,  Cardinal  Beaxtfobt, 
SOMEBSET,  Lords,  and  others, 

K.  JECen.  Go.  call  our  uncle  to  our  presence  straight: 


, ,    V  noble  lord.  [Exk, 

K.  Hen.  Lords,  take  your  plaoee  j— And.  I  pray  you  all. 

Proceed  no  straiter  'gpinst  our  uncle  Gloster,   ' 

Than  from  true  evidence^  of  good  esteem, 

He  be  approved  in  ptractice  culpable. 
Q.  Mar.  God  forbid  any  mahoe  should  prevail, 

That  faultless  may  condemn  a  nobleman ! 

Fray  God,  he  may,aoquit  hun  of  suspicion ! 
K.Sen,  I  thank  thee,Margaret;  these wordsoontentmemuch.^ 

Re-enter  SUFFOLK. 

How  now  ?  why  look'st  thou  pale  P  why  tremblest  thou  P 
Where  is  our  uncle  P  what  is  the  matter,  Suffolk  P 

Bn^.  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  lord ;  Gloster  is  dead. 

O.  Mar.  Marry,  God  forefend ! 

Car.  God's  secret  judnnent  :--I  did  dream  to-night. 
The  duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  speak  a  word. 

[7^  King  swoons. 

Q.  Mar.  How  fares  my  lord  P—Help,  lords !  the  king  is  dead. 

Som.  Bear  up  his  body;  wring  him  by  the  nose. 

Q.  Mar.  Bun,  go,  help,  help !— 0,.Henry,  ope  thine  eyes ! 

JSitff'.  He  doth  revive  again ;— Madam,  be  palient. 

K.  Sen,  O  heavenly  God ! 

O.  Mar,  How  fEures  my  gracious  lord  P 

SifjF,  Comfort,  my  sovereign !  gracious  Henry,  comfort ! 
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JT.  ffen.  What,  doth  my  lord  of  Suffolk  oomfort  me  ? 
Came  he  right  now*  to  sing  a  raven's  note, 
Whose  dismal  tune  bereft  my  vitai  powers; 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren. 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  breast, 
Can  chase  away  the  first-conceived  sound  ? 
Hide  not  thy  poison  with  such  sugar'd  words, 
Ijay  not  thy  hands  on  me ;  forbear,  I  say ; 
Their  touch  affrights  me,  as  a  serpent's  stmg. 
Thou  baleful  messenger,  out  of  my  sight ! 
Upon  thjT  eye-balls  muitlerous  tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  majesty,  to  fright  the  world. 
Look  not  upon  me,  lor  thine  eyes  are  wounding  ;-^ 
Yet  do  not  go  away :— Come,  basilisk, 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  sight : 
For  in  the  shade  of  death  I  shall  find  joy : 
In  lif(^  but  double  death,  now  Gloster's  dead. 

Q.  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Suffolk  thus  ? 
Although  the  dUke  was  enemy  to  him. 
Yet  he,  most  Christian-like,  laments  lus  death : 
And  for  myself^ — foe  as  he  was  to  me, 
Midit  Uquid  tears,  or  heart-offendine  groans, 
Or  Dlood-consuming  sighs  recall  his  fife. 
I  would  be  blind  with  weepine,  sick  wim  groans, 
Ix)ok  pale  as  primrose,  witn  blood-drinking  sighs. 
And  all  to  have  the  noble  duke  alive. 
What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  ? 
For  it  is  known,  we  were  but  hollow  friends ; 
It  may  be  judged,  I  made  the  duke  away : 
So  shall  my  name  with  slander's  tongue  be  wounded, 
And  princes'  courts  be  filled  with  my  reproach. 
This  get  I  by  his  death :  Ah  me,  unhappy ! 
To  be  a  queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy ! 
.  JC  Men,  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Gloster.  wretched  man ! 

Q.  Mar.  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wreiched  than  he  is. 
What^  dost  thou  turn  away,  and  hide  thy  face  ? 
I  am  no  loathsome  leper,  look  on  me. 
What,  art  thou,  like  the  adder,  waxen  deaf  ? 
Be  poisonous  too,  and  Idll  thy  forlorn  queen. 
Is  all  thy  comfort  shut  in  Glostert  tomb  P 
Why,  then  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy :  ^ 

Erect  his  statue  then,  and  worship  it, 
And  make  my  image  but  an  alehouse  sign. 
Was  I,  for  tms,  nigh  wreck'd  upon  the  sea : 
And  twice  by  awkward  wind  from  England's  bank 
Drove  back  a^in  unto  my  native  clime  ? 
What  boded  this,  but  well-forewaming  wind 
Did  seem  to  say,— Seek  not  a  scorpion's  nest, 
Nor  set  no  footing  on  this  unkind  shore  ? 
What  did  I  then,  but  cursed  the  gentle  gusts, 
And  he  that  loosed  them  from  their  brazen  caves ; 

*  JostnoWk^ 
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And  bid  them  blow  towards  Endand's  blessed  shore. 

Or  turn  our  stem  ui)on  a  dreadful  rock  P 

Yet  iSolus  would  not  be  a  murderer. 

But  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee : 

The  pretty  vaulting  sea  refused  to  drown  me: 

Knowing,  that  thou  would'st  have  me  drownM  on  shore 

TVith  teus  as  salt  as  sea  throueh  thy  unkindness : 

The  spUtting  rocks  coward  in  the  sinking  sands, 

And  would  not  dash  me  with  their  nugged  sides ; 

Because  thy  flinty  h^urt^  more  hard  tnan  they, 

Might  in  thy  palace  pensh*  Mar^ret. 

As  Tar  as  I  could  ken  thy  chalky  clif^ 

When  fW)m  the  shore  the  tempest  beat  us  back, 

I  stood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  storm : 

And  when  the  dusk^  sky  began  to  rob 

My  eamest-sa|>ing  sight  of  thy  land'g  view, 

I  took  a  costly  jewel  irom  my  neck, — 

A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  diamonds,— 

And  threw  it  towards  thv  land ;— the  sea  received  it ; 

And  so,  I  wish'd,  thy  body  might  my  heart : 

And  even  with  this.  I  lost  fair  England's  view, 

And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart ; 

And  called  them  blind  and  dusky  speciacles. 

For  losing  ken  of  Albion's  wishea  ooast. 

How  often  have  I  temi^ted  Suffolk's  tongue 

(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconstancy,) 

To  sit  and  witch  me,  as  Ascanius  did, 

When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 

His  father's  act&  commenced  in  burning  Troy  ? 

Am  I  not  witch  d  like  her  ?  or  thou  not  false  like  him  ? 

Ah  me,  I  can  no  more !    Die,  Margaret ! 

For  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  dost  live  so  long. 

Naispmthiti.    SnierWASWICK  andBlLlBBUBY.   TheCommong 
press  to  the  door. 

War,  It  is  reported,  mighty  sovereisn. 
That  good  duke  Humphrey  traitorously  is  murdered 
By  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal  Beauforf  s  means^ 
The  commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees. 
That  want  their  leader,  scatter  up  and  down. 
And  care  not  who  they  sting  in  his  revenge. 
Myself  have  calm'd  their  spleenftil  mutiny, 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 

K.  Sen,  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick,  tds  too  true; 
But  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Henry : 
Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  breathless  corpse, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  sudden  death. 

War,  That  I  shall  do.  my  liege  :-43tay,  Salisbury, 
With  the  rude  multitude,  till  Iretum. 

[  Wabwick  ffoes  nOo  an  inner  room,  and  SausbtjbT  ftUrm 

^Destroy* 
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K,  Sen.  O  thou  that  judgest  all  things,  stay  my  thoughts : 
My  thoughtB,  that  labour  to  persuade  my  soul, 
Some  violent  hands  were  laia  on  Humphrey's  Ufe  1 
If  my  suspect  be  false,  forgive  me,  God ; 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee ! 
Tain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips 
With  twenty  thousand  kisses,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  salt  tears ; 
To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  t.  .^k, 
And  with  my  fingers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling : 
But  all  in  vain  are  thesA  mean  obsequies ; 
And,  to  survey  his  deac.  and  earthly  image, 
What  were  it  but  to  make  my  sorrow  greater  ? 
The  folding-doort  of  an  inner  Chamber  are  thrown  open,  and 

Glostes  it  discovered  dead  in  his  bed :  Warwick  and  others 

standing  by.  it. 

War.  Gome  hither,  gracious  sovereign,  view  this  body. 

K.  Hen.  That  is  to  see  how  deep  my  grave  is  made : 
For,  with  his  soul,  fled  all  my  worldly  solace ; 
For  seeing  him,  I  see  my  life  in  deatL* 

War.  As  surely  as  my  soul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King,  that  took  our  state  upon  him 
To  free  us  ftrom  his  Father's  wrathful  curse, 
I  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-famed  duke. 

Suff.  A  dreadful  oath,  sworn  with  a  solemn  tongue ! 
What  instance  gives  lord  Warwick  for  Ws  vow  ? 

War.  See,  how  the  blood  is  settled  in  his  face ! 
Offc  have  I  seen  a  timely-parted  ghostf 
Of  ashy  semblance,  measre.  pale,  and  bloodless, 
Being  all  descended  to  the  labouring  heart : 
Who,  in  the  conflict  that  it  holds  with  death. 
Attracts  the  same  for  aidance  'gainst  the  enemy : 
Which  with  the  heart  there  cools  and  ne'er  returneth 
To  blush  and  beautify  the  cheek  again. 
But,  see,  his  fece  is  black,  and  full  of  blood ; 
His  eye-balls  farther  out  than  when  he  livedo 
Staring  ftiU  ghastly  like  a  strangled  man : 
His  hair  uprear'd,  his  nostrils  stretch'd  with  struggling; 
His  hands  abroad  display'd^!  as  one  that  grasp'd 
And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  streng[th  subdued. 
Look,  on  the  sheets  his  hair,  you  see,  is  sticking ; 
His  well-nroportioned  beard  made  rough  and  rugged. 
Like  to  the  summer's  com  by  tempest  lodged. 
It  cannot  be,  but  hd  was  murder'd  here ; 
The  least  of  all  these  signs  were  probable. 

/8i#.  Why,  Warwick,  who  should  do  the  duke  to  death  ? 
Myself  and  Beaufort,  had  him  in  protection ; 
And  we,  I  hope.  Sir,  are  no  murderers. 

*  X  «.  I  see  mr  life  destroyed  or  endangered  by  his  death, 
t  Legitimately  deceased  corpse. 
t  The  fingers  widely  distended. 
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War.  Bat  both  of  you  wete  to Vd  duke  'Hxaaptacfu  foes ; 
And  70U,  forsooth,  had  the  good  duke  to  keep : 
'Tis  tike,  you  would  not  feast  him  tike  a  friend ; 
And  tis  well  seen  he  found  an  enemy. 

Q.  Mar.  Then  you,  belike,  suspect  these  noblemen 
As  guiltyof  duke  Humphrey's  tuneless  death. 

War.  Who  finds  the  neifer  dead,  and  bleeding  fresh. 
And  sees  fast  by  a  butcher  with  an  axe, 
But  will  suspect,  'twas  he  that  made  the  slaughter  ? 
VHio  finds  the  purtridge  in  the  puttock's  nest, 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  kite  soar  with  unbloodied  oeak  ? 
Even  so  suspicious  is  this  traeedy. 

Q.  Mar.  Are  you  the  butcher,  Suffolk;  where's  your  knife  f 
Is  Beaufort  term'd  a  kite  ?  where  are  his  talons  F 

Suff.  I  wear  no  knife,  to  slaughter  sleeping  men ; 
But  here's  a  vengeful  sword,  rusted  with  ease, 
That  shall  be  scoured  in  his  rancorous  heart 
That  slanders  me  with  murder's  crimson  badge : 
Say,  if  thou  darest,  proud  lord  of  Warwickshure, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  duke  Humphrey's  death. 

lExeuTtt  Gabdtnal,  Somebset,  and  other; 

War.  What  dares  uot  Warwick,  if  fietlse  Suffolk  dare  him  ? 
.   Q.  Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  oontumeUous  spirit^ 
Nor  cease  to  be  an  arrogant  controller, 
Though  Suffolk  dare  him  twenty  thousand  times. 

War.  Madam,  be  still ;  with  reverence  may  I  say ; 
For  every  word,  you  speak  in  his  behalf, 
Is  slander  to  your  royal  disunity. 

&uff.  Blunt-witted  lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour ! 
If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  so  much. 
Thy  mother  took  unto  her  blameftil  bed 
Some  stem  untutor'd  churl,  and  noble  stock 
Was  graft  with  crab-tree  slip :  whose  firuit  thou  art^ 
And  never  of  the  Nevils'  noble  race. 

War.  But  that  theguilt  of  murder  bucklers  thee^ 
And  I  should  rob  the  deathsman  of  his  fee. 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thousand  shames ; 
And  that  my  sovereign's  presence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  false  murderous  coward,  on  thy  knee. 
Make  thoe  beg  pardon  for  thy  passed  speech. 
And  say— it  was  thy  mother  tha,t  thou  mean'si^ 
That  thou  thyself  wast  bom  in  bastardy : 
And,  affcer  all  this  fearfUl  homage  done. 
Give  thee  thv  hire,  and  send  thy  soul  to  hell. 
Pernicious  bloodsucker  of  sleeping  men ! 

Suff,  Thou  shalt  be  waking,  while  I  shed  thy  blood. 
If  from  this  presence  thou  darst  go  with  me. 

War,  Away  even  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence ; 
Unworthy  though  thou  art.  111  cope  with  thee, 
And  do  some  service  to  duke  Humphrey's  ghost. 

lExeunt  SUFFOLK  and  Warwick. 
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K.  Men.  What  stronger  breast-plate  than  a  heart  untainted  ? 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  iust ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lock'd  up  in  steel. 
Whose  oonscienoe  with  injustice  is  corrupted.     [A  noise  toithin, 

Q.  Mar.  What  noise  is  this  ? 

Be-enter  SUFFOLK  and  Wabwick,  with  their  weapons  drawn, 

K.  Hen.  Why,  how  now,  lords  P  your  wrathful  weapons  drawn 
Here  in  our  presence  ?  dare  you  be  so  bold  ?— 
Why,  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here  ? 

Suff.  The  traitorous  Warwick,  with  the  men  of  Bury, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  sovereign. 

Noise  of  a  crowd  within.    JRe-ewter  Salisbubt. 

'  Sal.  Sirs,  stand  sqpart;  the  king  shall  know  your  mind.— 

\_SpeaMng  to  those  within 
Dread  lor^  the  commons  send  you  word  by  me. 
Unless  false  Suffolk  straight  bo  done  to  death, 
Or  banished  fair  England's  territories, 
Th^  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingering  death. 
They  say,  by  him  the  good  duke  Humphrey  died; 
Th^  say,  in  him  thev  fear  your  highness'  death ; 
And  mere  instinct  of  love,  and  lovalty,—- 
Free  firom  a  stubborn  opposite  intent. 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking,— 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  banishment. 
They  sav,  in  care  of  your  most  royal  person. 
That,  if  your  highness  should  intend  to  sleep, 
And  charge— that  no  man  should  disturb  your  rest, 
In  pain  of  your  dislike,  or  pain  of  death ; 
ret  notwithstanding  such  a  strait  edict. 
Were  there  a  serpent  seen,  with  forked  tongue, 
That  sUly  glided  towards  your  majesty, 
It  were  but  necessary,  you  were  waked ; 
Lest,  being  suffered  m  that  harmful  slumber. 
The  mortal  worm*  might  make  the  sleep  eternal : 
And  therefore  db  they  cry,  though  you  forbid, 
That  they  will  guard  you,  whe'r  you  will,  or  no, 
From  such  fell  serpents  as  false  Suffolk  is ; 
With  whose  envenomed  and  fatal  sting. 
Your  loving  uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth. 
They  say,  is  shameftilly  bereft  of  life. 

Commons.  [Within,]  An  answer  firom  the  king,  my  lord  of 
Salisbury. 

Stif.  'Tis  like,  the  commons,  rude  unpolish'd  hinds, 
Ck)uld  send  sucn  message  to  their  sovereign : 
But  you,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ'd. 
To  show  how  quamtf  an  orator  you  are : 

*  Deadly  serpent.  t  Dexterous. 
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But  all  the  honour  Salisburv  hath  won, 
l8— that  he  was  the  lord  ambassador, 
Sent  from  a  sort*  of  tinkers  to  the  king. 

CJommons.   [  Within.]  An  answer  from  the  king,  or  we'll  all 
break  in. 

K.  Men,  Go,  Salisbury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care : 
And  had  I  not  been  'cited  so  by  them. 
Yet  did  I  purpose  as  they  do  entreat ; 
For  sure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophesy 
Mischance  unto  my  state  by  Suffolk's  means. 
And  thei^efore,— by  His  majesty  I  swear, 
Whose  far  unworthy  deputy  Tam, — 
He  shall  not  breathe  infeot^on  in  this  air 
But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death.    [Exit  Salisbubt. 

Q.  Mar,  0  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk ! 

K.  Sen.  Ungentle  queen,  to  call  him  gentle  Suffolk. 
No  more,  I  say ;  if  thou  dost  plead  for  hun. 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increase  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  I  but  said,  I  would  have  kept  my  word ; 
But,  when  I  swear,  it  is  irrevocable : — 
If^  alter  three  days  space,  thou  here  be'st  found 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  of. 
The  world  shall  not  be  ransom  for  thy  life.— 
Gome,  Warwick,  come,  |?ood  Warwick,  go  with  me ; 
I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  KING  Henby,  Waewick,  Lords,  4*^ 

Q.  Mar.  Mischance,  and  sorrow,  go  along  with  you ! 
Heart's  discontent,  and  sour  affliction. 
Be  playfellows  to  keep  you  company !  ^ 

There's  two  of  you ;  tne  devil  make  a  third ! 
And  threefold  vengeance  tend  upon  your  steps  I 

8«f.  Cease,  gentle  queen^  these  execrations. 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

Q.  Mar.  Fie,  coward  woman,  and  sofb-hearted  vrretch ! 
Hast  thou  not  spirit  to  curse  tnine  enemies  ? 

St^.  A  plague  ui>on  them !  wherefore  should  I  curse  them  ?   . 
Would  curses  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter-searching  terms, 
As  curst,  as  harsh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'a  strongly  through  my  fixed  teeth. 
With  full  as  many  signs  of  d^dly  hate. 
As  lean-faced  Envy  in  her  loathsome  cave  i 
My  tongue  should  stumble  in  mine  earnest  words  * 
Mine  eyes  should  sparkle  like  the  beaten  flint ; 
My  hair  be  fix'd  on  end,  as  one  distract ; 
Ay,  every  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban  t 
And  even  now  my  burden'd  heart  would  break. 
Should  I  not  curse  them.    Poison  be  their  drink ! 
Gall^  worse  than  gall,  the  daintiest  that  they  taste  I 
Their  sweetest  shade,  a  grove  of  cypress  trees ! 

*  A  company. 
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Their  chiefest  prospect,  murdering  basilisks ! 
Their  softest  touch,  as  smart  as  lizards'  stings  I 
Their  music,  frightful  as  the  serpent's  hiss ; 
And  bodins  screech-owls  make  the  concert  tvJl ! 
All  the  fom  terrors  in  dark-seated  hell— 

Q.  Mar.  Enough,  sweet  Suflfolk ;  thou  torment'st  thyself; 
And  these  dread  curses— like  the  sun  'gainst  glass, 
Or  like  an  overcharged  gun,-— recoil, 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyself. 

Sitf.  You  bade  me  ban,*  and  will  you  bid  me  leave  ? 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  banisn'd  from, 
Well  could  I  curse  away  a  winter's  night, 
Though  standing  naked  on  a  mountain  top. 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grass  grow. 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  spent  in  sport. 

Q,  Mar.  O.  let  me  entreat  thee,  oease !  Give  me  thy  hand. 
That  I  may  aew  it  with  my  mournful  tears ; 
Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place. 
To  wash  away  my  woaftil  monuments. 

O.  could  this  kiss  be  printed  in  thy  hand ;  TKiste^  his  hand. 

That  thou  might'st  think  upon  theset  by  the  8«d, 
Through  whom  a  thousand  sighs  are  breath'd  for  thee ! 
So,  get  thee  ^ne,  that  I  may  know  my  grief; 
Tlb  but  sunmsed  whilst  thou  tact  standing  by, 
As  one  that  surfeits  thinkins  on  a  want. 
T  will  repeal  the€L  or,  be  well  assured, 
Adventure  to  be  banished  myself: 
And  banished  I  am,  if  but  from  thee. 
Go,  speak  not  to  me ;  even  now  be  gone.— 
O,  go  not  yet  I—Even  thus  two  friends  condemned 
Embrace,  and  kis&  and  take  ten  thousand  leaves. 
Leather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die. 
Yet  now  farewell ;  and  farewell  life  with  thee ! 

Si^f.  Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  banished. 
Once  by  the  king,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee* 
Tis  not  the  lanoT  care  for;  wert  thou  hence ; 
A  wilderness  is  populous  enough. 
So  Suffolk  had  thy  heavenly  company : 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itself, 
With  every  several  pleasure  in  the  world ; 
And  where  thou  ^  not,  desolation. 
I  can  no  more  r— Live  thou  to  ioy  thy  life; 
Myself  no  joy  in  naught,  but  that  thou  liveet. 

Snier  Vatjx. 

Q.  Mar.  Whil^er  goes  Yauz  so  fast  ?  What  news,  I  pry'thee? 

Vaux.  To  signify  unto  his  majesty. 
^Riat  Cardinal  JBeaufort  is  at  pomt  of  death ; 
For  suddenly  a  grievous  sickness  took  him. 
That  makes  Dim  gasp  and  stare,  and  catch  the  air,         • 
Blaspheming  God,  and  cursing  men  on  earth. 

*  Cone.  t  These  Upi« 


y  Google 


173  8BC0KD  PABT  OP  KIKO  SXSSY  TI.  L^CT  Uh 

Sometime,  he  talks  as  if  duke  Humphrey's  ghost 
Were  b^  his  side :  sometime,  he  calls  the  king 
And  whis|)ers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him. 
The  secrets  of  his  overcharged  soul : 
And  I  am  sent  to  tell  his  miuesty. 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  mm. 

Q.  Mar.  Go,  tell  this  heavy  message  to  tkie  king.  [JExit  YauX. 
Ah  me!  what  is  this  world  P  What  news  are  these  r 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  loss, 
Omittinff  Suffolk's  exile,  my  soul's  lareasure  ? 
Whv  only,  Suffolk,  mourn  I  not  for  thee, 
Ana  with  the  southern  clouds  contend  in  tears ; 
Theirs  for  the  earth's  increase,  mine  for  my  sorrows  ? 
Now,  get  thee  hence :  the  king  thou  know'st  is  coming; 
If  thou  he  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

8t{^.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  Uve: 
And  in  thy  sight  to  die,  what  were  it  else, 
liut  like  a  pleasant  slumber  in  thy  lap  ? 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  soul  into  the  air. 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle-babe. 
Dying  with  mother's  dug  between  its  lips : 
Where,*  from  thv  sight,  I  should  be  raging  mad. 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  close  up  mine  eyes. 
To  have  thee  with  thy  Ups  to  stop  my  mouth ; 
So  shouldst  thou  either  turn  my  flying  soul. 
Or  I  should  breathe  it  so  into  thy  body, 
And  then  it  lived  in  sweet  E^sium. 
To  die  by  thee,  were  but  to  die  in  jest : 
From  thee  to  die,  were  torture  more  than  death : 
O,  let  me  stay,  befall  what  may  befall 

Q.  Mar,  Away !  Though  parting  be  a  fretftil  corrosive, 
It  is  appUed  to  a  deathfiU  wound. 
To  France,  sweet  Suffolk :  Let  me  hear  from  thee ; 
For  wheresoe'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
I'll  have  an  Iris  that  shall  find  you  out. 

W'  I  go. 

XMar.  And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

8i{f.  A  jewel  lock'd  into  the  woeful'st  cask 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  spUtted  bark,  so  sunder  we : 
This  way  fall  I  to  death. 

Q.Mar,  This  way  f(»r  me.  [ISxewni  teveraily^. 

SCjENE  IU,— London,    Gabdikal  Beattfobt's  Bedchamber, 

Enter  KiNG  Henbt,  Salisbuby,  Wabvtick,  and  others.    The 
Cardincu,  in  bed  ;  Attendants  with  him, 

K,  Men,  How  fores  my  lord?  Speak,  Beaufort,  to  thy  sove«' 

reijgn. 
Car,  If  thou  be'st  death.  111  give  thee  England's  treasure. 
Enough  to  purchase  such  another  island, 

♦  Whereas. 
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So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

K.  Hen,  Ah,  what  a  si^  it  is  of  eyil  life. 
When  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible ! 

War,  Beaufort,  it  is  thy  soyereign  speaks  to  thee. 

Car,  Brin^  me  unto  my  trial  when  you  will. 
Died  he  not  m  his  bed  P  Where  should  he  die  ? 
Can  I  make  men  live,  whe'r  they  will  or  no  ? 
O !  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confess.— 
Alive  again  P  Then  show  me  where  he  is ; 
ril  ffive  a  thousand  pounds  to  look  upon  him.^> 
He  hath  no  e]re&  the  dust  hath  blinded  them.— 
Comb  down  ms  hair ;  look !  look !  it  stands  upright, 
Like  lime-twigs  set  to  catch  my  winged  soul ! — 
Give  me  some  drink ;  and  bid  the  apothecary 
Bring  the  strong  poison  that  I  bought  of  him. 

K,  Sen,  O  thou  eternal  mover  of  the  heavens. 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch ! 
O.  beat  away  the  busy  meddling  fiend. 
That  lays  strong  siege  upon  this  wretch's  soul. 
And  from  his  bosom  purge  this  black  despair  f 

War,  See,  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him  grm. 

8i.t.  Disturb  him  not,  let  him  pass  peaceably. 

K.  Sen.  Peace  to  his  soul,  if  Qod's  pleasure  be  \ 
Lord  cardinal,  if  thou  think'st  on  heaven's  bliss, 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  signal  of  thy  hope. — 
He  dies,  ana  makes  no  sign ;  O  Gk)d,  forgive  him ! 
'  War,  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monstrous  life. 

K,  Hen,  ;Eorbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  sinners  alL— 
Close  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  close ; 
And  let  us  all  to  meditation.  [Sxeuni. 


ACT  IV. 
8CJENE  L^Kent,    The  Seashore  near  Dover. 

Firing  heard  at  bear-Then  enter  fmm  a  Boat,  a  Captain,  a 
Masteb,  a  Mastbb's-mate,  WaltesWhitmobb,  and  other»; 
with  them  SXTFFOLK,  and  other  Gentlemen,  Prisoners 

Cap.  The  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remorseful*  day 
Is  crept  into  the  bosom  of  the  sea ; 
And  now  loud-howling  wolves  arouse  the  jades 
That  ditts  the  tragic  melancholy  night ; 
Who  with  their  drowsy,  slow,  and  fla^ginf  wings 
Clip  dead  men's  graves,  and  from  their  misty  jaws 
Breathe  foul  coniagious  darkness  in  the  air. 
Therefore,  bring  forth  the  soldiers  of  our  prize ; 
For,  whilst  our  pinnace  anchors  in  the  Downs, 
Here  idiall  they  make  their  ranscnn  on  the  sand, 

•  WataL 
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Or  with  their  hlood  stain  this  disoolour'd  shore.-** 

Master,  this  prisoner  freely  give  I  thee  :~ 

And  thou  that  art  his  mate,  make  boot  of  this  :— 

The  other  ^ottOmg  to  Suffolk.']  Walter  Whitmcn^  is  thy  share. 

1  Chwt,  What  is  my  ransom,  master  ?  Let  me  know. 

M(ut  A  thousand  crowns,  or  else  lay  down  your  head. 

Mate.  And  so  much  shall  you  give,  or  off  goes  yours. 

Cav,  What,  think  you  much  to  pay  two  thousand  crowns, 
And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen  ? — 
Cut  both  the  vHlains'  throats ;— Tot  die  you  shall ; 
The  Uves  of  those  which  we  have  lost  in  fight, 
Cannot  be  counterpoised  with  such  a  petty  sum. 

1  Qent.  ril  give  it.  Sir;  and  therefore  spare  my  life. 

2  Qent.  And  so  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it  straight 
WTiit  I  lost  mine  eye  in  layin?  the  prize  aboard. 

And  therefore,  to  revenge  it,  shalt  thou  die ;  iTo  Suffolk. 

And  so  should  these,  if  i  might  have  mv  will 

Cap.  Be  not  so  rash ;  take  ransom,  let  him  live. 

Svf.  Look  on  mv  Qeorse,  I  am  a  gentleman ; 
Bate  me  at  what  tnou  wilt,  thou  shfut  be  paid. 

Whit,  And  so  am  I ;  my  name  is  Walter  Whitmore. 
How  now  ?  WTiy  starf  st  thou  ?  What,  doth  death  atfright  ? 

8vf.  Thy  name  affirishts  me,  in  whose  sound  is  death. 
A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth,  ^ 

And  told  me— that  by  Waier  I  should  die : 
Yet  let  not  thb  make  thee  be  bloody-minded ; 
Thy  name  is  QuaUier^m%  rightly  sounded. 

Whit  OvaUier,  or  WaUer,  which  it  is,  I  care  not ; 
Ne'er  yet  did  base  dishonour  blur  our  name, 
'But  with  our  sword  we  wiped  away  the  blot ; 
Therefore,  when  merchant-like  I  sell  revenge. 
Broke  be  my  sword,  my  arms  torn  and  defaced. 
And  I  procudm'd  a  coward  through  the  world ! 

[Lays  hold  on  SUFFOLK. 

Suf.  Stay.  Whitmore ;  for  thy  prisoner  is  a  prince, 
The  duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  U  Poole. 

Whit.  The  duke  of  Suffolk,  muffled  up  m  rags ! 

Si{f.  Ay,  but  these  rags  are  no  part  of  the  duke : 
,«love  sometime  went  disguised,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Cap.  But  Jove  was  never  slain,  as  thou  shalt  be. 

8t{f.  Obscure  and  lowly  swain,  king  Henr/s  blood. 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancaster, 
Must  not  be  shed  by  such  a  jaded  groom,* 
Hast  thou  not  kiss'd  thy  hand,  ana  held  my  stirrup  ? 
Bare-headed  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  mul<^ 
And  thought  thee  happjr  when  I  shook  my  head  ?^ 
How  often  nost  thou  waited  at  my  cup. 
Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneel'd  down  at  the  board, 
When  I  have  feasted  with  Queen  Margaret  ? 
Itemember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  crest-fedlen ; 
Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride  :t 

*  A  low  fellow.  t  Pf^s  bom  too  soon. 
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How  in  our  YoidiBg  lobby  hatst  thou  stood. 
And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth  ? 
This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  ^  behalf, 
And  therefore  shall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue. 

Whit,  Speak,  captain,  shall  I  stab  the  forlorn  swain  ? 

Cap,  First  let  my  wwds  stab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 

Si^f.  Base  slave !  thy  words  are  blunt,  and  so  art  tiiou. 

Cap,  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long-boaf  s  side 
Strike  oflF  his  head. 

St^.  Thou  dar'st  not  for  thy  own. 

Cap.  Yes,  Poole. 

Svf,  Poofc? 

Cap.  Poole  ?  Sir  Poole  ?  lord  ? 
Ay,  kennel,  puddle,  sink ;  whose  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles  the  silver  spring  where  Eng^d  drinks. 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth. 
For  swallowing  the  treasure  of  the  reabn : 
Thy  lips,  that  kiss'd  tiie  queen,  shall  sweep  the  ground ; 
And  tnou,  that  smii'dst  at  good  duke  Humphrey's  deaths 
Agsdnst  the  senseless  winds  shall  grin  in  vam, 
Wno,  in  contempt,  shall  hiss  at  thee  again : 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  heU, 
For  daring  to  afi^  *  a  mighty  lord 
Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthless  kin^, 
Having  neither  subject,  wealth,  nor  diadem. 
By  devilish  policy  art  tnou  grown  greats 
And  like  ambitious  Sylla,  ovwgorged 
"With  gobbets  of  thy  mother's  bleeding  heart 
By  thee  Anjou  and  Maine  were  sold  to  France: 
Tne  false  revolting  Normans,  thorough  thee. 
Disdain  to  call  us  lord;  and  Picardv 
Hath  slain  our  governors,  surprised  our  forts, 
And  sent  the  ragged  soldiers  wounded  home. 
The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevils  all,— 
Whose  dreadfld  swords  were  never  drawn  in  vain ; 
As  hating  thee,  are  rising  up  in  arms : 
And  now  the  house  of  lork— thrust  fh)m  the  crown. 
By  shameful  murder  of  a  guiltless  king, 
And  loffcy  proud  encroaching  tyranny, — 
Bums  with  revenging  fire;  whose  hopeful  colours 
Advance  our  half-faced  sun,  striving  to  shine. 
Under  the  which  is  vrnt—Invitis  nuhibus. 
The  commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  arms : 
And,  to  conclude,  reproach,  and  beggary. 
Is  crept  into  the  palace  of  our  king. 
And  in  by  thee :— Away !  convey  him  hence. 

Suf,  O  that  I  were  a  god,  to  shoot  forth  thunder 
Upon  these  paltry,  servile,  abject  drudgpBs ! 
Small  things  make  base  men  proud :  this  villain  here,    ^ 
Being  captain  of  a  pinnace,  t  threatens  more 
Than  Burgulus  the  strong  lUyrian  pirate. 

*  To  betroth*  t  A  ship  of  small  bardeu. 


y  Google 


17A  BBOOICD  PAST  OF  KTNO  HBITJIT  TI.  fAOTIi; 

Drones  suck  not  eagles'  blood,  but  rob  beehives. 

It  is  impossible  that  1  should  die 

By  such  a  lowly  vassal  as  thyself. 

Thy  words  mov6  rage,  and  not  remorse  in  me : 

I  go  of  message  from  the  queen  to  France ; 

I  charge  thee,  waft  me  safely  cross  the  channd. 

Cap.  Walter, 

Whit  Come,  Suffolk,  I  must  wait  thee  to  thy  death 

Suf.  Oelidus  timor  occupat  artus : — ^"Tis  thee  I  fear. 

TF%it.  Thou  shalt  have  clause  to  fear,  before  I  leave  thee. 
What,  are  ye  daunted  now  ?  Now  will  ye  stoop  ? 

1  Gent  My  gracious  lord,  entreat  him,  speak  him  fair. 

fiy.  Suflfolk's  imperial  tongue  is  stem  and  rough, 
Used  to  conmiand,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it,  we  should  honour  sucn  as  these 
With  humble  suit :  no,  rather  let  my  head 
Stoop  to  the  blocl^  than  these  knees  bow  to  any. 
Save  to  the  Grod  of  heaven,  and  to  my  king ; 
And  sooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole. 
Than  ^tand  uncover  d  to  the  vulgar  groom. 
True  nobilitv  is  exempt  from  fear : — 
More  can  I  bear  than  you  dare  execute. 

Cap.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more. 

81^.  Come,  soldiers,  show  what  cruelty  ye  can. 
That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot ! 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vue  bezonians :  • 
A  Roman  sworder  and  banditto  slave, 
Murder'd  sweet  Tully ;  Brutus'  bastard  hand 
Stabb'd  Julius  Caesar ;  savage  islanders, 
Pompey  the  great :  and  Suffolk  dies  by  pirates. 

[JExit  SuF.  mth  Whitmoeb  and  others. 

Cap,  And  sa  for  these  whose  ransom  we  have  set^ 
It  is  our  pleasure,  oue  of  them  depart : — 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 

lExeunt  all  but  thef/nt  GeNTLBHjLK. 

Be-ewter  Whttmosb,  with  SUFFOLK'S  Body, 

Whit.  There  let  his  head  and  lifeless  body  lie, 
Until  the  queen  his  mistress  burv  it.  [  ExiL 

1  Qent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  spectacle ! 
His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  kin^ : 
If  he  revenge  it  not.  yet  will  his  friends ; 
So  will  the  queen,  that  living  held  him  dear. 

[Exit  with  ih6  Body. 

8CBNE  IL  Blachheath. 

Enter  Geobge  Bevis  and  JoHN  HOLLAND. 

Qeo,  Come,  and  get  thee  a  sword,  though  made  of  a  lath ;  they 
have  been  up  these  two  days. 

*  Biaognotif  low,  needy  men. 
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John,  They  have  the  more  need  to  sleep  now  then. 

Oeo.  I  tell  thee,  Jack  Cade  the  clothier  means  to  dress  the 
commonwealth,  and  turn  it,  and  set  a  new  nap  upon  it 

John.  So  he  nad  need,  for  'tis  threadbare.  Well,  I  say,  it  was 
never  merry  world  in  England,  sLace  gentlemen  came  up.* 

Geo,  O  miseralHe  age !  Virtue  is  not  regarded  in  handycrafts- 
men. 

Joh»,  The  nobilitv  think  soom  to  go  in  leather  aprons. 

Geo,  Nay  more,  the  kin^s  council  are  no  good  workmen. 

John,  Irue:  and  yet  it  is  8aid,--Lahour  in  thy  vocation: 
which  is  aa  much  to  say,  as,— let  the  magistrates  be  labouring 
men :  and  therefore  should  we  be  magistrates. 

Geo.  Thou  hast  hit  it :  for  there's  no  better  sign  of  a  brave 
mind,  than  a  hard  hand. 

JoMt.  I  see  them !  I  see  them !  There's  Beifs  son,  the  tanner 
of  Wingham  ;— 

Geo.  He  shall  hftve  the  skins  of  our  enemies,  to  make  dog's 
leather  of. 

John.  And  Bick  the  butcher,— 

Geo.  Then  is  sin  struck  down  Uke  an  ox,  and  iniquity's  throat 
cut  like  a  calf. 

John,  And  Smith  the  weaver  :— 

Geo.  Argo,  their  thread  of  life  is  spun. 

tfohn,  Come^  come,  lef  s  fall  in  witn  them. 

Drum^Hwter  Cape,  Dick  the  Butcher,  Shith  the  W^cmri 
amd  othert  in  grectt  number. 

Cade.  We  John  Cade,  so  term'd  of  our  supposed  Hibther, 

Dick.  Or  rather,  of  steaUng  a  cadet  of  herrings.  [Aside. 

Cade.— fox  our  enemies  shall  fall|  before  us,  inspired  with  the 
spirit  of  putting  down  kings  and  pnnoes,— Ccmunand  silence. 

Dick.  Silence ! 

Cade.  My  father  was  a  Mortimer,-— 

JHck.  He  was  an  honest  man,  and  a  good  bricklayer.    [Ande, 

Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenet,— 

Dick.  I  knew  her  welL  she  was  a  midwiH^.  [Aside. 

Cade,  My  wife  descended  of  the  Lacies,— 

Dick,  She  was,  indeed,  a  pedlar's  daugl^ter,  and  sold  many 
laoes.  [Aside. 

Smith.  But,  how  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with  her  furred 
pack,  §  she  washes  bucks  here  at  home.  [Aside. 

Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  house. 

Dick.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  the  field  is  honourable ;  and  there  was 
he  bom,  imder  a  hedge;  for  his  flEbther  had  never  a  house,  but 
the  ca«e.  [Aside. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

Smith.  *A  must  needs :  for  beggary  is  vaihaxiit.  [Aside. 

Cade,  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

Dick,  No  question  of  that ;  for  I  have  seen  hun  whipp'd  three 
market  days  together.  [Aside. 

*  Came  into  fashion.  t  A  band. 

t  Cadere,U>talL  »  WaUet. 

TOL.  III.  H 
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Cade.  I  fear  neit^ijer  sword  nor  fire. 
'    Smith,  He  seed  not  fear  the  sword,  his  coat  is  of  proof.* 

[Aside. 

Jbick,  !6ut,  mflthinks,  he  should  stand  in  fear  of  fire,  being^ 
burnt  i'  the  bond  for  stmling  of  sheep.  [AHde. 

^  'Cad€,  Be  brave  then :  lor  yovr  captain  is  brave,  and  vbws  re- 
formation.  There  shall  be,  in  EngUuid,  seven  halfpenny  loaves 
sold  for  a  pennv :  the  three-hoop'A  pc^  shall  hst e  ten  ho<m6 ;  and 
I  win  make  it  felony,  to  drink  small  beer :  all  the-  realm  shall  be 
in  oommon,.  and  in  Cheapside  shall  my  palfry  go  to  grass.  And, 
when  I  am  king  las  king  I  wsll  be)— 

All.  Grod  save  your  nu^eety ! 

Cade.  I  thank  you,  good  pec^le^-Th^re  shall  be  no  money  i 
all  shall  eat  and  drink  on  my  score ;  and  I  wiU  appavel  them  alv 
in  one  livery,  that  they  may  agree  like  brothers,  and  worship 
me  their  lord. 

Dwk.  The  first  thing  we  dis  let^s  kill  all  the  lawyers. 

Caiie.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  lamentable  thing, 
that  of  the  skin  of  an  innocent  lambsluwld  be  made  parchment  ?- 
That  parehment,  being  scribbled  o'er,  should  unao  a  man  ? 
Some  say,  the  bee  stings :  but  I  say,  'tis,  the  bee's-wax :  for  I  did 
but  seal  onoe  to  a  thing,  and  I  was  never  mine  «wb  man  since. 
How  now?    Who's  there? 

Unter  99me,  hinging  in  the  Clebe  of  Chatham. 

Smith,  The  cterk  of  Chatham :  he  can  write  and  read,  and  east 
accompt. 

C€td€.  O  monstrous ! 

Smith.  We  took  him  setting  of  boys^  eopies. 

Cade.  Here's  a  villam ! 

Smiih.  H'as  a  book  in  his  pocket,  with  reA  letters  in't. 

Cade.  Nay,  then  he  is  a  conjurer. 

Dick.  Nay,  he  can  make  obfigations^t  and  write  court4iand. 

Cade.  I  am  sorry  for't :  the  man  is  a  proper  man,  im  mine 
honour;  unless  I  find  him  guilty.he  shall  not  die. — C!om4»  hither, 
.sirrah,  I  must  examine  thee :  Wnait  is  thy  name  ? 

Clerk.  Emmanu^ 

Dick.  They  use  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters  rt~'^Twill  ga 
hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  me  alone:— I)ost  thou  vee  to  write  th^  name?  eif 
hast  thou  a  mark  to  thyself,  like  a  honest  plain-deakng  man  ? 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  Oed,  I  have  been  so  well  brought  up,  that 
I  can  write  my  name. 

AU,  He  hatn  confessed :  away  wi<^  him;  he*s  a  villain,  and  a 
traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  say :  hang  him  witti  his  pen  and  ink- 
horn  about  his  neck.  [Ejgevwt  ^ome  with  the  Cl£RK. 

J^jt^tfr  Michael. 
HHch.  Where's  our  general? 

*  Proved  by  loBffwea^.  f  Bouds^  t  >/.  e.  letters  miss^c* 
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Cade,  Here  I  am»  thou  particular  fellow. 

Mic^,  Fly,  fly.  fly  I  Sir  Humphrey  Staflfbrd  and  his  brother 
are  hard  bv,  with  the  king's  forces. 

Cade,  Srnnd^  yillain,  stimd,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down :  he  shall  be 
encountered  with  a  man  as  good  as  himself:  he  is  but  a  knight. 
is 'a? 

Mich,  No. 

Cade.  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  myself  a  knight  presently ; 
rise  up  Sir  John  Mortimer.    Now  have  at  him. 

j:»^  Sib  HuMPHBBT  Staitobi>,  ojk?  William  his  Brother, 
wiih  drum  and  forces, 

Staf,  EebeUious  hinds,  the  filth  and  scum  of  Kent, 
MarkM  for  the  gallowB,— lay  your  weapons  down. 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forsake  this  groom : 
The  king  is  merdM  if  you  revolt. 

W,  Staf.  But  angry,  wrathftil,  and  inclined  to  blood. 
If  you  go  forward :  therefore  yield,  or  die. 

Cade,  As  for  these  silken-coated  slaves,  I  pass  not  ;* 
It  is  to  you,  jsood  people;  that  I  speak. 
O'er  whom,  m  time  to  come,  I  hope  to  reign ; 
For  I  am  rightful  hear  unto  the  crown. 

Staf.  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  plasterer ; 
And  thou,  thyself,  a  shearman,  art  thou  not  ? 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  gardener. 

W,  8t<tf,  And  what  of  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  this  ?— Edmund  Mortimer,  earl  of  March, 
Married  the  duke  of  Clarence's  daughter ;  did  he  not  ? 

Staf,  Ay,  Sir. 

Cade.  By  her  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 

W.  Staf,  That's  false. 

Cade.  Ay.  there's  the  question ;  but,  I  say,  'tis  true : 
The  elder  of  them,  being  put  to  nurse. 
Was  by  a  beraac-woman  stolen  away ; 
And,  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage. 
Became  a  bricklayer,  when  he  came  to  age : 
His  son  am  I ;  deny  it^  if  you  can. 

Dick,  Nay,  'tis  too  tirue;  therefore,  he  shall  be  king. 

Smith,  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's  house,  and  the 
bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  testify  it ;  therefore,  deny  it  not. 

Stitf.  And  will  you  credit  this  base  drudge's  words, 
Thiit  speaks  he  knows  not  what  ? 

AU.  Ay,  marry,  will  we ;  therefore  get  ye  gone. 

W.  Sta^  Jack  Cade,  the  duke  of  York  natn  taught  you  this. 

Cade.  He  Ues,  for  I  mvented  it  myself.  [Aside.']--Go  to,  sirrah, 
tell  the  king  from  me,  that—for  his  father's  Enke,  Henry  the 
Fifth,— in  whose  time  boys  went  to  roan-counter  for  French 
crowns,— I  am  ocmtent  he  shall  reign ;  out  I'll  be  protector  over 
him* 

Dick.  And,  furthermore^  we'll  have  the  lord  Say's  head,  for 
selling  the  dukedom  of  Maine. 

«  I  pajr  them  no  regard' 

N2 
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Cade,  And  good  reason ;  for  thereby  is  England  maim'd,  and 
fain  to  go  with  a  stafi^  but  that  my  puissance  holds  it  up.  Fel- 
low kings,  I  tell  you,  that  that  lord  Say  hath  gelded  the  common- 
wealth, and  made  it  a  eunuch ;  and  more  than  thftfc,  he  can  speak 
French,  and  therefore  he  is  a  traitor. 

8taf,  O  gross  and  miserable  ignorance ! 

Cade.  Nay,  answer,  if  you  can :  the  Frenchmen  are  our  ene- 
mies :  go  to  then,  I  ask  but  this;  can  he  that  speaks  with  the 
tongue  of  an  enemy,  be  a  good  counsellor,  or  no  ? 

All.  Na  no :  and  therefore,  we'll  have  his  head. 

W,  8t(tf,  Well,  seeing  gentle  words  will  not  preyall. 
Assail  them  with  the  army  of  the  king. 

Staf,  Herald,  away :  and,  throughout  every  town. 
Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade ; 
That  those,  which  fly  before  the  battle  ends. 
May,  even  in  their  wives'  and  children's  ugnt^ 
Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  Iheir  doors : — 
And  you,  that  be  the  king's  Mends,  follow  me. 

\Exewid  the  two  Staffobds,  and  foreet. 

Cade,  And  you,  that  love  the  commons,  follow  me. — 
Now  show  yourselves  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 
We  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentleman : 
Spare  none,  but  such  as  go  in  clouted  shoon  ;* 
rot  they  are  thrifty  honest  men,  and  such 
As  would(but  that  they  dare  not)  take  out  parts. 

Dick,  Tney  are  all  in  order,  and  mardi  towards  us. 

Cade,  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are  meet  out  o« 
order.    Come,  march  forward.  lExennL 

8CENJE  m,— Another  part  of  BlaokheatK 

Alarums,    The  two  parties  enter,  and  Jlght,  and  both  the 
Staffobds  are  slain. 

Cade,  Where's  Bick,  the  but<di^  of  Aflhf<»d  ? 

Dick,  Here,  Sir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee,  like  sheep  and  oxen,  and  thou  be- 
havedst  thyself  as  if  thou  hadst  berai  in  thine  own  slaughter- 
house :  therefore  thus  will  I  reward  thee,— The  Lent  shallbe  as 
long  again  as  it  is;  and  thou  shalt  have  a  licence  to  kill  for  a 
hundred,  lacking  one. 

Dick,  I  desire  no  more.    ^ 

Cade.  And,  to  speak  truth,  thou  deservest  no  less.  This  monu- 
ment of  the  victwy  will  I  bear ;  and  the  bodies  shall  be  dragg'd 
at  my  horse'  heels,  till  I  do  come  to  London,  where  we  will  have 
the  mayor's  sword  borne  before  us. 

Diek,  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break  op^  the  gaols, 
and  let  out  the  prisoners. 

Cade,  Fear  not  that^  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  lef  s  march  to- 
wards London.  [Exeunt, 

*Shoest 
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SCJENJS  IK—Londim.    A  Soom  in  ihe  Falaee. 

JEnier  KiNO  Henbi^  reading  a  application;  the  Duke  of 
BuCKlNaHAM,  and  LoSLD  Si.Y  with  him :  at  a  distance,  QuEEN 
MabGABBT,  mourning  over  SUFFOLK'S  head, 

Q.  Mar,  Oft  have  I  heard— that  grief  softens  the  mind. 
And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate ; 
Think  tiierefore  on  revenge,  and  oease  to  weep. 
But  who  can  oease  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 
Here  may  his  head  lie  on  my  throbbins  breast : 
But  Where's  the  body  that  I  should  embrace  ? 

Suck.  What  answer  makes  your  grace  to  the  rebel's  supplidK 
tionP 

JT.  Ren.  Ill  send  some  holy  bishop  to  entreat : 
For  Qod  forbid,  so  many  simple  souls 
Should  perish  by  the  sword !  And  I  myself^ 
Bather  than  bloody  war  shall  cut  them  shorty 
Will  parley  with  Jack  Cade  their  general-— 
But  stfur.  111  read  it  over  once  again. 

Q.  Mar.  Ah,  barbarous  villains !  Hath  this  lovely  fiM)e 
Buled  like  a  wandwing  planet  over  me  :* 
And  could  it  not  enforce  them  to  relent, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  same  ? 

K.  Sen.  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  hath  sworn  to  have  thy  head. 

Say.  Ay,  but  I  hope,  your  highness  shall  have  his. 

it.  Sen.  How  now,  madam  ?    Still 
Lamenting  and  mourning  for  Suffolk's  death  P 
I  fear,  my  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 
Thou  wouldst  not  have  moum'd  so  much  for  ma 

Q.  Mar.  No,  my  love,  I  should  not  mourn,  but  die  for  thee. 

JSnter  a  Mbssenoeb. 

jBT.  Sen,  How  now !   What  news  ?  Why  oomest  thou  in  sui  h 
haste? 

Jifes.  The  rebels  are  in  Southwark ;  Ely,  my  l<M:d ! 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himself  lord  Mortimer, 
Descended  from  the  duke  of  Clarence'  house ; 
And  calls  your  grace  usurper,  openly, 
Aod  vows  to  crown  himself  in  Westminster. 
Ws  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peasants,  rude  and  merdless : 
S^  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 
Hath  «.ven  them  heart  and  courage  to  proceed : 
An  scholars,  lawj'ers,  courtiers,  gentlemen, 
Tl^  call— false  caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death. 

£  Sen.  O  gradeless  men !— They  know  not  what  they  do. 

*^uck.  My  gracious  lord,  retire  to  Killingworth, 
Until  a  power  be  raised  to  put  them  down. 

*  Predominated  irresistiMy  over  my  pMtions}  at  the  planete  over  tho«« 
bom  tinder  their  influence. 
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Q.  Mar.  Ah !  were  the  duke  of  Suffolk  now  alive,     • 
These  Kentish  rebels  would  be  soon  appeased. 

K.  Hen,  Lord  Say,  the  traitors  hate  wiee. 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  EilUngworth. 

Sap.  So  might  your  grace's  person  be  in  danger : 
The  sight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes : 
And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  stay, 
And  Uve  alone  as  secret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Messengek. 

2  Mes.  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London-bridge ;  the  citizens 
Ply  and  forsake  their  houses : 
The  rascal  people,  thirsting  after  prey, 
Join  with  tne  traitor;  and  they  jointly  swear, 
To  spoil  the  city,  and  your  royal  court. 

Buck.  Then  linger  not,  my  lord ;  away,  take  horse ! 

K.  Hen.  Come,  Margaret ;  God,  our  hope,  iiKll  succour  us. 

Q.  Mar.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  deceased. 

K.  Hen.  Farewell,  my  lord;  [2b  Lobd  Say.]  trust  not  the 
Kentish  rebels. 

JSuck.  Trust  nobody,  for  fear  you  be  betray*d. 

Satf.  The  trust  I  haye  is  in  mine  innocence. 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  resolute.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.^The  same.    The  Tower. 

Enter  LOED  SCALES,  and  others,  on  the  walls.    Then  enf-er  cer- 
tain Citizens,  below. 

Scales.  How  now  ?    Is  Jack  Cade  slain  ? 

1  at.  No,  my  lord,  nor  likely  to  be  slam ;  for  they  have  won 
the  bridge,  killing  all  those  that  withstand  them :  the  lord  mayor 
craves  aid  of  your  honour  firom  the  Tower,  to  defend  the  city 
from  the  rebels. 

Scales.  Such  aid  as  I  can  spare,  you  shall  command ; 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  myself 
The  rebels  have  assav'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  to  Smithfield,  and  gather  head, 
And  thither  I  will  send  you  Matthew  Gough : 
Fight  for  your  king,  your  country,  and  your  lives ; 
And  so  farewell,  for  1  must  hence  again.  [ExemU, 

SCENE  VI.— The  same.    Cannon  Street. 

Enter  Ja.cK  Cade,  arul  his  followers.    He  strikes  his  sta^  oh 
London-^tone. 

Cads.  Now  is  Mortimer  lord  of  this  city.  And  here,  sitting 
upon  London-stone,  I  charge  and  command,  that  of  the  city's 
cost,  the  pissing-conduit  run  nothing  but  claret  wine  this  first' 
year  of  our  reign.  And  now,  henceforward,  it  shall  be  treason 
for  any  that  calls  me  other  than-'lord  Mortimer. 
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SnUr  •  SoLDiss,  fiNMHfif. 

iSoZe^.  Jack  Cade !  Jack  Cade ! 

Cade.  Knoek  him  down  there.  [Thev  hill  him. 

Smith.  If  this  fellow  Iw  ^dse.  hell  never  call  you  Jack  Cade 
more ;  I  think,  he  hath  «  very  fair  waiming. 

Dick.  My  lord,  there's  aa  ^my  gatherd  together  m  Smith- 
field. 

Cade.  Come  them,  lefs  ge  fight  with  them:  but  first,  go  and 
«et  London-bridge  on  fire;  and,  if  you  can,  hum  down  the 
TTowerteo.   Come,  lefs  away.  [JExeuiU. 

SCENE  riL—The  $ame.    Smithfieid. 

Alarum^  Enter,  ^n  one  nde^  Cabe  and  his  companif ;  on  the 
other,  Gtizene,  -and  the  King's  forces,  headed  by  Matthew 
GouaH.  The^Jigkti  the  (Mizems  are  routed,  and  MATTHEW 
GOUOH  if  slOMM. 

Cade.  So,  Sirs:— Now  go  some  and  p»il  down  the  Savoy; 
others  to  the  inns  of  court ;  down  with  them  all 

Dick.  I  have  a  suit  unto  your  lordship. 

Cade.  Be  it  ti  lordship,  thou  shalt  have  it  for  that  word. 

Didk.  Only,  Ihai,  the  laws  of  Englaad  may  come  out  of  your 
mouth. 

John.  Mass,  twill  he  sore  l»w  then ;  for  he  was  Hirust  in  the 
mouth  with  appear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet.  {Aside. 

Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  Ijne  stinking  law ;  for  his1»reat1i  stinks 
with  eating  toasted  cheese.    *  [Aside. 

Cade.  I  nave  thought  upoa  it,  it  shall  be  so.  Away,  burn  all 
the  records  of  the  realm ;  my  mouth  shall  be  the  parliament  of 
England. 

John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  statutes,  unless  his  teeth 
l)e  pulled  out.  [Aside, 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  shaU  be  in  common. 

Enter  a  MsssENaEB. 

Met.  My  lord^  a  prize,  a  price !  Here'«  the  lord  Sav,  which 
«old  the  towns  m  France ;  he  tdaat  made  us  pay  one  and  twenty 
fifteens;,*  and  one  shiilisg  to  the  pound,  the  last  subsidy. 

Enter  GBOBfihE  Bsvis,  wUh  the  LoiD  Sat. 

Cade.  Well,  he^hali  be  beheaded  for  it  teij  times.— Ay,  thou 
«ay,t  thou  serge,  nay,  thou  buckram  lord  1  No^  art  thou  within 
point  blank  of  our  jurisdicfion  regal.  What  dMist  thou  answer 
to  my  majesty,  for  ^ving  up   of  Normandy  »nto  monsieur 


Basimecu,  the  dauphm  of  France  ?    Be  it  know^f^to  thee  by 
l^iese  presence,  even  the  presence  of  lord  Mortimtf'^»  ^^^  I  ^^ 

-•  A  flfbe«n  was  the  fifteeirth  part  of  afll  tkc  mereaW'^*  ^  pcrronal 
propertr.  of  each  subject, 
t  Say  was  a  kmd  of -serge. 
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the  besom  that  must'sweep  the  oourt  clean  of  such  filth  as  tbou 
art.  Thou  hast  most  traitorously  corrupted  the  youth  of  the 
realm,  in  erecting  a  srammar-school :  and  whereas,  before,  our 
forefathers  had  no  otner  books  but  the  score  and  the  tally,  thou 
hast  caused  printing  to  be  used :  and,  contrary  to  the  km^  his 
crown  and  dignity,  thou  hast  built  a  naper-milL  It  wul  be 
proved  to  thy  face,  that  thou  hast  men  aoout  thee,  tluit  usually 
talk  of  a  noun,  and  a  verb :  and  such  abominable  words^  as  no 
Christian  ear  can  endure  to  near.  Thou  hast  appointed  justices 
of  peac^  to  call  poor  men  before  them  about  matters  they 
were  not  able  to  answer.  Moreover,  thou  hast  put  th^m  in 
prison ;  and,  because  they  could  not  read,  thou  nast  hanged 
them  ;*  when,  indeed,  only  for  that  cause  they  have  been  most 
worthy  to  live.   Thou  dost  ride  on  a  foQt-cloth,t  dost  thou  not  ? 

Saif.  What  of  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  oughiest  not  to  let  thy  horse  wear  a  dofilL, 
when  honester  men  than  thou  ^  in  their  hose  and  doublets. 

Dick,  And  work  in  their  shurt  too ;  as  myself,  for  example, 
that  am  a  butcher. 

Sap.  You  men  of  Kent, 

Dick,  What  say  you  of  Kent  ? 

Say,  Nothing  out  this :  'Tis  bona  terray  mala  gent. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him !  he  sp^Jcs  Latin. 

Say,  Hear  me  but  speak,  and  bear  me  where  you  will. 
Kent,  in  the  commentaries  Csesar  writ. 
Is  term'd  the  civil'st  place  of  all  this  isle : 
Sweet  is  the  country,  because  full  of  riches ; 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  active,  wealthy ; 
Which  makes  me  hope  you  are  not  void  of  pity. 
I  sold  not  Maine,  I  lost  not  Normandy  \ 
Yet,  to  recover  tnem,  would  lose  my  life. 
Justice  with  favour  have  I  always  done ; 
Prayers  and  tears  have  mov^  me,  gifts  could  never. 
When  have  I  aught  exacted  at  your  hand& 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  king,  the  realm,  and  you  P 
Large  gifts  have  I  bestow'a  on  learned  clerks, 
Because  my  book  preferred  me  to  the  king : 
And— seeing  ignorance  is  the  curse  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  heaven,-— 
Unless  you  be  posseus'd  with  devilish  spirit^ 
Yo^u  cannot  but  forbear  to  murder  me. 
This  tongue  hath  parle/d  unto  foreign  kings 
For  your  behoof- — 

Cade,  Tut !  When  strucVst  thou  one  blow  in  the  find  ? 

Say.  Great  men  have  reaching  hands :  oft  havo  I  struck 
Those  that  I  never  saw,  and  struck  them  dead. 

Geo.  O  monstrous  coward !  what,  to  come  behind  folks  ? 

Say,  These  cheeks  are  pale  fur 4:  watching  for  your  good. 

*  I.  e.  they  were  hanged  because  tliey  could  not  claim  the  beivefit  ot 
the  clergy, 
t  The  housing  of  a  horse.  t  From. 
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,  Cade,  Give  him  a  box  o'  the  ear,  and  that  will  make  'em  red 
again. 

Sap,  Long  sitting  to  determine  poor  men's  causes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  sickness  and  diseases. 

Cade,  Ye  shall  have  a  hempen  caudle  then,  and  the  pap  of  a 
hatdiet 

XHck.  Why  dost  thoa  quiyer,  man  ? 

Say,  The  palsy,  and  not  fear,  provoketh  me. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us ;  as  who  should  say,  FU  be  even  with 
you.  ril  see  if  his  head  will  stand  steadier  on  a  pole,  or  no : 
Take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 

Sap,  Tell  me,  wherein  I  have  oflTended  most  ? 
Have  I  affected  wealth,  or  honour,  speak  ? 
Are  my  chests  fHYd  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 
Is  my  apparel  sumptuous  to  behold  ? 
Whom  nave  I  injured,  that  ye  seek  my  death  ? 
These  hands  are  n-ee  fk»m  guiltless  blood-shedding.* 
This  breast  firom  harbouring  foul  deoeitfUl  thoughts. 
O,  let  me  hve ! 

Cade,  I  feel  r^norse  in  myself  with  his  words :  but  I'll  bridle 
it;  he  shall  die,  an  it  be  but  for  pleading  so  well  for  his  Ufe. 
Away  with  him !  he  has  a  familiarf  under  ms  tongue ;  he  speaks 
not  o'  God's  name.  Go,  take  him  away,  I  say^  and  strike  off  Ids 
head  presently :  and  then  break  into  his  son-m-law's  house.  Sir 
James  Cromer,  and  strike  off  his  head,  and  bring  them  Doth 
upon  two  poles  hither. 

AU.  It  shall  be  done. 

Say.  Ah.  countrymen !  if  when  you  make  your  prayers, 
God  should  be  so  obdurate  as  yourselves. 
How  would  it  &re  with  your  departed  souls  ? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  save  my  Ufe. 

Cade,  Away  with  him.  and  do  as  I  connnand  ye.  [Sxeunt 
eome  with  LoBD  Say.]  The  proudest  peer  in  the  realm  shall  not 
wear  a  head  on  his  shoulders,  unless  he  pay  me  tribute ;  there 
shall  not  a  maid  be  married,  but  she  shall  pay  to  me  her  maiden- 
head ere  they  have  it :  men  shall  hold  of  me  in  cajpite  ?  and  we 
charge  and  command,  that  their  wives  be  as  free  as  heart  can 
wish;  or  tongue  can  telL 

Dick,  My  lord,  when  shall  we  go  to  Cheapside,  and  take  un 
commodities  upon  our  bills  ?t 

Cade.  Marry,  presently. 

^^.O  brave  1 

Me-enter  JtMU,  with  the  heads  of  LoBD  Say  and  hie 
SoiP-in-'law, 

Cade,  But  is  not  this  braver  ?— Let  them  kiss  one  anoHier,  foi 
taey  loved  welL  when  they  were  ahve.  Now  part, them  again, 
.est  they  consult  about  the  giving  up  of  some  more  towns  in 

*  From  shedding  gnOttess  blood. 

t  A  demon  who  was  supposed  to  attend  at  calL 

X  I.  e.  on  our  brown>biUs  (halberds^ 
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France.  Soldiers,  defer  the  spcnl  of  the  citjr  until  ni^t:  foi 
vt'ith  these  borne  before  us,  instil  of  maces^  will  we  ride  through 
the  streets ;  and,  at  every  corner  have  them  ki88.—Aw«y !  iJSweunt 

SCENE  VIU,^8<mthwark. 

Alarum^—EiUer  CaJHE,  emd  tUl  JUs  rabblemmt 

Cade,  Up  Fish-street!  Down  Saint  Magnus'-comer !  Kill 
and  knock  down  !  Throw  them  into  Thames.  lA  pdrlejf 
sounded,  then  a  retreat."]  What  noise  is  this  I  hear  ?  Dare  any 
be  so  bold  to  sound  retreat  or  parley,  when  I  command  them  kill  i 

Enter  BUCETNGHIM  and  old  Gliffobd,  with,  forces. 

Buck,  Ay,  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  disturb  thee : 
Know,  Cade,  we  come  ambassadors  from,  tiie  king 
Unto  the  commons,  whom  thou  hast  misled ; 
And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  tYneim.  all. 
That  will  forsake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Cltf.  What  say  ye,  counti^en  P  will  ye  relent, 
And  yield  to  mer^  whilst  'tis  offer'd  you  ? 
Or  let  a  rabble  leaa  you  to  your  deaths  ? 
AVho  loTCS  the  king,  and  will  embrace  his  pardon. 
Fling  up  his  cap,  aod  say— God  saye  his  majesty ! 
Who  hf^th  him,  and  honours  not  his  fiather, 
Henry  the  Fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quake. 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  -pass  by. 

All.  God  saye  the  king !  God  save  the  king  1 

Cade.  What,  Buckingham,  and  Clifford,  are  ye  so  brave  ? — 
And  you,  base  peasants,  do  ye  beUeve  him?  Will  yca  needs 
be  hane'd  with  your  pardons  about  your  necks?  Hath  my 
sword  tnerefore  broke  through  London  gates,  that  you  should 
leave  me  at  the  White  Hart  in  Southwark?  I  thought,  ye 
would  never  have  given  out  these  arms,  till  you  had  recoverd 
your  ancient  freedom :  but  you  are  all  recreants,  and  dastards ; 
and  delight  to  live  in  slavery  to  the  nobility.  Let  them  break 
your  backs  vrith  burdens,  take  your  houses  over  your  head& 
ravish  your  wives  and  daughters  before  your  faces:  For  me.— I 
will  make  shifb  for  one,  and  so— God's  curse  light  upon  you  ail ! 

All.  We'U  follow  Cade,  we'll  follow  Cade. 

Clif.  Is  Cade  the  son  of  Henrv  the  Fifth, 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim— you'll  go  vnth  him  ? 
Will  he  conduct  you  through  the  heart  of  Franco, 
And  make  the  meanest  of  you  earls  and  dukes  ? 
Alas !  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to : 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  Uve,  but  by  the  spoil. 
Unless  by  robbing  of  your  friends,  and  us. 
Wer't  not  a  shame,  tlubt,  whilst  you  Uve  at  jar. 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquished, 
Should  make  a  start  o'er  seas,  and  vanquish  you  ? 
Methinks,  already,  in  this  civil  broil,  ' 

I  see  them  lording  it  in  London  streets. 
Crying— VUiageou  !  unto  all  they  meet. 
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Better,  ten  thousand  base-born  Cades  miscarry, 
Than  you  should  stoop  unto  a  Frenchman's  mercy. 
To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  lost ; 
8pare  England,  Tor  it  is  your  native  coast : 
Henry  hath  money,  you  are  strong  and  nuinly ; 
Grod  on  our  side,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

All.  A  Clifford!  A  Chfford!  Wll  foUoW  the  king,  and 
5Hfford. 

Cade.  Was  ever  feather  so  Ughtly  blown  to  and  fro,  as  this 
multitude  ?  llie  name  of  Henry  the  Fifth  hales  them  to  a  hun- 
dred mischiefs,  and  makes  them  leave  me  desolate.  I  see  them 
lay  their  heads  together,  to  surprise  me :  my  sword  make  wav 
for  me,  for  here  is  no  staying. — In  despight  of  the  devils  and  hell, 
have  through  the  very  midst  of  you  !  And  heavens  and  honour 
be  witness,  that  no  want  of  resolution  in  me,  but  only  my  fol- 
lowers' base  and  ignominious  treasons,  makes  me  betake  me  to 
my  heels.  [JExU, 

Buck.  What,  is  be  fled !    Go  some,  and  follow  him ; 
And  he,  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  king, 
Shall  have  a  thousand  crowns  fbr  his  reward.— 

[_£!xeunt  8<me  cf  them. 
Follow  me.  soldiers ;  we'll  devise  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  king.  \_Sxeunt, 

SCENE  IX—Kenehoorth  Castle. 

Enter  EiNaHENBT,  Queen  Mabgabet,  and  Somebset,  on 
the  terrace  of  the  castle, 

K.  Ken.  Was  ever  king,  that  joy'd  an  earthly  throne, 
And  could  command  no  more  content  than  I  ? 
No  sooner  was  I  crej)t  out  of  my  cradle, 
But  I  was  made  a  kmg,  at  nine  months  old : 
Was  never  subject  lon^fd  to  be  a  king. 
As  I  do  long  and  wish  to  be  a  subject. 

Enter  BUCKINGHAM  an^  Cliffobd. 

Euch.  Health,  and  glad  tiding  to  your  majesty ! 
K.  Sen.  Why,  Buckingham^  is  the  traitor  Cade  surprised  ?    . 
Or  is  he  but  retired  to  make  hmi  strong  ? 

Enter,  helovo,  a  great  number  of  Cade's  followers^  with  halters 
about  their  necks. 

Clif.  He's  fled,  my  lord,  and  all  his  powers  do  yield ; 
And  humbly  thus  with  halters  on  theur  necks. 
Expect  your  highness'  doom,  of  life,  or  death. 

K,  Hen.  Then,  heaven,  set  ope  thv  everlasting  gates. 
To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praise ! — 
Soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeem'd  your  lives, 
And  show'd  how  well  you  love  your  prince  and  country : 
Continue  stiU  in  this  so  ^ood  a  mind. 
And  Henry,  though  he  be  infortunate. 
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Assure  youraelyes,  will  neyer  be  unkiiid : 
And  so,  with  thanks,  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
I  do  dismiss  you  to  your  several  countries. 
AU.  God  save  the  king !    God  save  the  king! 

/         Unter  a  Mbssengbb. 

Mes.  Please  it  your  grace  to  be  advertised. 
The  duke  of  York  is  newly  come  firom  Ireland : 
And  with  a  puissant  and  a  mighty  power. 
Of  Gallowglasses,  and  stout  Kernes,* 
Is  marching  hitherward  in  proud  array ; 
And  still  proclaimeth,  as  he  comes  along, 
His  aims  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  duke  of  Somerset,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

JT.  Sen,  Thus  stands  my  state,  twixt  Cade  and  Twk  distress'd ; 
Like  to  a  ship,  that^  having  escaped  a  tempest, 
Is  straightway  calm'd,  and  boarded  with  a  pirate : 
But  nowf  is  Cade  driven  back,  his  men  dispersed ; 
And  now  is  York  in  arms,  to  second  him. — 
I  pray  thee,  Buckingham,  go  and  meet  him ; 
And  ask  him,  what's  the  reason  of  these  arms. 
Tell  him,  I'll  send  duke  Edmund  to  the  Tower  ^ 
And  Somerset,  we  will  comnut  thee  thither, 
Until  his  army  be  dismissed  from  him. 

Sofn,  My  lord, 
111  yield  myself  to  prison  willingly, 
Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  country  good. 

JT.  Ken,  In  any  case,  be  not  too  roush  in  terms; 
For  he  is  fierce,  and  cannot  brook  hara  hmguage. 

Buck.  I  will  my  lord ;  and  doubt  not  so  to  deal 
As  all  things  shall  redound  unto  your  good. 

JT.  Ken,  Come,  wife,  let* s  in,  and  learn  to  govern  better ; 
For  yet  may  En^and  curse  my  wretched  reign.  [Exeuid, 

SCENE  Xr-Kent,    Iden's  Garden, 

Enter  Caj>^ 

Cade,  Fie  on  ambition !  Tie  on  myself ;  that  have  a  sword,  and 
yet  am  ready  to  famish !  These  five  days  have  I  hid  me  in  these 
woods ;  and  durst  not  peep  out  for  all  the  country  is  layed  for 
me ;  but  now  am  I  so  hungry,  that  if  I  might  have  a  lease  of  ngr 
life  for  a  thousand  years,  I  could  stay  no  longer.  Wherefore,  on 
a  brick  wall  have  I  climbed  into  this  sarden;  to  see  if  I  can  ea^ 
grass,  or  pick  a  sallet  another  while,  which  is  not  amiss  to  coo)  a 
man's  stomach  this  hot  weather.  And,  I  think,  this  word  sa^ 
was  bom  to  do  me  good :  for.  many  a  tune,  but  for  a  sallet^,  my 
brain-pan  had  been  deft  with  a  brown-bill ;  and,  many  a  tame, 
when  I  have  been  dry,  and  bravely  marching,  it  hath  served  noa 

•  Btavy  and  lig ht^^unned  soldiers.  f  Only  juit  now, 

X  A  kind  of  helmet. 
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instead  of  a  quart-pot  to  drink  in ;  and  now  the  word  sallet  must 
gerve  me  to  feed  on. 

Enter  Idek,  with  ServcmU, 

Iden,  Lord,  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  oourt^ 
And  may  enjoy  such-quiet  walks  as  these, 
This  small  inheritance,  my  father  left  me, 
Contenteth  me,  and  is  worth  a  monarchy. 
I  seek  not  to  wax  flpreat  by  other's  waning ; 
Or  gather  wealth,  I  care  not  with  what  envy ; 
Bumoeth.  that  I  have  maintains  my  state. 
And  sends  the  poor  well  pleased^^firom  my  gate. 

Cade,  Here's  the  IcHrd  of  the  s6il  come  to  seize  me  for  a  stray, 
for  entering  his  fee-simple  without  leave.  Ah,  villain,  thou  wut 
betray  me,  and  get  a  thousand  crowns  of  the  king  for  carrying 
my  head  to  him ;  but  111  make  thee  eat  iron  like  an  ostrich,  and 
swallow  my  sword  like  a  great  pin.  ere  thou  and  I  part 

Iden,  Why,  rude  companion,  whatsoe'er  thou  be, 
I  know  thee  not ;  why  then  should  I  betray  thee  P 
Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  garden. 
And,  like  a  thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds, 
Climbing  m^  walls,  in  spite  of  me  the  owner. 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  these  sau(^  terms  ? 

Cade,  Brave  thee?  Ay,  by  the  best  blood  that  ever  was 
broach'd,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well :  I  have  eat  no 
meat  these  five  days ;  yet,  come  thou  and  thy  five  men,  and  if  I 
do  not  leave  you  all  as  dead  as  a  door-nail,  I  pray  God,  I  may 
never  eat  grass  more. 

Iden,  Nay,  it  shall  ne'er  be  said,  while  Eng^d  stands, 
That  Alexander  Iden,  an  esquire  of  Kent, 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famish'd  man. 
Oppose  thy  steadf)E»t-gazing  eyes  to  mine. 
See  if  thou  canst  outface  me  with  thy  looks. 
Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lesser ; 
Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fist ; 
Thy  leg  a  stick  compered  with  this  truncheon ; 
My  foot  shall  fight  with  all  the  strength  thou  hast ; 
And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  Hie  air, 
Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth. 
As  for  more  words,  whose  greatness  answers  words, 
Let  this  my  sword  report  what  speech  forbears. 

Cade,  By  my  valour,  the  most  complete  champion  that  ever  I 
heard.— Steel,  if  thou  turn  the  edge,  or  cut  not  out  the  burly- 
boned  clown  m  chines  of  beef  etQ  mou  sleep  in  thy  i^eath,  I 
beseech  God  on  my  knees,  thou  mavst  be  tum'd  to  hobnails. 
IThey  figU,  CjJ>E  falls,']  O,  I  am  slam  I  Famine,  and  no  other, 
nath  shun  me :  let  ten  thousand  devils  come  against  me,  and  sive 
me  but  the  ten  meals  I  have  lost,  and  I'd  defy  them  all.  Wither, 
garden :  and  be  henceforth  a  burying-place  to  all  that  do  dwell 
m  this  nouse,  because  the  uncon^tuered  soul  of  Cade  is  fled. 

Iden,  Is't  Cade  that  I  have  slain,  that  monstrous  traitor  P 
Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed.  i 
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And  hraff  ttnee  o'er  nur  tomb  when  I  am  deod  : 
Ne'er  shall  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point ; 
But  thou  shalt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat. 
To  emblaee  the  honour  that  thy  master  got. 

Cade,  Idsn.  iSMrewell:  and  be  proud  of  thy  yictory :  Tell  KVut 
from  me,  she  nath  lost  her  best  man,  and  exhort  all  the  world  to 
be  cowards ;  for  I,  that  never  fear'd  any,  am  vanqmsh'd  by  famine, 
not  by  valour.  [  ^>^' 

Iden,  How  much  thou  wiong^  me,*  heaven  be  my  judge. 
Die.  damned  wretch,  the  curse  of  her  that  bare  thee! 
And  as  I  thrust  thy  body  in  with  my  sword, 
So  wish  1. 1  might  thrust  thy  soul  in  hdl. 
Hraoe  will  I  dnig  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill,  which  shall  be  thy  grave,* 
And  there  cut  off  thy  most  ungra(»ous  h^ ; 
J^Hiich  I  wiU  bear  in  triumph  to  the  king, 
Leaving  thy  trunk  for  <»row8  to  feed  upon. 

[Ejrii,  dragging  out  the  Sodg, 


ACT  V. 


SC£2^  Z— 2%#  Mme.    Field*  between  Dar^ord  and 
BlackhetftK 

The  Kins^s  Camp  on  one  side. — On  the  other,  enter  YOSE,  m 
tended,  mth  Dimm  and  Cohure :  Me  Force*  at  eomedietance. 

York.  From  Ireland  thus  comes  Y<H:k,  to  claim  his  right. 
And  pluck  the  crown  from  feeble  Henrys  head : 
King,  bells^  aloud :  bum,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright. 
To  entertam  great  England's  lawnil  king. 
Ah,  eancta  majettas  !  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear  ? 
Let  them  obey,  that  know  not  how  to  rme ; 
This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  gold : 
I  cannot  give  due  action  to  mv  woitls. 
Except  a  sword,  or  sceptre  balEmoe  itf 
A  sceptre  shall  it  have,  have  I  a  soul ; 
On  which  I'll  toss  the  the  flower-de-luce  of  Franee. 

Enter  BxTCEiNaHiJC 

Whom  have  we  here  ?  Buckingham  to  disturb  me  ? 

The  king  hath  sent  him,  sure :  I  must  dissemble. 
Bnek.  York,  if  thou  meanest  well,  I  greet  thee  welL 
York,  Humphrey  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy  greeting. 

Art  thou  a  messenger,  or  come  of  pleasure  ? 
Buck,  A  messenger  from  Henry^  our  dread  liege, 

To  know  the  reason  of  these  arms  m  peace ; 

*  In  sapposinff  th^  I  am.  yrond  of  myvietonr. 
t  Bulwice iny«»»»M 
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Or  why,  thou—being  »  sulojoct  as  I  am,— 
Against  thy  oath  and  true  aUegiflnce  sworn, 
Shouldst  raise  so  great  a  power  without  his  teave. 
Or  dare  to  bring  tny  force  so  near  tk^e  court. 

York  [aside].  Scarce  can  I  speak,  my  oholeris  so  great. 
0, 1  could  hew  up  rooks,  and  fight  with  flint, 
I  am  so  angry  at  these  abject  terms ; 
And  now,  like  Ajax  Telamonins, 
On  sheep  or  oxen  could  I  ^nd  my  ftiry ! 
I  am  far  better  bom  than  is  the  kmg ; 
More  like  a  king,  mcnre  kingly  in  my  thoughts: 
But  I  must  make  fair  weather  yet  awhile, 
Till  Henry  be  more  weak,  and  I  more  strong.  \  Aside, 

O  Buckingham,  I  pr'ytbee  pardon  me, 
That  I  have  given  no  answer  all  this  while ;  ' 

My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 
The  cause  why  I  have  brought  tnis  army  hither. 
Is— to  remove  proud  Somerset  firom  the  king. 
Seditious  to  his  grace,  and  to  the  state. 

Bttck.  That  is  too  much  presumption  on  thy  part : 
But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  otner  end. 
The  king  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand ; 
The  duke  of  Somerset  is  in  the  Tower. 

York,  Upon  thine  honour,  is  he  prisoner  ? 

£iick,  Jpon  mine  honour,  he  is  prisoner. 

YorX;.  Then,  Buckindiam,  I  do  dismiss  my  powefa 
Soldiers,  I  thank  yon  all ;  disperse  yourselves ; 
Meet  me  to-morrow,  in  St.  George's  field, 
You  shall  have  pay,  and  everything  you  wish^— 
And  let  my  sovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 
Command  mv  eldest  son,— nay,  all  my  eons. 
As  pledges  oi  mv  fealty  and  love, 
I'll  send  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live ; 
Lands,  goods,  horse,  armour,  anything  I  have 
Is  his  to  use,  so  Somerset  may  die. 

Buck.  York,  I  oonunend  this  kind  submission : 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  hi^ness*  tent. 

Unter  EiNO  Henst,  attended, 

K.  Hen.  Buckin^iam,  doth  York  intend  to  harm  ufs 
That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm  ? 

York.  In  all  submission  and  humility, 
York  doth  present  himself  unto  your  highness. 

K.  Hen.  Then  what  intend  these  forces  thou  dost  bring? 

York.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerset  from  hence ; 
And  fi^t  against  that  monstrous  rebel.  Cade, 
^'ho  smce  I  heard  to  be  discomfited. 

Hvter  Iden  with  Cade's  head. 

Id£n.  If  one  so  rude,  and  of  so  mean  condition. 
May  pass  into  the  presence  of  a  king, 
Xk),  I  presentyour  grace  a  traitor's  nead, 
,  The  head  of  C^e,  whom  I  in  ovBubat  slew. 
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JT.  Ren.  The  head  of  Cade  ?~Great  God,  how  just  art  thou  1— 
O.  let  me  view  his  visage  being  dead. 
Tbat  living  wrought  me  such  exoeeoing  trouble. 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  art  thou  the  man  tnat  slew  him  ? 

Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  yoiir  migesty. 

K.  Ken.  How  art  thou  calFd  ?  and  what  is  thy  degree  ? 

Iden.  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name ; 
A  poor  esquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  his  king. 

Buck.  So  please  it  you.  mv  lord,  'twere  not  amiss 
He  were  created  knight  lor  Lis  good  service. 

K.  Hen.  Iden,  kneel  down ;    iJIe  kneeltJ]  Sise  up  a  knight. 
We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thousand  marks ; 
And  wilL  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  such  a  bounty, 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  Uege ! 

K.  Ken.  See.  Buckingham !  Som«?set  comes  with  the  queen ; 
Qo,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  duke. 

'■Enier  QUEBN  Mabgjjiet  and  SOHEBSBT. 

Q.  Mar.  For  thousand  Yorks  he  shall  not  hide  his  head. 
But  boldly  stand,  and  front  him  to  his  face. 

Vark.  How  now !  is  Somerset  at  liberty  ? 
Then.  York,  unloose  thy  long  imprisoned  thoughts, 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  sight  of  Somerset  ? — 
False  king !  why  hast  thou  broken  faith  with  me» 
Knowing  now  hardly  I  can  brook  abuse  P 
King  did  I  call  thee  ?  no,  thou  art  not  king ; 
Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes. 
Which  darst  not,  no,  nor  canst  not  rule  a  traitor. 
That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown ; 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grasp  a  palmer's  staff. 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  sceptr& 
That  gold  must  round  ensirt  these  brows  of  mine ; 
Whose  smile  and  frown,  uke  to  Achilles'  spear. 
Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  sceptre  up. 
And  with  the  same  to  act  oontrolhng  laws. 
Give  place ;  by  heaven,  thou  shalt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him.  whom  heaven  created  for  thy  ruler. 

Som.  0  monstrous  traitor !— I  arrest  thee,  York, 
Of  capital  treason  'gainst  the  king  and  crown : 
Obe^,  audacious  traitor ;  kneel  for  grace. 

York.  Wouldst  have  me  kneel  ?  first  let  me  ask  of  these. 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man. — 
^irral^  call  in  my  sons  to  be  ray  bail ;       [Exit  an  AttekdaI? T 
I  know,  ere  they  will  have  me  go  to  ward^ 
They'll  pawn  their  swords  for  my  enfrancnisement. 

Q.  Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford ;  bid  him  come  amain, 
To  say,  if  that  the  bastard  boys  of  York 
9hftU  be  the  surety  for  their  traitor  father. 

*  Cutody,  conflnemcnt*  *  ' 
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York.  O  blood-bespotted  Neapcditan, 
Outcast  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  scourge ! 
The  sons  of  York,  thy  betters  in  their  birth, 
Shall  be  their  father's  bail ;  and  bane  to  those 
That  for  my  surety  will  refuse  the  boys. 

HfUer  Edwjjid  and  ElCHAJtD  Plantaoenet,  with  Forces,  at 
one  side;  at  the  other,  with  Forces  also,  old  Clifford  and 
his  Son. 

See.  where  they  oome ;  Pll  warrant  they^l  make  it  good. 

Q.  Mar.  And  here  comes  Clifford,  to  deny  their  tmiL 

Clif.  Health  and  all  happiness  to  my  lord  the  kinz !    [Kneele. 

York.  I  thank  thee,  Clifford :  Say,  what  ne^vs  with  thee  ? 
Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look : 
We  are  thy  sovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again ; 
For  thy  mistaking  so,  we  pardon  thee. 

Ciif.  This  is  my  kmg,  York,  I  do  not  mistake ; 
But  thou  mistak'it  me  much,  to  think  I  do  :— 
To  Bedlam  with  him !  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 

JT.  Men.  Ay,  Clifford ;  a  bedlam  and  ambitious  hiunour 
Makes  him  oppose  himself  a^nst  his  king. 

Clif.  He  is  a  traitor ;  let  mm  to  the  Tow  er, 
And  chop  awajr  that  factious  pate  of  his. 

Q.  Mar.  He  is  arrested,  but  will  not  obey ; 
His  sons,  he  says,  shall  give  their  words  for  nim. 

York.  Will  you  not,  sons  ? 

Fdw.  Ay,  noble  father^  if  our  words  will  serve. 

Jtioh.  Aid  if  words  wUl  not,  then  our  weapons  shall 

Clif.  Why.  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have  we  here ! 

York.  Look  in  a  glass,  and  call  thy  image  so ; 
I  am  thv  king,  and  thou  a  false-heart  traitor.— 
Call  hither  to  the  stake  my  two  brave  bears,* 
That  with  the  very  shaking  of  their  chains. 
They  may  astonish  these  fell  lurking  curs ; 
Bid  Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  come  to  me. 

Drums.    JEnter  WaeWICK  and  Salisbuey,  with  Forces. 

Clif.  Are  these  thy  bears  ?  well  bait  thy  bears  to  death. 
And  manacle  the  bear-wardf  in  their  chains, 
If  thou  dar'st  bring  them  to  the  baiting-place. 

Sich.  Oft  have  I  seen  a  hot  o'erweenmg  cur 
Kun  back  and  bite,  because  he  was  withheld ; 
"Who,  being  suffered  with  tlie  bear's  fell  paw, 
Hath  clapp'd  his  tail  between  his  legs,  and  cried : 
And  0uch  a  piece  of  service  will  you  do. 
If  you  oppose  yourselves  to  match  lord  Warwick. 

Clif.  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foul  indigested  lump, 
As  crooked  in  thy  manners  as  thy  shape ! 

*  The  Nevils,  earls  of  Warwick,  had  a  bear  and  ragged  staff  for  their 
crest, 
t  tiear-keeper. 
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Torh.  Nay,  we  shall  heofc  you  thoroughly  anon. 

Clif.  Take  heecLleet  by  your  heat  you  burn  yourselves. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  Warwick  hath  thy  knee  forgot  to  bow  ? — 
Old  Sali8bury,--8hamo  to  tny  silver  hair, 
Thou  mad  misleader  of  thy  brain-sick  son ! —  * 
What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death-bed  play  the  ruffian. 
And  seek  for  sorrow  with  thy  spectacles  ? 
O.  where  is  faith  ?  O,  where  is  loyalty  ? 
If  it  be  banish'd  from  the  frosly  head. 
Where  shall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ?— 
Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war. 
And  shame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood  ? 
Why  art  thou  6ld,-  and  want'st  exi)erienoe  ? 
Or  wherefore  doi&t  abuse  it,  if  thou  hast  it  ? 
Tor  shame !  in  duly  bend  th/  knee  to  me, 
That  bows  unto  the  grave  with  mickle  age. 

Sal.  My  lord,  I  have  considered  with  myself 
The  title  of  this  most  renowned  duke ; 
And  in  mv  conscience  do  r^ute  his  grace 
The  rightml  heir  to  England'];  royal  seat 

K.  Sen,  Hast  thou  not  sworn  allegiance  unto  me  ? 

Sal.  I  have. 

K.  Hen.  Canst  thou  dispense  with  heaven  for  such  an  oath? 

Sal.  It  is  great  sin,  to  swear  unto  a  sin ; 
But  greater  sin,  to  keep  a  sinful  oath. 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  solemn  vow 
To  do  a  murderous  deed,  to  rob  a  man. 
To  force  a  spotless  virgin's  chastity. 
To  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony. 
To  wring  the  widow  from  her  customed  right; 
And  have  no  other  reason  for  this  wrong, 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  solemn  oath  ? 

Q.  Mar.  A  subtle  traitor  needs  no  sophister. 

K.  Hen.  Call  Buckingham,  and  bid  him  arm  himself 

York.  Call  Buckingham,  and  all  the  friends  thou  hast, 
I  am  resolved  for  death,  or  dignity. 

Clif.  The  first  I  warrant  thee,  if  dreams  prove  true. 

War.  You  were  best  to  go  to  bed,  and  dream  again. 
To  keep  thee  from  the  tempest  of  the  field. 

Clif.  I  am  resolved  to  bear  a  greater  storm. 
Than  any  thou  canst  ooigure  up  to-day ; 
And  that  I'll  write  uix)n  thy  burgonet^ 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  household  badse. 

War.  Now,  by  mv  father's  badge,  old  Nevirs  crest. 
The  rampant  b€»r  chain'd  to  the  ra^rged  stafi^ 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  burgonet  * 
CAs  on  a  mountain-top  the  cedar  shows. 
That  keeps  his  leaves  m  spite  of  any  storm), 
Even  ^o  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Clif,  And  m>m  thy  burgonet  I'll  rend  thy  bear, 

•  Helmet. 
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And  tread  it  underfoot  with  all  contempt. 
Bespight  the  hear-ward  that  protects  the  Dear. 

r,  Clif.  And  so  to  arms,  victorious  father. 
To  quell  the  rebels,  and  their  'complices. 

Hush,  Fie !  charity,  for  shame !  speak  not  in  spite, 
For  you  shall  sup  with  Jesu  Christ  to-nisht. 

Y.  Clif.  Foul  stigmatic,*  that's  more  tmui  thou  canst  tell. 

Rich.  If  not  in  heaven,  you'll  surely  sup  in  hell. 

\_Exeunt  seteraUy. 

SCEUTE  IZ—Saint  Albans. 

Alarums:  Excursions.    Ewter Wab^ICK. 

War.  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick  calls ! 
And  if  thou  dost  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
Now, — ^when  the  angry  trumi)et  sounds  alarm. 
And  dead  men's  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air, — 
Clifford,  I  say,  come  forth  and  fight  with  me ! 
Proud  northern  lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  hoarse  with  calUng  thee  to  arms. 

Enter  YoBK. 

How  now,  my  noble  lord  ?  what,  all  a-foot  ? 

York.  The  deadlv-handed  Clifford  slew  my  steed  I 
But  match  to  match  1  have  enoounter'd  him. 
And  made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows 
Even  of  tiie  bonny  beast  he  loved  so  well. 

Enier  Clipfoed. 

War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 

York.  Hold,  Warwick,  seek  thee  out  some  other  chace, 
For  I  myself  must  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 

War.  Then,  nobly,  York;  'tis  for  a  crown  thou  fight'st.— 
As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to-day. 
It  grieves  my  soul  lo  leave  thee  unassaird.       [Exit  Warwick. 

Clif.  What  seeat  thou  in  me,  York  Y  why  dost  thou  pause  ? 

York.  With  thy  brave  bearing  should  I  be  in  love, 
But  that  thou  art  so  fast  mine  enemy. 

Clif.  Nor  should  thy  prowess  want  praise  and  esteem, 
But  that  'tis  shown  ignobly  and  in  treason. 

York.  So  let  it  help  me  now  against  thy  sword. 
As  I  injustice  and  true  right  express  it ! 

Clif.  My  soul  and  body  on  the  action  both  !— 

York.  A  dreadful  lay  If—address  thee  instantly. 

ll%ep  Jight,  and  CljvVOUT)  falls. 

Clif.  Xajln  couronne  les  auvrfs.  I  Dies. 

York.  Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace,  for  thou  art  still. 
Peace  with  his  soul,  heaven,  if  it  be  thy  will  1  [Exit. 

*  stigmatized  by  deformity.  t  Stake. 
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^»^  yoiMifl' Cliffobd. 

F.  CUf.  Shame  and  conAision !  all  id  on  the  rout ; 
Pear  frames  disorder,  and  disorder  wounds 
Where  it  should  guard,    O  war,  thou  son  of  hell. 
Whom  angry  heavens  do  make  their  minister. 
Throw  in  the  frozen  hosoms  of  our  part 
Hot  coals  of  vengeance !— Let  no  soldier  fly : 
He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war, 
Hath  no  self-love :  nor  he.  that  loves  hunself. 
Hath  not  essentially,  but  oy  circumstance, 
The  name  of  valour.— O,  let  the  vile  world  end,  ,  x»  /i  -^ 

\,aeem  A«  <2««^  Fa/Art* 
And  the  premised*  flames  of  the  last  day 
Ejiit  earth  and  heaven  together ! 
Now  let  the  general  kumpet  blow  his  blasts 
Particularities  and  petty  sounds   •        .  , 
To  cease !  t— Wast  thou  ordained,  dear  father. 
To  lose  thy  7outh  m  peace,  aod  to  achieve  J 
The  silver  hvery  of  aa  vised  §  ^®  J       ,        . , 
And,  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair-dajrs,  thus 
To  die  in  ruffian  battle?— Even  at  this  sight,  . 
My  heart  is  tum'd  to  stone :  and,  while  'tis  mine, 
It  shall  be  stony.    York  not  our  old  men  spares ; 
No  more  will  1  their  babes :  tears  vu-ginal 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire ; 
And  b«iuty,  that  the  tyrant  ofb  reclaims, 
Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity . 
Meet  I  an  infant  of  the  house  of  York, 
Into  as  manv  gobbets  will  I  cut  it, 
As  wild  Medea  young  Absyrtus  did : 
In  cruelty  will  I  se^  out  my  fame. 

Come,  thou  new  rum  of  old  CMord's  house ;     .  ,»    ^^  ■, 

\Takmg  up  the  Body. 

As  did  iBneas  old  Anchises  bear, 
So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  shoulders; 
But  then  .Sneas  Dare  a  living  load,  ri?    / 

Nothing  so  heavy  as  these  woes  of  mine.  iJi^xu, 

Enter  BiCHABD  Plantagenbt  and  SoMEBSET,  Jighting,  AikJ 
SOMEBSET  is  killed, 

lUch,  So,  He  thou  there  ;— 
Por,  underneath  an  alehouse'  paltry  sign. 
The  Castle  in  Saint  Albans,  Somerset 
Hath  made  the  wizard  famous  in  his  death.— 
.Sword,  hold  thy  temi)er ;  heart,  be  wrathful  still : 
Priests  pray  for  enemies,  but  princes  kill.  _^«c. 

Alarwms:  Excwreione,    :&»<«r  King  Henhy,  QUEEN 
MabgabET,  and  otiters  retreating, 

Q,  Mar,  Away,  my  lord !  you  aro  slow ;  for  shame  away ! 

•  Sent  before  their  time.  fStop.        $  Obtain.        ^Experienced. 
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JT.  Hen,  Can  we  outhm  tbd  hdaveiis  ?  ffood  Margarat,  stay. 

Q.  Jfar.  WTiat  are  you  made  of  ?  youH  not  figh^  nor  fly : 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wisdom,  and  defence. 
To  give  the  enemy  way :  and  to  seoore  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly.    lAJkuntm  afar  off. 
If  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  should  see  the  bottom 
Of  all  our  fortunes :  but  if  we  hapiy  sca|>e 
(As  well  we  may.  if  not  through  your  nearlect). 
We  shall  to  London  get ;  where  you  are  loved ; 
And  where  this  breach,  now  in  our  frartunee  made, 
May  readily  be  stoppU 

Enter  young  GufFOBP. 

T,  Clif,  But  that  my  heart 's  on  fUture  mischief  set» 
I  would  speak  blasi^iemy  ere  bid  you  fly ; 
But  fly  ;rou  must ;  uncurable  discomfit 
Beigns  m  the  hearts  of  all  our  present  parts.* 
Away,  for  your  relief!  and  we  will  live 
To  see  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give : 
Away,  my  lor^  away !  lExeunf. 

SCEKE  IIZ—Meldt  near  Saint  Albans. 

Alarum:  Retreat,  Mowrish!  then  enter  YoBK,  Bichard 
PlantagEKBT,  Wabwick,  and  Soldiers,  wUh  Brum  and 
Colours, 

York,  Of  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him ; 
That  winter  lion,  who.  in  rage  forgets 
Aged  contusions  and  all  brushf  of  time : 
Aiid,  like  a  gallant  in  the  brow|  of  youth, 
Bepairs  hi^l  with  occasion  ?  this  happy  day 
Is  not  itseli^  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 
If  Salisbury  be  lost 

Etch.  My  noble  father. 
Three  tunes  to-da^  I  help  him  to  his  horse, 
Three  times  bestnd  him,s  thrice  I  led  him  oS, 
Persuaded  him  from  any  further  act : 
But  still,  where  danger  was,  still  there  I  met  him ; 
And  like  rich  hansings  in  a  homely  house. 
So  was  his  will  in  nis  old  feeble  body. 
But,  noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. 

Enter  Salisbuby. 

Sal,  Now,  by  my  sword,  well  hast  thou  fought  to-day ; 
By  the  mass,  so  did  we  alL— I  thank  you,  Eichard ; 
God  knows,  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live ; 
And  it  hath  pleased  hhn.  that  three  times  to-day 
You  have  d^ended  me  from  imminent  death. — 
Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got|i  that  which  wf  have 

*  Pteties.  t  Detrition.  t  The  height. 

#>!»«»  defending  him  against  his  assailants.  |  Secured. 
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'Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  lime  fled. 
Being  opposites  of  such  repairing  nature.* 

York.  I  know,  our  safety  is  to  follow  them ; 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  king  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  present  court  of  parliament 
Let  us  pursue  him,  ere  the  writs  go  forth : 
What  says  lord  Warwick ;  shall  we  after  them  ? 

War,  After  them !  nay,  hefore  them,  if  we  can. 
Now  hy  my  faith,  lords,  ^twas  a  glorious  day : 
Saint  AllMuis  hattle,  won  hy  famous  York, 
Shall  he  eternized  in  all  age  to  come.— 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets ;— and  to  London  all : 
And  more  such  days  as  tiiese  to  us  hefidl  I  lEjeeunt, 

*  Enemies  likely  soon  to  recoTer. 
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THIRD  PART 


KING    HENRY    VI. 


PEESONS  REPRESENTED. 


KINO  HENRY  THE  SIXTH. 
EDWARD,  Prince  (tf  Wales,  hit  S<m. 
LEWIS  XI.,  King  of  France. 
DUKE  OF  SOMERSET,! 
DUKE  OF  EXETER, 
EARL  OF  OXFORD, 
EARL  OF  NORTHUM- 

BERLAND, 
EARL  OF  WESTMORE. 

LAND,  ; 

LORD  CLIFFORD,  ' 

RICHARD  FLANTAGENET,  Duke 

of  York. 
EDWARD,  Eari  of  March,v 

afterwards    King    Ed- ) 

wardlV.  I 

EDMUND,  Earl  of  Rat- 

land, 
GEORGE,     afterwards 

Duke  of  Clarence, 
RICHARD,    afterwards 

Duke  of  Olocester,       / 
DUKE  OP  NORFOLK, 
MARQUIS  OF  MONTA- 

GUE, 
EARL  OF  WARWICK, 
EARL  OF  PEMBROKE, 
LORD  HASTINGS, 
LORD  STAFFORD, 


Lorda 
on  King 
Henrff*$ 
tide. 


\hi§Son§. 


,    Of  the 

\Duke  of 

^  York's 

Parig. 


SIR  JOHN  MORTIMER,   \  Unelee 
SIR  HUGH  MORTIMER, /to  the 

Duke  of  York. 
HENRY,  Earl  of  Richmond,  a FovM. 
LORD  RIVERS,   Brother  to  Ltuiy 

Orey. 
SIR  WILLIAM  STANLEY. 
SIR  JOHN  MONTGOMERY. 
SIR  JOHN  SOMBRVILLE. 
TUTOR  to  Rutland. 
MAYOR  OF  YORK. 
LIEUTENANT  OF  THE  TOWER. 
A  NOBLEMAN. 
TWO  KEEPERS. 
A  HUNTSMAN. 

A  SON  that  has  kUled  his  Father. 
A  FATHER  that  has  killed  his  Son. 


QUEEN  MARGARET. 

LADY  GREY,  afterwarde  Queen  to 

Edward  IV. 
BONA,  Sitter  to  the  French  Queen. 


SoLDTRms,  and  other  attendants  on 
Kinffr  Henrjr  and  Khi|?  Edward ; 
Mbssbnobbs,  Watch mkn,  ftc. 


Scene,  during  port  of  the  third  Act,  in  France ;  during  all  the 
rest  of  the  Play,  in  Engknd. 


ACT  I. 
SCENE  L— London,    The  Parliament-Howte, 

Drums.  Some  Soldiers  of  York's  party  break  in.  Then,  Enter 
the  Duke  o/YoEK,  Edwabd,  Btchaed.  Norfolk,  Mon- 
tague, Warwick,  and  others,  noith  Wmte  Eoses  in  their 
Hats. 

War.  I  wonder  how  the  king  escaped  our  hands. 
York.  While  we  pursued  the  horsemen  of  the  north. 
He  silly  stole  away,  and  left  his  men :  '     * 
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Whereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland, 
Whose  warUke  ears  oould  never  brook  retreat, 
Cheer*d  up  the  drooping  army :  and  hhnself. 
Lord  Clifford,  and  lord  Stafford,  all  abreast 
Charged  our  main  battle's  front,  and,  breaJdng  in, 
Were  by  the  swords  of  common  soldiers  slain. 

JEdio,  Lord  Stafford's  father,  duke  of  Buddngham, 
Is  either  slain,  or  wounded  dangerous : 
I  cleffc  his  beaver  with  a  downniht  blow ; 
That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  uis  blood. 

[Showing  Ms  hloodt/  sword, 

Mont.  And,  brother,  here's  the  earl  of  Wiltshire's  blood, 


\To  Yofiic,  tkmoing  his. 
jsjoin'd. 


Whom  I  encounter'd  as  the  battles  j 

Mich.  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did. 

r  TTirotoing  down  the  JDuke  cf  SOMEBSST'S  head. 

York.  Eichard  nath  best  deserved  of  all  my  sons.— 
What,  is  your  grace  dead,  my  lord  of  Somerset? 

Norf.  Such  hope  have  vM  the  line  of  John  of  Gaunt  ? 

Rich.  Thus  do  I  hope  to  shake  king  Henry's  head. 

War.  And  so  do  I.— Victorious  prince  of  York, 
Before  I  see  thee  seated  in  that  throne 
"Which  now  the  house  of  Lancaster  usurps, 
I  vow  by  heaven,  these  eves  shall  never  close. 
This  is  the  palace  of  the  rearful  king, 
And  this  the  regal  seat:  possess  it,  York :  ^ 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  king  Henry^s  heirs. 

York.  Assist  me  then,  sweet  Warwick,  and  I  will; 
For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Norf.  We'll  all  assist  you ;  he,  that  flies,  shall  die. 

York.  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk,— Stay  by  me,  my  lords  ;— 
And,  soldiers,  stay,  and  lodge  by  me  this  night 

WcMT.  And  when  the  king  comes,  offer  him  no  violence. 
Unless  he  seek  to  thrust  you  out  by  force.  [  They  retire, 

York.  The  aueen,  this  day,  here  holds  her  parliament, 
But  Uttle  thinks  we  shall  be  of  her  council : 
By  words,  or  blows,  here  let  us  win  our  right. 

Rich.  Arm'd  as  we  are,  let's  stay  within  this  house. 

War.  The  bloody  parliament  shall  this  be  oall'd. 
Unless  Plantagenet,  duke  of  York,  be  king  j 
And  bashful  Henry  deposed,  whose  cowardice 
Hath  made  us  by-words  to  our  enemies. 

York.  Then  leave  me  not,  my  lords ;  be  resolute;        ^ 
I  mean  to  take  possession  of  my  right. 

Wa^.  Neither  the  king,  nor  he  tnat  loves  him  best, 
The  proudest  he  that  holos  up  Lancaster, 
Dares  stir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  shake  his  bells.* 
I'll  plant  Plantagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares : — 
Besolve  thee,  Bichard;  claim  the  English  crown. 

[Wabwick  leads  YoBK  to  the  Throne,  who  seats  himself^ 

*  Hawks  had  sometimes  little  bcUs  hung  ob  them,  perhi^s  to  dare  Um 
birds. 
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MowrUK  Enier  KiKO-  H£NBY,  Clifford,  N  obthumberlan  d, 

Westmoreland,  Exbtxb,  and  others^  with  red  Roses  in  ilwir 

hats. 

K,  Hen,  My  lords,  look  where  the  sturdy  rebel  sits, 
Even  in  the  chair  oi  state !  belike  he  means 
(Backd  by  the  power  of  Warwick,  that  false  peer) 
To  aspire  unto  the  crown,  and  reign  as  king.-^ 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  he  slew  thy  father; — 
And  thine,  lord  CUfford;  and  you  both  have  vowd  revenge 
On  him,  his  sons,  his  favourites,  and  his  Mends. 

North.  If  I  be  not,  heavens,  be  revenaed  on  me ! 

CJif,  The  hope  thereof  makes  ClifiTord:  mourn  in  steel. 

West,  What,  shall  we  suffer  this  ?  let* s  i)luck  him  dawn : 
Myheut  for  anger  bums,  I  cannot  Imiok  it 

A.  Hen.  Be  parent,  gentle  earl  of  Westmoreland. 

CUf,  Patience  is  for  nolta:oons,  and  such  as  he  : 
He  durst  not  sit  there  nad  vour  father  KvecL 
My  gracious  lord,  here  in  uie  parliament 
Let  us  assa^  the  family  of  York. 

North.  Well  hast  thou  spoken,  cousin ;  be  it  so. 

K.  Hen.  Ah,  know  you  not,  m^  city  f»vourB  them. 
And  they  have  latKms  of  soldiers  at  their  beck  P 

Exe.  But  when  the  duke  is  slain,  they'll  ouickly  fly. 

K.  Hen.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henry's  heart. 
To  make  a  shambles  of  the  psrtiament-house ! 
Cousin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words,  and  threats, 
Shfdl  be  the  war  that  Henry  means  to  use.-- 

[  They  advance  to  the  Dulce, 
Thou  factious  duke  of  York,  descend  my  throne. 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet ; 
I  am  thy  sovereign. 

York.  Thou  art  deceived,  I  am  ihme. 

Exe.  For  shame,  come  down ;  he  made  thee  duke  of  York. 

York.  'Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  earldom  was. 

Exe.  Thy  ftkther  was  a  traitor  to  the  orowii. 

War.  Exeter^  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
In  following  this  usurping  Henry. 
•    Clif.  Whom  should  nelbllow,  but  his  natural  king  ? 

War.  True,  Clifford,  and  that's  Bichard,  duke  of  York. 

K.  Hen.  And  shall  I  stand,  and  thou  sit  in  my  throne  ? 

York.  It  muBt^  and  shall  be  so.    Content  thyself. 

War.  Be  duke  of  Lancaster,  let  him  be  king. 

West.  He  is  both  king  and  duke  of  Lancaster : 
And  that  the  lord  of  Westmoreland  riiall  maintain. 

War.  And  Warwidc  shall  disprove  it.    You  forget, 
That  we  are  those,  which  chased  you  from  the  field. 
And  slew  vonr  fathers,  and  with  colours  q>read 
March'd  through  the  city  to  the  palace  gates. 

North.  Yes,  Warwick,  I  remember  it  to  my  ^ef; 
And,  by  his  soul,  thou  and  thy  house  shall  rue  it. 

West.  PlantuEigenet,  of  thee,  and  these  thy  sons, 
Thy  kinsmen,  and  thy  friends,  FU  have  more  lives, 
Tmm  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 
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Clif.  Urge  it  no  more ;  lest  that,  instead  of  word^, 
I  send  thee,  Warwick,  such  a  messenger, 
As  shall  revenge  his  death,  before  I  stir. 

War,  Poor  Clifford  I  how  I  scorn  his  worthless  threats ! 

York,  Will  you,  we  show  our  title  to  the  crown  ? 
If  notour  swords  shall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

K,  Hen,  What  Utle  hast  thou,  traitor  to  the  crown  ? 
Thy  father  was,  as  thou  art,  duke  of  York ; 
Thy  grandfather,  Boger  Mortimer,  earl  of  March : 
1  am  the  son  of  Henry  the  fifth. 
Who  made  the  Daui>hin  and  the  French  to  stoop, 
And  seized  upon  their  towns  and  provinoes. 

War,  Talk  not  of  France,  sith  *  thou  hast  lost  it  all 

K.  Hen,  The  lord  protector  lost  it,  and  not  I : 
When  I  was  crown'd  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now,  and  yet,  methinks  you  lose : — 
Father,  tear  the  crown  from  the  usurper's  head. 

Edw,  Sweet  fother,  do  so ;  set  it  on  your  head. 

Mont  Good  brother,  [2b  Yobk.]  as  thou  lov'st  and  honour'st 
arms, 
Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  stand  cavilling  thus. 

Rich.  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  king  will  fly. 

York,  Sons,  peace ! 

K.  Hen,  Peace  thou !  and  give  king  Henry  leave  to  speak. 

War.  Plantagenet  shall  speak  first  .*«-hear  him,  lords ; 
And  be  you  silent  and  attentive  too. 
For  he,  that  interrupts  him,  shall  not  live. 

K,  Hen,  Think'st  thou  that  I  will  leave  my  kingly  throne, 
Wherein  my  grand^re,  and  m;^  father,  sat  ? 
No,  first  shall  war  unpeople  this  my  realm ; 
Ay,  and  their  colours— often  borne  in  France ; 
And  now  in  England,  to  our  heart's  ^reat  sorrow, — 
Shall  be  my  windiuK-sheet.— Why  faint  you,  lords? 
My  title 's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 

War.  But  prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  shalt  be  king. 

K.  Hen.  Henry  the  fourth  b}r  conquest  got  the  crown. 

York,  'Twas  by  rebellion  against  his  Idnx. 

K.  Hen,  I  know  not  what  to  say ;  mv  title 's  weak        \,Ajnd0. 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  king  adopt  an  heir  r 

York,  What  then  ? 

K.  Hen,  An  if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawftil  king: 
For  Eichard,  in  the  view  of  many  lords. 
Besign'd  the  crown  to  Henry  the  fourth ; 
Whose  heir  my  father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

York,  He  rose  against  him,  being  his  soyereign. 
And  made  him  to  resign  his  crown  perforce. 

TTar,  Suppose,  my  lords,  he  did  it  unconstrain'd. 
Think  you,  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  crown  ? 

Exe,  No ;  for  he  could  not  so  resign  his  crown. 
But  that  the  next  heu:  should  succeed  and  reign. 

K,  Hen,  Art  thou4igaanst  us^  duke  of  Exeter  ? 

*  Sbiee. 
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Exe.  He  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

York.  Why  whisper  you,  my  lords,  and  answer  not  ? 

JSxe.  My  conscience  tells  me  he  is  lawful  king. 

K,  Sen.  All  will  revolt  from  me.  and  turn  to  him. 

North,  Plantagenet,  for  all  the  claim  thou  lay'st. 
Think  not  that  Henry  shall  be  so  deposed. 

War,  Deposed  he  shall  be,  in  despite  of  all. 

I^orth.  Tnou  art  deceived:  'tis  not  thy  southern  power. 
Of  Essex,  Norfolk,  Suflfolk,  nor  of  Kent,— 
Which  makes  thee  thus  presumptuous  and  proud, — 
Can  set  the  duke  up  in  despite  of  me. 

Clif.  King  Henry,  be  thy  title  right  or  wrong. 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence : 
May  that  ffround  gape,  and  swallow  me  alive. 
Where  I  shall  kneel  to  him  that  slew  my  father ! 

JT.  Sen,  O  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive  my  heart ! 

TorJc,  Henry  of  Lancaster,  resija;n  thy  crown  :— 
What  mutter  you,  or  what  conspire  you,  lords  ? 

War,  Do  right  unto  this  princely  duke  of  York ; 
Or  I  will  fill  the  house  with  armed  men, 
And,  o'er  the  chair  of  state  where  now  he  sits, 
Write  up  his  title  with  usurping  blood. 

\Se  stamps f  and  the  Soldiers  shoto  tkemselves, 

K,  Sen.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  hear  me  but  one  word ; 
Let  me,  for  this  my  lifetime,  reign  as  king. 

York,  Cbnfirm  the  crown  to  me  and  to  mine  heirs. 
And  thou  shalt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'st. 

K,  Sen,  I  am  content :  Bichard  Plantagenet, 
Enjo^  the  kingdom  after  my  decease. 

Clif.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  prince  your  son  ? 

War,  What  good  is  this  to  England,  and  hunself  ? 

West,  Base,  fearfUl,  and  despairing  Henrv ! 

Clif,  How  hast  thou  iiuurea  both  thjrself  and  us ! 

West.  I  cannot  stay  to  near  these  articles. 

NoHh.  Nor  L 

Clif,  ComC;  cousin^  let  us  tell  the  queen  these  news. 

West  PareweD,  faint-hearted  and  degenerate  king, 
In  whose  cold  blood  no  spark  of  honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  house  of  York, 
And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed ! 

Cl\f.  In  dreadful  war  mayst  thou  be  overcome ! 
Or  live  in  peace,  abandoned  and  despised ! 

[Exeunt  NOBTHUMBEBLAKD,  ClIFFOBD,  and  WESTMOBELAND. 

Wa/r,  Turn  this  way,  Henry,  and  regard  them  not. 

Bxe,  They  seek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not  yield, 

K.  Sen,  Ah,  Exeter. 

War,  Why  should  you  sigh,  my  lord  P 

K,  Sen,  Not  for  myself  lord  W  arwick,  but  my  son, 
Whom  I  unnaturally  shall  disinherit. 
But,  be  it  as  it  may :— I  here  entail 
The  crown  to  thee  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ev^ ; 
Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 
To  cease  this  civil  war,  and,  whilst  I  live. 
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To  honour  me  as  iky  king  and  sovereign ; 
And  neither  by  tareason,  n(Nr  hostihty, 
To  seek  to  put  me  down,  and  reisn  thyself. 
York.  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 

ICominff  from  the  Throng, 
War.  Long  live  kiujg  Henry !— ^Plantageaiet.  embrace  hira. 
K,  Sen.  And  long  live  thou,  and  these  thy  lorward  sons ! 
York,  Now  York  and  Lancaster  are  reconciled. 
JExe.  Accursed  be  he  that  seeks  to  make  them  fbes ! 

[/Siww^.    2%«  JLords  come  fonoard. 
York,  Farewell,  my  gradous  lord ;  1*11  to  my  castle. 
War.  And  Til  keep  London  with  mv  soldiers. 
Norf.  And  I  to  Norfolk,  with  my  followers. 
Mont,  And  I  unto  the  sea,  from  whence  I  came. 

[JExennt  YoKK,  emd  kie  Sons,  WabwioEj  NofiFOlK, 
MoNTAOrrk  Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 
K.  Hen.  And  I,  with  griei  and  sorrow,  to  the  court. 

Enter  QuEEN  MAsaABET  a$id  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  queen,  whose  looks  bewray  *  her  anger : 

I'll  steal  away. 
K.  Hen.  Exeter,  so  will  L  iChaing, 

Q.  Mar^  Nay,  ^  not  from  me,  I  will  follow  thee.  ,  ^ 

K.  Sen.  Bepatient.  gentle  queen,  and  I  will  stay.  , 

Q.  Ma/r.  Who  can  be  patient  in  such  extremes  ?  ." 

Ah,  wretched  man,  would  I  had  died  a  maid,  , 

And  never  seen  thee,  never  borne  thee  son. 

Seeing  thou  hast  proved  so  unnatural  a  father. 

Hath  he  deserved  to  lose  his  birthright  thus  ? 

Hadst  thou  but  bred  him  half  so  well  as  I ; 

Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once; 

Or  nourish'd  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood ; 

Thou  wouldst  have  left  thy  dearest  heart  blood  there, 

Eather  than  made  that  savage  duke  thine  heir. 

And  disinherited  thine  only  son. 
Prince.  Eother,  you  cannot  disinherit  me : 

If  you  be  king,  why  should  not  I  succeed  ? 
K.  Hen.  Pardon  me,  Margaret ;— pardon  me,  sweet.son  ;— 

The  earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  duke,  enforced  me. 
Q.  Mar,  Enforced  thee !  art  thou  king,  and  wilt  be  forced  ? 

I  shame  to  hear  thee  Q)eak.    Ah,  timorous  wretch ! 

Thou  hast  undone  thyself,  thy  son,  and  me ; 

And  given  unto  the  house  of  York  such  h^id. 

As  thou  shalt  reicn  but  by  their  sufferance. 

To  entail  him  and  his  heirs  unto  the  crown. 

What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  sepulchre,  ; 

And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  P 

Warwick  is  chancellor,  and  the  lord  of  Calais ; 

Stem  Faulconbridge  commands  the  narrow  seas ; 

The  duke  is  made  protector  of  the  realm ; 

And  yet  shalt  thou  be  safe  ?  such  safety  finds 

•Disdose, 
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The  trembling  lamb,  environed  witti  wolves. 

Had  I  been  there,  wnioh  am  a  siliy  woman, 

The  soldiers  shonld  ha^e  toss'd  me  on  their  pikes, 

Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  act. 

But  thou  preferr'st  thy  life  before  thine  honour : 

And  seeing  thou  dost.  I  here  divorce  mysel( 

Both  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed, 

Until  that  act  of  iwrliament  be  repeal'd. 

Whereby  my  son  is  disinherited. 

The  northern  lords,  that  have  forsworn  thy  colours, 

Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  see  them  spread : 

And  spread  they  shall  be ;  to  thy  foul  disgrace, 

And  utter  ruin  of  the  house  of  York. 

Thus  do  I  leave  thee :— Come,  son,  let's  away ; 

Our  army 's  ready ;  come,  we^ll  after  them. 

K,  Sen.    Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me  speak. 

Q.  Mar.  Thou  hast  spoke  too  much  already ;  f;et  thee  gone. 

K,  Hen.  Qentle  son  Edward,  thou  wilt  stay  with  me? 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  to  be  murdered  by  Ms  enemies. 

Prince.  When  I  return  with  victory  from  the  field, 
m  see  your  grace :  till  then,  111  follow  her. 

(i.Mar.  Come,  son,  away;  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

[JExeuntQumtV  MAB0ABBT  and  the  Pbincb. 

K.  Hen.  Poor  que^n !  how  love  to  me,  and  to  her  son, 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  rage  \ 
Revenged  may  she  be  on  that  hateful  duke; 
Whose  haughty  spirit,  winged  with  desire, 
Will  cost  my  crown,  and,  like  an  empty  eagle, 
Tire*  on  the  flesh  of  me,  and  of  my  son ! 
llie  loss  of  those  three  lords  torments  mv  heart : 
111  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  lair ; — 
Come,  cousin,  you  shall  be  the  messenger. 

Exe.  And  I,  I  hope,  i^U  reconcile  them  all.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  U.—A  Room  in  Sandal  Cattle,  near  Wak^eld,  in 
Yorkshire. 

Enter  Edwabd,  Bichabd,  and  Montague. 

Etch.  Brother,  though  I  be  youngest,  give  me  leave. 
Edw,  Ko,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 
Moni.  But  I  have  reasons  strong  and  forcible. 

Enter  YoBE. 

York.  Why,  how  now,  sons  and  brother,  at  a  strife  * 
What  is  your  quarrel  ?  how  began  it  first  ? 

Edw.  !No  quarrel,  but  a  slight  contention. 

York.  About  what? 

Mich.  About  that  which  concerns  vour  grace  and  us ; 
The  crown  of  England,  father,  which  is  yours. 

York,  3iine,  boy  ?  not  till  king  Henry  be  dead. 
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JUch.  Tour  right  depends  not  on  his  life,  or  deatlL 

Edw,  Now  you  are  neir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now : 
By  g[iving  the  house  of  Lancaster  leave  to  breathe, 
It  will  outrun  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

York,  I  took  an  oath,  that  he  should  quietly  reign. 

Sdw  But.  for  a  kingdom,  any  oath  may  be  broken : 
I'd  break  a  thousand  oaths,  to  reign  one  year. 

Bich,  No:  God  forbid,  your  grace  ehomd  be  forsworn. 

York.  I  shall  b^  if  I  claim  uy  open  war. 

£ich.  111  |HN>ye  the  contrary,  if  you'll  hear  me  speak. 

York.  Thou  canst  not^  son ;  it  is  impossible. 

Bich.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 
Before  a  true  aaid  lawfid  magistrate, 
That  hath  authority  over  him  that  swears : 
Henry  had  none,  but  did  usurp  the  place ; 
Then,  seeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depose, 
Tour  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  mvolous. 
Therefore,  to  arms.    And,  father,  do  but  think. 
How  sweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown; 
Within  whose  circuit  is  Elysium, 
And  all  that  poets  feign  of  oliss  and  joy. 
Why  do  we  hnger  thus  P    I  cannot  rest^ 
TJnul  the  white  rose,  that  I  wear,  be  dyed 
Even  in  the  lukewarm  bkx>d  of  Henrrs  heart 

York.  Bichard,  enough ;  I  will  be  king,  or  die- 
Brother,  thou  smilt  to  London  presently. 
And  whet  on  Warwick  to  this  enterprise. — 
Thou,  Bidiord,  shalt  unto  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 
And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent — 
Tou.  Edward,  shall  unto  my  lord  Cobham, 
With  whom  the  Keniishmen  will  willingly  rise :  , 

In  them  1  trust;  for  the^  ore  soldiersL 
Witty*  and  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  spirit- 
While  you  are  thus  employ'd,  what  resteth  more. 
But  that  I  seek  oooasiou  how  to  rise  \ 
And  yet  the  king  not  privy  to  my  drifts 
Nor  any  of  the  house  of  I^caster. 

Unter  a  Mbssekoeb. 

3ut,  stay ;  What  news  P  Whv  com'st  thou  in  such  post  ? 

Mett.  The  queen,  with  all  the  northern  earls  and  lords, 
Intend  here  to  besiege  you  in  your  castle : 
She  is  hard  by  with  twenty  thousand  men ; 
And  therefore  fortify  your  hold,  ray  lord. 

York.  Ay,  with  my  sword.    What!  think'st  thou,  that  we 
fear  them  P— 
Edward  and  Bichard,  you  shall  stay  with  me ; — 
My  brother  Montague  shall  post  to  London : 
Let  noble  Warwiol^  Cobham,  and  the  rest^ 
Whom  we  have  left  protectors  of  the  king, 

•  Wise. 
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With  powerftil  policy  strengthen  themselves, 
And  trust  not  simple  Henrv,  nor  his  oaths. 

Mont,  Brother,  I  go ;  lH  win  them,  fear  it  not : 
And  thus  most  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave.  [JSxit. 

Enter  SiB  JoHN  and  SiB  HUGH  MOBTIHEB. 

York.  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine  uuoles ! 
You  are  oome  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour ; 
The  armv  of  the  queen  mean  to  besiege  us. 

Sir  John,  She  snail  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in  the  field. 

York,  What^  with  five  thousand  men  ?. 

Rich,  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a  need. 
A  woman  's  general ;  What  should  we  fear  ?  [A  inarch  afar  off. 

Edw,  I  hear  their  drums ;  lefs  set  our  men  m  order ; 
And  issue  forth,  and  bid  them  battle  straight. 
'  York.  Five  men  to  twent;^  I^thou^  the  odds  be  great, 
I  doubt  not  uncle,  of  our  victory. 
Many  a  battle  have  I  won  in  France, 
When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one; 
Why  should  I  not  now  have  the  like  success?  lAlarum.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  nZ—Plains  near  Sandal  Castle. 

Alarums :  Excursions,    Enter  BuTLAin),  and  his  TCTOB. 

Sut.  Ah,  whither  shall  I  fly  to  'scane  their  hands ! 
Ah,  tutor !  look  where  bloody  Clifibrd  comes ! 

Enter  Cliffobd,  and  Soldiers, 

Clif,  Chaplain,  away !  thy  priesthood  saves  thy  life. 
As  for  the  brat  of  this  accursed  duke, 
Whose  father  slew  my  father.— he  shall  die. 

Twt,  And  I,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 

Clif,  Soldiers,  away  with  him. 

Tut,  Ah.  Clifibrd !  murder  not  this  innocent  child. 
Lest  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man. 

[Exit,  forced  off  hy  Soldiers, 

CUf,  How  now !  is  he  dead  alreaayP    Or,  is  it  four. 
That  makes  him  dose  his  eyes  ? — ^I'll  open  them. 

Rut,  So  looks  the  pent-up  Uon  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws : 
And  so  he  walks,  insulting  o'er  his  prey : 
And  so  he  comes  to  rend  his  limbs  asunaer.— 
Ah,  gentle  Clifford,  Idll  me  with  thj  sword, 
Ajid  not  with  such  a  cruel  threafmng  look. 
Sweet  Clifford,  hear  me  speak  before  I  die;^ 
I  am  too  mean  a  subje<^  for  thy  wradih, 
Be  thou  revenged  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 

Clif  In  vain  thou  speak^st^  poor  boy ;  my  fathers  blood 
Hath  stonp'd  the  passage  where  thy  words  should  enter. 

Rut,  Then  let  my  fiEbther's  blood  open  it  again  \ 
fie  is  a  man,  and,  Clifibrd,  cope  with  him. 
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Clif.  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives  and  tiiine^ 
Were  not  revenge  sufficient  for  me; 
No,  if  I  digged  up  thy  forefothers'  graves, 
And  hung  their  rotten  ooffins  np  in  chains^ 
It  could  not  slake  mine  ire,  nor  ease  my  heart 
The  sight  of  any  of  the  house  of  York 
Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  soul ; 
And  till  I  root  out  their  aocuned  line. 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  helL 
Therefore WfHnff  hit  hand. 

Rut.  O.  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  death  .'— 
To  thee  I  pray ;  Sweet  Ghfiford,  pity  me ! 

Clif.  Such  pity  as  my  rapier's  jioint  aflfordg. 

Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm;  Why  wilt  thou  slay  me? 

Clif.  Thy  father  hath. 

Rut  But  twos  ere  I  was  bom. 
Thou  hast  one  son,  for  his  sake  pity  me*. 
Lest,  in  revenge  thereof,— sith*  God  is  just,— 
He  be  as  miserably  slain  as  L 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  prison  all  my  days ; 
And  when  I  give  occasion  of  offence. 
Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  hast  no  cause. 

Clif.  No  cause  ? 
Thy  rather  slew  my  fEither ;  therefore,  die. 

J  Clifford  ttahs  him, 
a  iualf  [Dies, 

Clif.  Plantagenet !  I  come,  Plantagenet ! 
And  this  thy  son's  blood  cleaving  to  mv  blade» 
Shall  rust  upon  my  weapon,  till  thj  blood, 
Congeal'd  with  tills,  do  make  me  'wipe  off  both.  ^Eant, 

SCENJS  TV,— The  tcme. 

Alarum.— Enter  YOBK. 

York.  The  army  of  the  queen  hath  got  the  fi^: 
My  uncles  both  are  slain  in  rescuing  me; 
And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 
Turn  back,  and  fly,  like  ships  before  the  wind. 
Or  lambs  pursued  by  hunger-starved  wolves. 
My  sons--Ood  knows,  what  hath  bechanced  them: 
But  this  I  know,— they  have  demean'd  themselves 
Like  men  bom  totenown,  by  life,  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Bichard  make  a  lane  to  me ; 
And  thrice  cried, — Cowrage,  father  I  fight  it  out ! 
And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  side, 
With  purple  fiuilchion.  painted  to  the  hilt 
In  blood  of  those  that  nad  encounter'd  him: 
And  when  the  hardiest  warriors  did  retire, 
Bichard  cried, — Charge  !  and  give  no  foot  of  ground  ! 
And  cried,— Jt  crowny  or  else  a  glorious  tomb  ! 

*  Since.  t  Heaven  grant  this  roajr  be  your  greatest  l)oa8t  1 
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-4  sceptre  !  or  cm  earthly  sepulchre  ! 

With  this,  we  charged  again :  but,  out,  alas ! 

We  bodged*  again ;  as  I^  have  seen  a  swan 

With  bootless  htbour  swim  against  the  tide, 

And  spend  her  strength  with  over-matching  waves. 

\^A  short  alarum  wifhiu. 
Ah,  hark !  the  fatal  followers  do  pursue ; 
And  I  am  faint,  «nd  cannot  fly  their  f^uy: 
And,  were  I  strong,  I  would  not  shun  their  fury : 
The  sands  are  numbered,  that  make  up  my  tife ; 
Here  must  I  stay,  and  nere  my  life  miist  end. 

Enter  QuEEN  Mabgabet,  Cliffobd,  Nobthtmbebland, 
aiM  Soldiers, 
Come,  bloody  Clifford,— -rough  Northumberland,— 
I  dare  your  quenchless  ftirv  to  more  rage : 
I  am  your  butt^  and  I  abide  your  shot. 

North.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  i)roud  Plantagenet. 

Clif.  Ay,  to  such  mercy,  as  his  ruthless  arm. 
With  downright  payment,  showed  unto  my  garner. 
Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  car. 
And  made  an  evening  at  the  noontide  pridcf 

York.  My  ashes,  as  the  Phoenix,  m^y  bring  forth 
A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 
And,  in  that  hope,  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heav^ 
Scorning  whatever  you  can  afiUct  me  with. 
Why  come  you  not  ?  what !  multitudes,  and  fear  ? 

Clif,  So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no  farther ; 
So  doves  do  peck  the  falcon's  piercmg  talons ; 
So  desperate  thieves,  all  hopeless  of  their  live^ 
Breathe  out  invectives  'gainst  the  officers. 

York.  O,  Clifford,  but  betMnk  thee  once  again. 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time : 
And,  if  thou  canst  for  blushing,  view  this  face ; 
And  bite  thy  tongue,  that  slanders  him  with  cowardice, 
Whose  frown  hath  niade  thee  faint  and  fy  ere  this. 

Clif,  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word ; 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows  twice  two  for  one.  IDrawt, 

Q.Mar.  Hold,  valiant  Chfford !  for  a  thousand  causes, 
I  would  prolong  awhile  the  traitor's  life : — 
Wrath  makes  mm  deaf :  speak  thou,  Northumberland. 

North.  Hold,  Clifford ;  ao  not  honour  him  so  much, 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart; 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin. 
For  one  to  thrust  his  hand  between  his  teeth. 
When  he  might  spurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 
It  is  war's  prize  to  take  all  vantages ; 
And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour. 

[2%0y  lap  hands  on  YoBE,  who  struggles. 

Clif.  Ay,  ay,  so  strives  the  woodcock  with  the  gin. 

North.  So  doth  the  coney  struggle  in  the  net. 

[YOBK  is  taken  prisoner. 
*  Boggled,  bungled.  t  Point  on  the  diaL 

VOL.  III.  P 
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York.  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  oonquer'd  booty ; 
So  true  •  men  yield,  with  robbers  so  o'ermatcbU 

North.  What  would  your  Rraoe  have  done  unto  him  now  ? 

Q.  Mar.  Brave  warriors,  Cliflford  and  Northumberland, 
Ck>me  make  him  stand  u^n  this  molehill  here ; 
That  raughtt  at  mountains  with  outstretched  arms^ 
Yet  parted  but  the  shadow  with  his  hand.— 
What !  was  it  you,  that  would  be  England's  king  ? 
Was't  you  that  revell'd  in  our  parliament, 
And  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  descent  ? 
Where  are  your  mess  of  sons  to  back  you  now  ? 
The  wanton  Edwar^  and  the  lusty  G^orse  ? 
And  Where's  that  valiant  crook-back  nrooigy, 
Dicky,  your  boy,  that,  with  his  grumoling  voice, 
Was  wont  to  cheer  his  dad  in  mutinies  ? 
Or,  with  the  rest  where  is  your  darling  Butland  P 
Look,  York :  I  stain'd  this  napkin  X  '^th  the  blood 
That  valiant  Clifford,  with  his  rapier's  point. 
Made  issue  fjfom  the  bosom  of  the  bov  : 
And,  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 
I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  cheeks  withal. 
AJas,  poor  York !  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  should  lament  thy  miserable  state. 
I  pr'jrthee  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York : 
Stamp,  rave,  and  firet,  that  I  may  sine  and  dance. 
What,  hath  thy  fiery  heart  so  parch'd  thine  entrails, 
That  not  a  tear  can  fiill  for  Rutland's  death  ? 
Whv  art  thou  patient,  man  ?  thou  shouldst  be  mad ; 
And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus. 
Thou  wouldst  be  fee'd.  I  see,  to  make  me  sport ; 
York  cannot  speak  unless  he  wear  a  crown.— 
A  crown  for  York ; — and,  lords,  bow  low  to  him. — 
Hold  you  his  huids,  whilst  I  do  set  it  on. — 

[Putting  a  paper  crown  on  his  head, 
Ay,  marry.  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  king ! 
Ay,  this  is  he  that  took  king  Henry's  chair ; 
And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  heir.— 
But  how  is  it  that  great  Planta^net 
Is  crown'd  so  soon,  and  broke  ms  solemn  oath  ? 
As  I  bethink  me,  you  should  not  be  kin^, 
Till  our  king  Henry  had  shook  hands  with  death. 
And  will  you  pale§  your  head  in  Henry's  glory. 
And  rob  his  temples  of  the  diadem, 
Now  in  his  life,  against  your  holy  oath  P 
0,  'tis  a  fault  too,  too  unpardonable  !— 
Off  with  the  crown ;  and  with  the  crown,  his  head ; 
And,  whilst  we  breathe,  take  time  to  do  nim  dead. 

Clif.  That  is  nay  office,  for  my  fiither's  sake. 

Q.  Mar.  Nay,  stav ;  lef  s  hear  the  orisons  he  makes. 

York,  She-wolf  of  Pranoe,  but  worse  than  wolves  of  France, 

*  Honest.  t  Reached.  t  Handkr    >"*'' 

I  Impale,  encircle  with  a  crown* 
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Whose  tongue  more  poisons  than  the  adder's  tooth !' 

How  ill-beseeming  is  it  in  th^  sex. 

To  triumph  like  an  Amazonian  trull, 

Upon  then:  woee,  whom  fortune  captivates  P 

But  that  thy  face  is.  visor-like,  unchanging. 

Made  impudent  with  use  of  evil  deeds, 

I  would  assay,  proud  queen,  to  msake  thee  blush : 

To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'st,  of  whom  derived, 

Were  shame  eooush  to  shame  tnee,  wert  thou  not  shameless. 

Thy  fiither  bears  the  fype  •  of  king  of  Naples, 

Of  both  the  Sicils,  and  Jerusalem ; 

Yet  not  so  wealthy  as  an  English  veoman. 

Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  insult? 

It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  queen ; 

Unless  the  adage  must  be  verified,— 

Tba,t  beggars,  mounted,  run  their  horse  to  death. 

'Tis  beauw,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud ; 

But,  God  he  knows,  thy  share  thereof  is  small : 

Tis  virtue,  that  doth  make  them  most  admired ; 

The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder'd  at : 

'Tis  government  f  that  makes  them  seem  divine ; 

The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable ; 

Thou  art  as  opposite  to  every  good. 

As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us. 

Or  as  the  south  to  the  septehtrion.  % 

O,  tiger's  heart,  wrapp'd  in  a  woman's  hide ! 

B!ow  couldst  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child. 

To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal. 

And  yet  be  seen  to  bear  a  woman's  face  ? 

W^omen  are  soft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible ; 

Thou  stem,  obdurate,  ninty,  roufldb,  remorseless, 

Bid'st  thou  me  rage  ?  why,  now  thou  hast  thy  wish : 

Wouldst  have  me  weep  ?  why,  now  thou  hast  thy  will : 

For  raging  wind  blows  up  incessant  showers, 

And,  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins. 

These  tears  are  my  swecw  Itutland's  obsequies ; 

And  every  drop  aries  vengeance  for  his  death,— 

'Gainst  thee,  fell  Clifford,— and  thee,  false  French-woman. 

Narih.  Beshrew  me,  but  his  passions  §  move  me  so, 
That  hardly  can  I  check  my  eyes  from  tears. 

Tork»  That  face  of  his  the  hungry  cannibals 
Would  not  have  touch'd,  would  not  have  stain'd  with  blood : 
But  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable,— 
O,  ten  times  more,— than  tiggrs  of  Hyrcania. 
Se^  ruthless  queen,  a  hapless  father's  tears : 
This  cloth  thou  dimy'dst  m  blood  of  my  sweet  boy, 
And  I  with  tears  do  wash  the  blood  awav. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boast  of  this  : 

[He  gives  bach  the  handJcerchief. 
And,  if  thou  tell'st  the  heavy  story  right, 

•  The  distinpuishingr  mark.  t  Self-grovemment. 

t  The  north.  %  Suffering. 

P  2 


y  Google 


212  THISD  FAST  OF  KING  MBJUVt  TI.  [ACXU; 

Upon  my  soul,  the  kearen  will  shed  tears ; 
Yea.  even  my  foes  will  shed  fast-falling  tears ; 
And  say,— -Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed  f— 
There^  take  the  crown,  and  with  the  orown,  my  curse ; 
And,  m  thy  need,  such  comfort  come  to  thee, 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too-cru^  hand ! — 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  fnmi  the  world ; 
My  soul  to  heaTen,  my  hlood  upon  your  heads ! 

North,  Had  he  been  slaughter-man  to  all  my  kin, 
I  should  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him. 
To  see  how  inly  sorrow  ^pes  his  souL 

(g.  Mar,  What,  weepmg-ripe.  my  lord  Northumberland? 
Thmk  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all. 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  tiiy  melting  tears. 

Cltf,  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  father's  death. 

[Stahbmghim. 

Q,  Mar.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  king. 

iStabiniHfMm, 

York.  Open  thy  gate  (^  mercy,  eraoious  God ! 
My  soul  flies  through  these  wounds  to  seek  out  thee.        IBiet. 

(XMar,  Off  with  his  head,  and  set  it  on  Yoric  gates ; 
So  York  may  oTerlook  the  town  of  York.  [Sxeunf 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  L—A  plain  near  Mobtimbb's  Orosi  in  HenfordthHre, 

Drumt,^Enter  Edwabd,  and  BiCHASD,  wUk  their  forces, 
marching, 

Edw.  I  wonder  how  our  princely  &tber  'teaped. 
Or  whether  he  be  'scaped  away  or  no, 
From  Clifford's  and  NorthumDerland's  ^rsuit ; 
Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  would  haye  heard  the  news ; 
Had  he  been  slain,  we  should  haye  heard  the  news ; 
Or,  had  he  'scaped,  methinks  we  should  have  heard 
The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  escape.— 
How  fares  my  brother  ?  why  is  he  so  sad  f 

Sich,  I  cannot  joy,  until  1  be  resolved 
Where  our  rigiit  yauant  fothw  is  beocmie. 
I  saw  hhn  in  the  battle  range  about^ 
And  watch'd  him  how  he  singled  Clififord  forth. 
Methought  he  bore  him  in  the  thickest  troop^ 
As  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat:* 
Or  as  a  bear,  encompass'd  round  with  dogs; 
Who  havmg  pinch'a  a  few,  and  made  them  cry 
The  rest  stand  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 
So  fared  our  Hither  with  his  enemies ; 

•  Neat  cattle. 
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So  fled  his  enemies  my  wftrtike  fiither ; 
MethinksL  'tis  prize  enou^^  to  be  his  sod. 
See,  bow  tbe  momins  opes  ber  gdden  gates^ 
Ana  takes  ber  farewell  of  the  s^orious  strn  I 
How  well  resembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 
Trimm'd  like  a  younlcer,  prandiw  to  his  love ! 

lUha.  Dazzle  mine  eyes,  or  do  I  see  three  suns  ? 

Mick.  Three  g^ocioiis  suns,  each  one  a  p^eot  sun  *, 
Not  separated  with  tbe  raekm^  clouds.  * 
But  sever'd  in  a  pale,  dear,  shming  sky. 
See,  see!  they  jom,  embrace,  and  se^n  to  kiss, 
As  if  they  yow^  some  league  inTiolal^ : 
Now  are  they  but  one  lamp,  one  Hght,  one  sun. 
In  this  tbe  heaven  figures  some  e^ent 

JStto.  1^  wondrous  strange,  the  like  y^  never  heard  of. 
I  think,  it  cites  us,  brotb^j^  the  fidd ; 
That  we,  the  sons  of  brate  Plaatagenet, 
Each  one  already  blazing  hj  our  meeds,  f 
Should,  notwithstandiuK,  join  our  lights  together, 
And  over-shine  tiie  eartk  as  this  the  world. 
Whatever  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  taorget  mree  flair  shining  suns. 

Itich,  Nay,  bear  three  daudit«rs  ^-By  your  leave  I  speak  it, 
Tou  love  the  breeder  better  uian  the  male. 

Unter  a  Mbssenges. 

But  what  art  thou,  whose  heavy  looks  foretel! 
Some  dreadful  story  hanging  on  thy  tongue  ? 

Mes*.  Ah,  one  that  was  a  woeM  looter-on, 
When  as  the  noble  duke  of  York  was  slain. 
Your  princely  &ther,  and  my  loving  lord. 

JEdw.  O,  roeak  no  more !  for  I  have  heard  too  much. 

lUch,  Say  now  he  died,  for  I  will  hear  it  aJL 

Mess,  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes ; 
And  stood  arainst  them,  aa  the  hope  of  Troy 
Against  the  (Greeks,  that  would  have  enter'd  Troy. 
But  Herculea  himself  must  yield  to  odds ; 
And  many  strokes,  though  with  a  little  axe. 
Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardest-timber'd  oak. 
By  many  hands  vour  father  was  subdued; 
But  only  slaughtered  by  the  ireful  arm 
Of  unrelenting  Clifford^  and  the  (jueen : 
Who  crown'd  the  gracious  duke,  m  high  despight ; 
Laugh'd  in  his  face ;  and  when  with  grief  he  wept^ 
The  ruthless  queen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  cheeks, 
A  napkin  steeped  in  the  harmless  blood 
Of  sweet  young  Rutland,  by  rough  CliflTord  slain  : 
And,  after  many  scorns,  many  foul  taunte; 
They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 
They  set  the  same ;  and  there  it  doth  remain, 
The  saddest  spectacle  that'  e'er  I  view'd. 

*  The  clonds  in  rapid  turaulttiary  motion.  t  Merit. 
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Edvo.  Sweet  duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean  upon ; 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  staff  no  stajir  !— 
O  Clifford,  boisterous  Clifford,  thou  hast  slaui 
The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry ; 
And  treacherously  haat  thou  Tanquish'd  hioL 
For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquished  thee  !— 
Kow  my  soul's  palace  is  become  a  prison : 
Ab,  would  she  break  fh)m  hence !  that  tiiis  my  body 
Might  in  the  ground  be  closed  up  in  rest : 
For  never  henceforth  shall  I  joy  a^ain, 
Never,  O  never,  shall  I  see  more  joy. 

Rich.  I  cannot  weep :  for  all  my  body's  moisture 
Scarce  serves  to  quench  mv  fUmaoe-buming  heart : 
Nor  can  my  tongue  unload  my  heart's  great  burden ; 
For  self-same  wind,  that  I  should  speak  withal. 
Is  kindling  coals,  tnat  fire  all  my  breast, 
And  bum  me  up  with  flames,  that  tears  would  quench. 
To  weep,  is  to  make  less  the  depth  of  grief: 
Tears,  then,  for  babes ;  blows,  and  revenge,  for  me  !^ 
Bichard,  I  bear  thy  name,  I'll  venge  thy  death. 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it.  '  , 

Bd/u),  His  name  that  valiant  duke  hath  1^  with  thee ; 
His  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  Idft. 

Rich,  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  eagle's  bird« 
Show  thy  descent  by  gazing  'gainst  the  sun ; 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  tlm)ne  and  kingdom  say ; 
Either  that  is  thine^  or  else  thou  wert  not  his. 

MarcK-^Enter  Wabwick  and  MONTAGUE,  with  Forces. 

War.  How  now,    fair  lords  ?     What  fare  f    What  news 
abroad  ? 

Rich.  Great  lord  of  Warwick,  if  we  should  recount 
Our  baleful  news,  at  each  word^s  deliverance. 
Stab  poniards  in  our  flesh  till  all  were  told. 
The  words  would  add  more  anguish  than  the  wounds. 

0  valiant  lord,  the  duke  of  York  is  slain. 

Edw.  O  Warwick !  Warwick !  that  Plantagenet, 
Which  held  thee  dearljr  as  his  soul's  redemption*         ^ 
Is  by  the  stem  lord  Chfford  done  to  death. 

War.  Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  these  news  in  tears : 
And  now,  to  add  more  measure  to  your  woes, 

1  come  to  tell  you  things  since  then  befti-ll'n. 
After  the  bloody  fhiy  at  Wakefield  foueht. 
Where  your  brave  father  breathed  his  latest  gasp, 
Tidings,  as  swiftly  as  the  post  could  run, 

Were  brought  me  of  your  loss,  and  his  depart. 

I  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  king, 

Muster'd  my  soldiers,  gathered  flocks  of  friends, 

And  very  well  appointed,  as  1  thought, 

March'd  towards  Saint  Albans  to  inteitsept  the  queen. 

Bearing  the  king  in  my  behalf  alons: 
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For  by  my  scouts  I  was  advertised, 
That  she  was  coining  with  a  full  intent 
To  dash  our  late  decree  in  parliament, 
Touching  king  Henry's  oatn,  and  your  succession. 
Short  tale  to  make,— we  at  St.  Allmns  met. 
Our  battle8.join'd,  and  both  sides  fiercely  rought : 
But,  whether  'twas  the  coldness  of  the  king, 
Who  look'd  full  gently  on  his  warhko  queen. 
That  robb'd  my  soldiers  of  their  hated  spleen ; 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  success ; 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  rigour. 
Who  thunders  to  his  captives— blood  and  death, 
I  cannot  judge :  but,  to  conclude  with  truth. 
Their  weapons  like  to  li^tning  came  and  went ; 
Our  soldiers— like  the  mght-owl's  lazy  flight, 
Or  like  a  lazv  thrasher  with  a  flail, — 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  struck  their  friends. 
I  cheer'd  them  up  with  justice  of  our  cause. 
With  promise  of  high  pay,  and  great  rewards: 
Bat  all  in  vain ;  they  had  no  heart  to  fight, 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day, 
So  that  we  fled :  the  king,  unto  the  queen ; 
Lord  George,  your  brother,  Norfolk,  and  myself, 
fn  haste,  post-haste,  are  come  to  ioin  with  you ; 
For  in  the  marches  We,  we  heard,  you  were. 
Making  another  head  to  fight  asain. 

Edic.  Where  is  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  gentle  Warwick  ? 
And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  England  ? 

War,  Some  six  miles  off  the  duke  is  with  the  soldiers ; 
And  for  your  brother,— he  was  lately  sent 
From  your  kindtiun^  duchess  of  Burgundy, 
With  aid  of  soldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  'Twas  odds,  behke,  when  valiant  Warwick  fled : 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praises  in  pursuit. 
But  ne'er  till  now,  his  scandal  of  retire. 

War,  Nor  now  my  scandal,  Richard,  dost  thou  hear ; 
"Eor  thou  shalt  know,  this  strong  right  hand  of  mine 
Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  faint  Henry's  head. 
And  wring  the  awful  sceptre  from  his  fist ; 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war. 
As  he  is  famed  for  mildness,  peace,  and  prayer. 

Rich.  I  know  it  well,  lord  Warwick ;  blame  me  not  J 
'Tis  love,  I  bear  thy  glories,  makes  me  speak. 
But,  in  this  troublous  time,  what* s  to  be  done  ? 
Shail  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  steel, 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numb'ring  our  Ave-Maries  with  our  beaus  ? 
Or  shall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  ? 
If  (or  the  last,  say— Ay,  and  to  it,  lords. 

War,  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came  to  seek  you  out : 
And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
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Attend  me,  lords.    The  proud  iosolftiiig  queen. 
With  Clifford,  and  the  bought*  Nortmimberland, 
And  of  their  feather,  many  more  proud  bird§, 
Have  wrought  the  easy  melting  Jung,  like  wax. 
He  swore  consent  to  your  suooeesion. 
His  oath  enrolled  in  the  narliament ; 
And  now  to  London  all  the  crew  are  ffone, 
To  frustrate  hot^h  his  oath,  wid  what  besiae 
Majr  make  against  the  house  of  Laiioastw. 
Their  power,  I  think,  is  thirty  thousand  strong : 
Now,  if  the  help  of  Norfolk,  and  myself. 
With  all  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  earl  of  Mardi, 
Amongst  the  loving  Welshmen  canst  procure, 
Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thousand. 
Why,  Via  !  To  London  will  we  march  amain ; 
And  once  again  bestride  our  foaming  steeds. 
And  once  again  cry— Charge  upon  our  foes  1 
But  never  once  again  turn  oack,  and  fly. 

Rich.  Ay,  nowj  methinks,  I  hear  neat  Warwick  q^eak : 
Ne'er  may  he  Uve  to  see  a  sunshine  day. 
That  cries— Betire,  if  Warwick  bid  him  stay. 

Edw.  Lord  Warwick,  on  thv  shoulder  will  I  lean ; 
And  when  thou  &ll'st,  (a«  Goa  forbid  the  hour !) 
Must  Edward  &11,  which  neril  heaven  forefend ! 

War.  No  longer  earl  of  March,  but  duke  of  York; 
The  next  degree  is,  England's  royal  throne : 
Por  king  of  England  slmlt  thou  be  proclaimed 
In  every  borough  as  we  pass  along ; 
And  he,  that  throws  not  up  his  cap  for  joy. 
Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  nis  head. 
Bang  Edward, — ^vahant  Richard, — M<mtague^— 
Stay  we  no  longer  dreaming  of  renown, 
But  sound  the  munpets,  and  about  our  task. 

Rich.  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hurd  as  steel 
(As  thou  hast  shown  it  flinty  by  thy  deeds), 
I  come  to  pierce  it^  or  to  give  tnee  mine. 

Edw.  Then  strike  up,  drums ;— God,  and  Sauit  George  for  us! 

Enter  a  Messbnqbb. 

War.  How  now?    What  news? 
Mest.  The  duke  of  Norfolk  sends  you  word  by  me. 
The  queen  is  coming  with  a  puissant  host ; 
And  craves  your  company  for  speedy  counsel. 

War»  Why  then  it  sorts,t  brave  warriors :  Let's  away. 

lExemwL 
SCENE  IL— Before  York. 

Enter  ElNQ  Hbnby,  Oubbn  Mibgabbt,  the  Prince  q/*  Walbs, 
Cliffobd,  afK^NOBTHUMBEBLAND,  with  Forces, 

Q.  Mar.  Welcom^  my  lord,  to  this  brave  town  of  York  r— 
Yonder^s  the  head  or  that  arch-enemy, 

*  Haughty.  t  Things  are  as  they  should  be. 
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That  sought  to  be  encompMs'd  with  your  crown : 
Doth  not  the  object  cheer  your  heart,  my  lord  ? 

K,  Sen,  Ay.  as  the  roclu  cheer  them  that  fear  their  wreck  ;— 
To  see  this  sight,  it  irks  my  very  souL— 
Withhold  revenge,  dear  God !  'tis  not  my  faulty 
Not  witting^  ha^e  I  infringed  my  yow. 

Clif.  My  gradous  Uege.  this  too  much  lenity, 
And  narmml  pity,  must  be  laid  aside. 
To  whom  do  hons  cast  their  gentle  looks  ? 
Not  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  den. 
Whose  hand  is  that  the  forest  bear  doth  Hck  ? 
Not  his,  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  &oe. 
Who  'scapes  tlm  lurking  serpent's  mortal  sting  ? 
Not  he,  that  sets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  smallest  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on ; 
And  doves  will  x)eck,  in  safeguard  of  their  brood. 
Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown. 
Thou  smiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows : 
He,  but  a  duke,  would  have  his  son  a  king. 
And  raise  his  issue,  like  a  loving  sire ; 
Thou,  being  a  king,  blessed  with  a  goodly  son. 
Didst  yield  consent  to  disinherit  him. 
Which  argued  thee  a  most  unloving  father. 
Unreasonable  creatures  feed  th^  youn^ : 
And  though  man's  face  be  fearM  to  theur  eyes, 
Tet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  one& 
Who  hath  not  eeea  them  (even  with  tnose  win^ 
Which  sometime  they  have  used  with  fearftd  fli^t). 
Make  war  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  nest, 
Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  ? 
For  shsone,  mj  liege,  make  them  vour  precedent ! 
Were  it  not  i)ity,  that  this  goodly  boy 
Should  lose  his  birthright  by  his  fatto's  fault ; 
And  long  hereafter  say  unto  his  child,— 
What  my  great-grcmdfaiher  and  grand-^e  goi^ 
Mp  careleu  father  fondly'^^  gave  away  ? 
An,  what  a  shame  were  wis !    Look  on  the  boy ; 
And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promiseth, 
Successful  fortune,  steel  thy  melting  hearty 
To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

X.  Men,  Full  well  hath  CUfford  play'd  the  orator» 
Inferringarffuments  of  migh^  force. 
But,  Clmorq.  tell  me.  didst  thou  never  hear,— 
That  things  ill  got  had  eyer  bad  success  ? 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  son, 
Whose  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  ? 
Ill  leave  nur  son  my  virtuous  deeds  behind ; 
And  'would  my  fiither  had  left  me  no  more ! 
For  all  the  rest  is  held  at  such  a  rate. 
As  brmgB  a  thousand-fold  more  care  to  keep. 
Than  in  possession  any  jot  of  pleasure. 

*  Foolishly. 
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Ah,  cousin  York !  'would  thy  best  friencis  did  know. 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here ! 

Q.  Mar.  My  lord,  dieer  up  your  spirits !    Our  foes  are  nigh, 
Ana  this  soft  courage  makes  your  followers  faint. 
You  promised  knighthood  to  our  forward  son ; 
Unsheath  your  sword,  and  dub  him  presently. 
Edward,  kneel  down. 

K.  Hen,  Edward  Flantagenet,  arise  a  knig;ht ; 
And  loam  this  lesson, — ^Braw  thy  sword  in  right. 

Prince.  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
I'll  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  crown, 
And  in  that  quarrel  use  it  to  the  death. 

Clif.  Why,  that  is  spoken  like  a  toward  prince. 

MUer  a  Mbssbnobb. 

3feu.  Boyal  commanders,  be  in  readiness; 
For,  with  a  band  of  thirty  thousand  men, 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  duke  of  York; 
And,  in  the  towns  as  they  do  march  along, 
Proclaims  him  king,  and  many  fly  to  him : 
Darraign  your  battle,*  for  they  are  at  hand. 

Clif.  I  would,  your  highness  would  depart  the  field ; 
The  queen  hath  bestsuooess  when  you  are  absent. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  good  my  lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  fortune. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  thafs  my  fortune  too ;  therefore  TU  stay. 

North.  Be  it  with  resolution  then  to  fight. 

Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  these  noble  lords, 
And  hearten  l^oee  that  fignt  in  your  defence : 
Unsheath  your  sword,  good  ikther ;  cry  8t.  George  ! 

MarcKSnter  Edwabd,  George,  Bichabd,  Warwick, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldiers. 

Edw.  Now.  peijured  Henry !    Wilt  thou  kneel  for  grace, 
And  set  thy  diadem  upon  my  head : 
Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  neld  P 

Q.  M€tr.  Qo  rate  thy  minions,  proud  insulting  boy ! 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms, 
Before  thy  severely  and  thy  lawful  king? 

Edw.  I  am  his  king,  and  he  should  bow  his  knee ; 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  consent : 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke ;  for,  as  I  hear. 
You— that  are  king,  though  he  do  wear  the  crown,— 
Have  caused  him,  by  new  act  of  parlitunent, 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  son  in. 

Clif.  And  reason,  too : 
Who  should  succeed  the  father,  but  the  son  P 

lUch.  Are  you  there,  butcher  P— O,  I  cannot  speak. 

Clif.  Ay,  crook-back ;  here  I  stand,  to  answer  thee, 
Or  any  he.  the  proudest  of  thy  sort. 

Rich.  'Twas  you  that  kill'd  young  Rutland,  was  it  notP 

Clif.  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  satisfied. 

«  I.  e,  arrange  your  army  in  iMtttle  array* 
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Mich.  For  God's  sake,  lords,  give  signal  to  the  fight. 

War.  What  say'st  thou,  Henry,  wut  thouyield  the  crown  ? 

Q.  Mar.  Why,  how  now,  long-tongued  Warwick  ?  Dare  you 
speak? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  St.  Alhans  last 
Your  legs  did  better  sernoe  than  your  hands. 

War,  Then  *twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  *tas  thine. 

Cltf,  You  said  so  much  beforehand  yet  you  fled. 

War.  'Twas  not  your  valour,  CliflTord,  drove  me  thence. 

North.  No,  nor  vour  manhood  that  durst  make  you  stay. 

Bich,  Northumoerhmd,  I  hold  thee  reverentiy  !— 
Break  off  the  parle ;  for  scarce  I  can  refirain 
The  execution  of  my  big-swollen  heart 
Upon  that  ClifforcL  that  cruel  child-killer. 

Clif.  I  slew  thy  father :  call'st  thou  him  a  child  ? 

Rich.  Ay,  like  a  dasterd.  and  a  treacherous  coward. 
As  thou  didst  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland ; 
But,  ere  sun-set,  Fll  make  thee  curse  the  deed. 

K.  Sen.  Have  done  with  words,  my  lords,  and  hear  me  speak. 

Q.  Mar.  BeiV  them,  then,  or  dse  hold  close  thy  Ups. 

K.  Hen.  I  prythee  rive  no  limits  to  my  tongue ; 
I  am  a  king,  and  privileged  to  speak. 

Clif.  My  liege,  the  wound,  that  bred  this  meeting  here. 
Cannot  be  cured  by  words ;  therefore  be  stilL 

Rich.  Then,  executioner,  unsheath  thy  sword : 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  resolved,* 
That  Clifford's  manhood  Uos  upon  his  tongue. 

Edw.  Say,  Henry,  shall  I  have  my  right  or  no  P 
A  thousand  men  have  broke  their  fasts  to-day, 
Thidi  ne'er  shall  dine,  unless  thou  yield  the  crown. 

War.  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  tlgr  head ; 
For  York  in  iustioe  puts  his  armour  on. 

Prince.  If  that  be  right,  which  Warwick  says  is  right. 
There  is  no  wrong,  but  everything  is  right. 

Rich.  Whoever  got  thee,  there  thy  mother  stands ; 
For,  well  I  wot,  thou  hast  thy  mother's  tongue. 

Q.  Mar.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  sire,  nor  dam; 
But  like  a  foul  misshapen  stigmatic,t 

Mark'd  l^  the  destinies  to  be  avoided,  , 

As  venom  toads,  or  lizards'  dreadful  sMngs. 

Rich.  Iron  of  Naples,  hid  with  English  gilt  J 
Whose  father  bears  the  title  of  a  king 
(As  if  a  channel  §  should  be  OEill'd  the  sea), 
Shamest  thou  not^  knowing  whence  thou  art  extraughty 
To  let  thy  tongue  detect  ||  thy  base-bom  heart  ? 

JSdw.  A  wisp  of  straw  were  worth  a  thousand  crowns, 
To  make  this  shameless  calletlf  know  herselt— 
Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  ^  than  thou. 
Although  thy  husband  may  be  Menelaus :  ** 

*  It  is  my  persuasion.  t  Branded  by  nature. 

t  out  is  a  wuperflcial  covering  of  fgcAA.  4  Kennel. 

I  Expose.  If  Drab.  **  /.  e.  a  cuckold. 
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And  ne'er  was  Agamenmoa's  lather  wrong'd 
B;^  that  false  woman,  as  this  king  b^  thee. 
His  &ther  revell'd  in  the  heart  of  France, 
And  tamed  the  king,  and  made  the  dauphin  stoop ; 
And,  had  he  matoh'd  aooording  to  his  states 
He  misht  have  kept;  that  gknry  to  tiiis  day : 
But  when  he  iock  a  beggar  to  his  bed. 
Ana  graced  thy  poor  sire  with  his  hnaal  day: 
Even  then  tkai  sunshine  breyr'd  a  shower  for  him. 
That  wash'd  his  other's  fortunes  forth  of  Franoeb 
And  heap'd  sedition  on  his  crown  at  home. 
For  what  broach'd  this  tumult  but  thy  pride  ? 
Hadst  thou  been  meek,  our  title  stiJl  had  slept ; 
And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  king. 
Had  slipp'd  our  claim  until  anoth^  age^ 

O^o.  But,  when  we  saw  our  sun^ne  made  thy  spring. 
And  that  thy  summer  Ih:^  us  no  increase, 
We  set  the  axe  to  thy  usurping  root :  i 

And  though  the  edge  hath  something  hit  ourselves. 
Yet.  know  thou  since  we  have  begun  to  strike, 
We  11  never  leave,  till  we  have  hewn  thee  down. 
Or  bathed  thy  growing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Udv),  And,  in  this  resolution  I  defy  thee ; 
Not  willing  any  loiter  conference. 
Since  thou  deny'st  the  gentle  king  to  speak.— 
Sound  trumi)ets !— Let  our  bloody  coburs  wave  !— 
And  either  victory,  or  else  a  grave. 

Q.Mar,  Staf,£dward. 

£dw.  No,  wrangling  woman ;  we'll  no  longer  stay : 
These  words  will  cost  ten  Uiousand  lives  to-day.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III,— A  Field  of  Battle  between  Towton  and  Saaftan 
in  Yorkshire, 

Marume  :  Excnreiont.'^Enier  Wabwice. 

War,  Forespent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  rao^ 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe : 
For  strokes  received,  and  many  blows  repud, 
Have  robb'd  m^r  strong-knit  »news  of  tiieir  strength. 
And,  spite  of  spite^  needs  must  I  rest  a  whila 

Enier  Edwaad,  running. 

Edw,  l^nile.  gentle  heaven,  or  strike,  ungentle  death ! 
For  this  world  frowns,  and  Eaward's  sun  is  clouded. 

JTar.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  What  hap  ?  What  hope  of  good  f 

Enter  Geobob. 

Geo,  Our  hap  is  loss,  our  hope  but  sad  despair ; 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruin  follows  us : 
What  counsel  give  you,  whither  shall  we  fly  ? 
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Edw.  Bootless  is  flighty  they  follow  us  with  wings: 
And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  shun  pursuit 

Hick,  Ah,  Warwick,  why  hast  thou  withdrawn  thyself  P 
Thy  brothers  blood  the  Ihirsty  earth  hath  drunk, 
Broaoh'd  with  the  stedy  point  of  Clifbrd's  lanoe : 
And,  in  the  very  pangs  of  death,  he  cried,— 
Like  to  a  dismal  daiigor  heard  urom  fiEur,— 
Warwiek,  revenge  J  JBrother.  revenge  my  death  J 
So  underneath  the  belly  of  tneir  steeds, 
That  stain'd  their  fetlo^  in  his  smoking  blood. 
The  noble  gentleman  gave  up  the  ghost 

War,  Then  let  the  earth  be  drunken  with  our  blood : 
111  kill  my  horse,  because  I  will  not  fly. 
Why  stand  we  like  soft-hearted  women  herei, 
Wailing  our  losses,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rage ; 
And  look  upon,*  as  if  the  traged^r 
Were  play'd  in  jest  by  counterfeiting  actors  ? 
Here  on  my  knee  1  vow  to  God  above.   . 
I'll  never  pause  again,  never  stand  still. 
Till  either  death  hath  dosed  these  eyea  of  mine,. 
Or  fortune  given  me  measure  of  revenge. 

JSdw.  0  W  arwick,  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine ; 
And,  in  this  vow,  do  chain  my  soul  to  thine.— 
And  ere  my  knee  rise  from  the  earth's  cold  face, 
I  throw  my  hands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  thee. 
Thou  setter  up  and  j)lucker  down  of  Idngs ! 
Beseeching  thee,i^-ii  with  thy  will  it  stands, 
That  to  my  foes  this  body  must  be  prey,— 
Yet  that  tny  brazen  gatcfi  of  heaven  may  ope. 
And  mve  sweet  passage  to  my  sinful  soul  !— 
Now,  lords,  take  leave,  until  we  meet  again. 
Where'er  it  be,  in  heaven,  or  on  earth. 

Mich,  Brother,  give  me  thy  hand ;— and  gentle  Warwick^ 
Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms  :— 
L  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe. 
That  winter  should  cut  off  our  spring-time  so. 

War,  Away,  away !  Once  more,  sweet  lords,  fsreweU. 

Geo,  Yet  let  us  altogether  to  our  troops, 
And  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  stay ; 
And  call  them  pillars,  that  will  stand  to  us ; 
And^  if  we  thrive,  promise  them  such  rewards 
As  victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  games : 
This  may  nlant  courage  in  their  quailing  breasts ; 
For  yet  is  nope  of  Ufe  and  victory. — 
For^ow  X  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain,  {UxeunL 

*  Look  on.  1 1,  e.  the  Divine  power.  t  Be  dilatory. 
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SCHNJSIV.—Thesame.    Jinother  part  qf  the  Meld. 
ExcwrsUms,— Enter  'BiW^XBJ>  and  CLIFFORD. 

Mich,  Nov,  Clifford,  I  have  singled  thee  alone: 
Suppose,  this  arm  is  for  the  duke  of  York, 
And  this  for  Butland ;  both  bound  to  reT^ige, 
"Wert  thou  environed  with  a  brazen  wall. 

Clif.  Now,  Bichard,  I  am  with  thee  here  alone : 
This  is  the  hiand  l^t  stabb'd  thy  father  York :  ' 

And  this  the  hand  that  slew  thy  brother  B/utland : 
And  here's  the  heart  that  triumphs  in  their  death, 
And  cheers  these  hands  tluit  slew  thy  sire  and  brother, 
To  execute  the  lilro  upon  thyself; 
And  so,  have  at  thee. 

[Thetf  Jlffht—WAXWICK  etvtersj  Cliffoed  Jlies. 

Bioh,  Nay:  W  arwid^  single  out  some  other  chase ; 
For  I  myself  will  hunt  this  wolf  to  death.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V,-'Another  part  of  the  Field. 
Aktrum.'^Ent&r  King  Hbnbt. 

K,  Sen,  This  battle  fares  like  to  the  morning's  war. 
When  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing  light ; 
What  time  the  shepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day,  or  night. 
Now  sways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  sea^ 
Forced  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind ; 
Now  sways  it  that  way,  like  the  self-same  sea. 
Forced  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind ; 
Sometime  the  flood  prevails ;  and  then,  the  wind ; 
Now,  one  the  better  \  then,  another  best; 
Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  breast  to  breast, 
Yet  neither  conqueror,  nor  conquered : 
So  is  the  equal  poise  of  the  fell  war. 
Here  on  this  molehill  will  I  sit  me  down. 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victory ! 
For  Margaret,  my  queen,  and  Clifford,  too, 
Have  chid  me  from  the  battle ;  swearing  both. 
They  prosper  best  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 
•Would  I  were  dead !  if  God's  good  will  were  so : 
For  what  is  in  this  world  but  grief  and  woe  ? 
O  God !  methinks,  it  were  a  ha.ppy  life. 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  swain ; 
To  sit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now^ 
To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point. 
Thereby  to  see  the  minutes  now  they  run : 
How  many  make  the  hour  full  complete,  , 

How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day. 
How  many  days  will  finish  up  the  year. 
How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  Uve. 
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YHien  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times ; 

So  many  hours  must  I  tend  my  flock ; 

So  many  hours  must  I  take  my  rest ; 

So  many  hours  must  I  cdntemplate ; 

So  many  hours  must  I  sport  myself; 

So  many  days  my  ewes  have  been  with  young ; 

So  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean ; 

So  many  months  ere  I  snail  shear  the  fleece : 

So  minuter,  hours,  dam  weeks,  months,  and  years, 

Pass'd  over  to  the  ena  tliey  were  created. 

Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grava 

Ah,  what  a  me  were  this !  How  sweet !  How  lovely ! 

Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bush  a  sweeter  shade 

To  shepherds  lookinK  on  their  silly  sheep, 

Than  doth  a  rich  embroidered  canopy 

To  kin^  that  fear  their  subjects'  treachery  P 

O,  yes,  it  doth ;  a  thousand-fold  it  doth. 

And  to  condude,  the  shepherd's  homely  curds, 

His  cold  thin  drmk  out  of  his  leather  be  title, 

His  wonted  sleep  under  a  firesh  tree's  shades 

All  which  secure  and  sweetly  he  enjoys, 

Is  far  beyond  a  prince's  delicates. 

His  viands  sparkling  in  a  golden  cup. 

His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 

When  care,  mistrust,  and  treason  wait  on  him« 

Alartm,^EtUer  a  SON  that  has  killed  Us  Father^  dragging  in 
the  dead  Body, 

Son,  HI  blows  the  wind  that  profits  nobody.— 
This  man,  whom  hand-in-hand  I  slew  in  fight^ 
May  be  possessed  with  some  store  of  crowns : 
And  I,  that  haply  take  them  from  him  now, 
May  yet  ere  nisht,  yield  both  my  life  and  them 
To  some  man  else,  as  this  dead  man  doth  to  me.— 
Who's  this  ?— O  God !  it  is  my  father's  face, 
Whom  in  this  conflict  I  unawares  have  killed. 
O  heavy  times,  begetting  such  events ; 
From  London  by  the  king  was  I  press'd  forth : 
My  &ther.  being  the  earl  of  Warwick's  man. 
Came  on  the  part  of  York,  press'd  by  his  master ; 
And  L  who  at  his  hands  received  my  Ufe, 
Have  oy  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him.— 
Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did  !— 
And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  thee  !— 
My  tears  shall  vnpe  away  these  bloody  marks ; 
And  no  more  words  till  they  have  flowed  their  fllL 

JT.  Hen,  0  piteous  spectacle !  O  bloody  times ! 
Whilst  lions  war  and  battle  for  their  dens, 
Poor  harmless  lambs  abide  their  enmity. — 
Ween,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear : 
And  let  our  hearts,  and  eyes,  like  civil  war. 
Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break,  o'ercharged  with  grief. 
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.S!»^  a  Fathbb  who  hath  killed  his  Son,  with  the  £odg 
in  his  Arms. 

Fath.  Thou  that  80  stoutly  had  resisted  mOj 
Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  hast  aiur  gold ; 
For  I  have  Dought  it  with  a  hundred  blows.-— 
But  let  me  see :— Is  this  our  foeman's  face  ? 
Ah,  no,  no.  no,  it  is  mine  only  son ! — 
Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee, 
Throw  up  thine  e:^ e :  see,  see,  what  showers  arise, 
Blown  with  the  windy  tempest  of  my  heart, 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart  !— 
O.  pity,  God,  this  miserable  age  !— 
What  stratagems,*  how  fell,  how  butcherly, 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural, 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget  !— 
O  boy,  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  soon. 
And  nath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late ! 

K.  Hen,  Woe  above  woe !  Grief  more  than  common  gnef ! 
O,  that  my  death  would  stay  these  ruthAil  deeds  !— 
O  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity  !— 
The  reia  rose  and  the  white  are  on  his  Am^ 
The  fatal  colours  of  our  striving  houses  r 
The  one  his  purple  blood  right  well  resembles; 
The  other,  his  pale  cheek,  methinks.  present : 
Wither  one  rose,  and  let  the  other  flourish ! 
If  you  contend,  a  thousand  lives  must  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  mother,  for  a  father's  death. 
Take  on  with  me  and  ne'er  be  satisfied !  f 

Fath.  How  will  my  wife,  for  slaughter  of  my  son, 
Shed  seas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  satisfied ! 

K.  Hen.  How  will  the  country,  for  these  woeftil  chances, 
Misthink  %  the  king,  and  not  be  satisfied  ? 

Son.  Was  ever  son,  so  rued  a  father's  death  ? 

Fath.  Was  ever  father,  so  bemoan'd  a  son  ? 

K.  Hen.  Was  ever  kin^,  so  grieved  for  subjects*  woe  ? 
Much  is  your  sorrow :  mine,  ten  times  so  much. 

Son,  in  bear  thee  nence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill 

\Exit  with  the  iody, 

Fath.  These  arms  of  mine  shall  be  thy  winding-«heet ; 
My  heart,  sweet  boy,  shall  be  thy  sepulchre ; 
For  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  shall  go. 
My  sighing  breast  shaH  be  thy  funeral  bell ; 
And  so  obseauious  §  will  thy  father  be, 
E'en  for  the  loss  of  thee,  having  no  mote. 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  sons. 
Ill  bear  thee  hence ;  and  let  them  fight  that  will, 
For  I  have  murder'a  where  I  should  not  Idll.  [Exit  with  the  bodj. 

K.  Hen.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with  care, 
Here  sits  a  king  more  woeful  than  you  are. 

*  Oreadftil  events.  t  Repmaeh  me  with  inoessaat  lamentation, 

X  Think  anfayoorably  of.       4  Careftd  of  obsequies. 
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Al€n^ims  :  Sxemrnons.-Swter  Qtteen  MabgabBT,  Prince  of 
Wales,  and  Exeteb. 

Primce,  Fly,  &iher.  fly !  for  all  your  friends  are  fled, 
And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull : 
Away !  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  pursuit. 

Q.  Mar.  Mount  you,  my  lord,  towaids  Berwick  post  amain ; 
Edward  and  Bichard,  uke  a  brace  of  greyhounds, 
Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  sights 
With  fiery  eyes,  sparkling  for  very  wrath. 
And  bloody  steel  grasp'd  m  their  ireful  hands. 
Are  at  our  backs ;  and  therefore  hence  amain. 

Exe.  Away!  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  them  : 
Nay,  stay  not  to  ex^)6tulate,  make  speed ; 
Or  c^  oome  after,  I'll  away  before. 

K.  Hen.  Nay,  ts^e  me  with  thee,  good  sweet  Exeter; 
Not  that  I  fear  to  stay,  but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  queen  intends.    Forward ;  away !  \Sxeunt 

8CSNJB  VI.— The  same, 

A  loud  Alarum.— Unter  Cliffobd,  wounded, 

Clif.  Here  bums  my  candle  outay,  here  it  dies, 
Which,  while  it  lasted,  gave  king  Henry  light. 
O,  Lancaster !  I  fear  thy  overthrow 
More  than  my  body's  psirting  with  my  soul. 
My  love,  and  fear,  glued  many  friends  to  thee ; 
And,  now  I  fall,  tny  tough  commixtures  melt. 
Impairing  Henry,  strengthening  mis-proud  York, 
The  common  people  swarm  like  summer  flies : 
And  whither  fly  we  gnats,  but  to  the  sun  ? 
And  who  shines  now,  but  Henry's  enemies? 
O  Phoebus !  hadst  thou  never  given  consent 
That  Phaeton  should  check  thy  fiery  vtoeds, 
Thy  burning  car  never  had  soorch'd  the  earth : 
And,  Henry,  hadst  thou  swayed  as  kings  should  do, 
Or  as  thy  father,  and  his  Mher,  did. 
Giving  no  ground  unto  the  house  of  York, 
They  never  then  had  sprung  like  summer  flies ; 
L  and  ten  thousand  in  this  luckless  realm. 
Had  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  death, 
And  thou  this  day  hadst  kept  thy  chair  in  peace. 
For  what  doth  cherish  wee(M,  but  gentle  air  ? 
And  what  makes  robbers  bold,  but  too  much  lenity  P 
Bootless  are  plaints,  and  cureless  are  my  wounds; 
No  way  to  fly,  nor  strength  to  hold  out  flight : 
The  foe  is  merdless,  and  will  not  pity ; 
For,  at  their  hands,  I  have  deserved  no  pity ; 
The  air  hath  sot  into  my  deadly  wounds, 
And  much  effuse  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint  :— 
Ck)me,  York,  and  Bichard,  Warwick,  and  the  rest ; 
T  stabVd  your  fothers*  bosoms,  Q)lit  my  breast.  {He  faints. 

VOL.  III.  Q 


y  Google 


226  THIBD  VAST  OF  KUSG  HENBT  YI.  lACT  n. 

Marun^  and  Retreat.— JEnter  Edwabd.  Geobge,  ElCH^iUO, 
Montagus,  Wabwick,  a»d  Soldiers, 

Sdio,  Now  breathe  we,  lords ;  ^d  fortune  bids  us  pause. 
And  smooth  the  firowns  of  war  with  peaceful  looks. — 
Some  troops  pursue  the  bloody-minded  queen ; 
That  led  mm.  Henry,  thoueh  he  were  a  king. 
As  doth  a  sail,  fill'd  with  a  fretting  gust. 
Command  an  argosy  to  stem  the  waves. 
But  think  you,  tords,  that  Clifford  fled  with  them  ? 

War.  No,  'tis  impossible  he  should  escape ; 
For,  though  before  nis  &oe  I  speak  the  words, 
Your  brotner  Bichard  mark'd  nim  for  the  grave ; 
And«  wheresoe'er  he  is,  he's  surely  dead. 

[Clifford  groans  and  dies, 

JSdiio,  Whose  soul  is  that  whioh  takes  her  heavy  leave  ? 

JEUch,  A  deadly  groan,  like  life  and  death's  departing. 

Sdw.  See  who  it  is :  and  now  the  battle 's  ended. 
If  Mend  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  used. 

Sioh.  Eevoke  that  doom  of  mercy,  for  'tis  Clifford ; 
Who,  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  tne  branch. 
In  hewing  Butland  when  his  leaves  put  forth. 
But  set  his  murdering  knife  unto  the  root 
From  whence  that  tender  spray  did  sweetly  spring, 
I  mean  our  princely  father,  duke  of  York. 

War.  From  off  the  g[ates  of  York  fetch  down  the  head. 
Your  father's  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there : 
Instead  whereof,  let  this  supply  the  room ; 
Measure  for  measure  must  be  answered. 

Edw.  Bring  forth  this  fatal  screech-owl  to  our  house, 
That  nothine  sung  but  death  to  us  and  ours : 
Now  death  snail  stop  his  dismal  threatening  sound. 
And  his  ill-boding  tongue  no  more  shall  speak. 

[^Attendants  bring  the  body  forwards. 

War.  I  think  his  understanding  is  bereft : — 
Speak,  Clifford,  dost  thou  know  who  speaks  to  thee  ? — 
Dark  cloudy  death  o'ershades  his  beams  of  life, 
And  he  nor  sees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  say. 

Sich.  O^ 'would  he  did !  And  so,  perhaps,  he  doth; 
'Tis  but  his  poUoy  to  counterfeit. 
Because  he  would  avoid  such  bitter  taunts 
Whioh  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  father. 

Geo.  If  so  thou  think'st,  vex  him  with  eager  •  Words. 

lUeh.  Clifford,  ask  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace. 

Bdw.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootless  penitence. 

War.  CUfford,  devise  excuses  for  thy  faults. 

&eo.  While  we  devise  fell  tortures  for  thy  faults. 

SicK  Thou  didst  love  York,  and  I  am  son  to  York. 

Edw.  Thou  pitied'st  Butland,  I  will  pity  thee. 

€ho.  Where  s  captain  Margaret  to  fence  you  now  ? 

War,  They  mook  thee^  Clifford,  swear  as  thou  wast  wont. 


*  Soar. 
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Bich.  What,  not  an  oath  ?  Nay,  then  the  world  goes  hard. 
When  OlifGord  cannot  spare  his  mends  an  oath : — 
I  know  by  that,  he's  desul ;  and,  by  my  soul. 
If  this  right  hand  would  buy  two  hours'  Ufe, 
That  I  in  all  despite  might  rail  at  him. 
This  hand  should  chop  it  off;  and  with  the  issuing  blood 
Stifle  the  yillain,  whose  unstaunched  thirst 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  satisfy. 

War,  A^y  but  he's  dead :  Off  with  the  traitor's  head. 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  stands.^ 
And  now  to  London,  with  triumphant  march. 
There  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  king. 
From  whence  shall  Warwick  cut  the  sea  to  Prance, 
And  ask  the  lady  Bona  for  thy  queen : 
So  shalt  thou  sinew  both  these  lands  together; 
And,  having  France  thr  friend,  thou  shalt  not  dread 
The  scatterd  foe,  that  hopes  to  rise  again ; 
For  though  they  cannot  greatly  sting  to  hurt. 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buz.  to  offend  thine  ears. 
First,  will  I  see  the  coronation ; 
And  then  to  Britanny  I'll  cross  the  sea. 
To  effect  this  marriage,  so  it  please  my  lord. 

Sdw.  Even  as  thou  wilt,  sweet  Warwick,  let  it  be : 
For  on  thy  shoulder  do  I  Duild  mv  seat ; 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing. 
Wherein  thy  counsel  and  consent  is  wanting.— 
Bichard,  I  will  create  thee  duke  of  Gloster  ;— 
And  George,  of  Clarence ;— Warwick,  as  ourself, 
Shall  do,  and  undo,  as  him  plcaseth  best. 

Sicfk.  JJet  me  be  duke  of  Clarence,  George  of  Gloster ; 
For  Gloster's  dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War.  Tut.  that's  a  foolish  observation ; 
Bichard  be  duke  of  Gloster :  now  to  London, 
To  see  these  honours  in  possession.  [SxewU 


ACT  in. 

SCENE  I.--A  Chase  in  the  North  of  England. 
Enter  Two  Eeepbbs  ioith  cross-bows  in  their  hands, 

1  Keep.  Under  this  thick-grown  brake*  well  shroud  ourselvet 
For  through  this  laund  f  anon  the  deer  will  come : 

And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  stand, 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  deer. 

2  Keep.  Ill  stay  above  the  hill,  so  both  may  shoot 
1  Keep,  That  cannot  be,  the  noise  of  thy  cross-bow 

Will  scare  the  herd,  and  so  my  shoot  is  lost. 
Here  stand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  best : 
And,  for  the  time  shall  not  seem  tedious, 

•  lliicket.  t  Lawn. 
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I'll  tell  thee  what  befel  me  on  a  day. 
In  this  self-place  where  now  we  mean  to  stand. 
2  Keep.  Here  oomes  a  man,  lef  s  stay  till  he  be  past. 

JSiUer  Kino  Henby,  disguited,  with  a  pra/yer^ook. 

K,  Hen.  From  Scotland  am  I  stolen,  even  of  pore  love, 
To  greet  mine  own  land  with  my  wishftil  sight. 
No,  Harryj  Harry,  'tis  no  land  of  thine ; 
Thy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  soeptre  wrung  fix>m  thee, 
Thy  balm  wash'd  off.  wherewith  thou  wast  anomted : 
No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Cuesar  now. 
No  humble  suitors  press  to  speak  for  righ^ 
No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redress  of  thee : 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  myself? 

1  Keep.  Ay,  here's  a  deer  whose  skm  's  a  keeper's  fee : 
This  is  the  quondam  king ;  lefs  seize  upon  him. 

K,  Hen.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  sad  aayersity ! 
For  wise  men  say,  it  is  the  wisest  course. 

2  Keep.  Why  linger  we  P  Let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 

1  Ke^.  Forbear  awhile ;  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 

K.  Hen.  My  queen,  and  son,  are  ^one  to  France  for  aid ; 
And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warwick  - 
Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  French  king's  sister 
To  wife  for  Edward :  if  this  news  be  true, 
Poorqueen,  and  son,  your  labour  is  but  lost ; 
For  Warwick  is  a  subtle  orator, 
And  Lewis  a  prince  soon  won  with  movine  words. 
By  this  account,  then,  Mar^^aret  mav  win  him ; 
For  she's  a  woman  to  be  pitied  mucn : 
Her  sighs  will  make  a  battery  in  his  breast ; 
Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart ; 
The  tiger  will  be  mild,  while  she  doth  mourn ; 
And  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  remorse. 
To  hear,  and  see,  her  plaintSjher  brinisn  teare. 
Ay,  but  she's  come  to  oe^ ;  Warwick,  to  give . 
She,  on  his  left  side,  oravmg  aid  for  Henry ; 
He,  on  his  hght,  asKing  a  wife  for  Edward. 
She  weeps,  and  says— her  Henry  is  deposed ; 
He  smiles,  and  says— his  Edwara  is  install'd ; 
That  she,  poor  wretch,  for  ^ef  can  sp^ik  no  more : 
Whiles  Warwick  tells  his  title,  smooths  the  wrong, 
Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  strength ; 
And.  in  conclusion^  wins  the  king  firom  her. 
With  promise  of  his  sister,  and  what  elscL 
To  strengthen  and  support  kine  Edward's  place. 
O  Margaret,  thus  'twill  be ;  and  .thou,  poor  soid. 
Art  then  forsaken,  as  thou  wenf  st  forlorn. 

2  Keep.  S&j,  what  art  thou,  that  talk'st  of  kings  and  queens  ? 
K.  Hen.  More  than  I  seem,  and  less  than  I  was  bom  to: 

A  man  at  least,  for  less  I  should  not  be ; 
And  men  may  talk  of  kings,  and  why  not  I  ? 

2  Keep.  Ay,  but  thou  talk'st  as  if  thou  wert  a  king. 

K,  Hen.  Why,  so  I  am  in  mind ;  and  that* s  enough. 
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2  Keep.  But,  if  thou  be  a  king,  where  is  tiiiy  crown  ? 

K.  Hen,  My  crown  is  in  my  hearty  not  en  my  head ; 
Not  deck'd  with  diamonds  and  Indian  stones, 
Nor  to  be  seen :  my  crown  is  caird  content ; 
A  crown  itk,  that  seldom  kings  enjoy. 

2  Keep,  W  ell,  if  you  be  a  king  crown'd  with  content, 
Your  crown  content,  and  you,  must  be  contented 
To  go  along  with  ns :  for,  as  we  think, 
Ton  are  the  king,  king  Edward  hath  deposed ; 
And  we  his  subjects,  sworn  in  all  all^iance, 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  en^my. 

K.  Men,  But  did  you  never  swear,  luid  break  an  oath? 

2  Keep,  No.  never  such  an  oath ;  mot  will  not  now. 

K,  Sen,  Where  did  you  dwell,  when  I  was  king  of  England  ? 

2  Keep,  Here  in  this  counti^,  where  we  now  remain. 

K.  Hen.  I  was  anointed  king  at  nine  months  old ; 
My  father,  and  my  grandfather,  were  kings ; 
And  you  were  sworn  true  subjects  unto  me : 
And  tell  me,  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  oaths  ? 

1  Keep.  No; 
For  we  were  subjecti>  but  while  you  were  king. 

K,  Hen,  Why,  am  I  dead  P  Do  I  not  breathe  a  man  ? 
Ah,  simple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  swear. 
Lo^  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  fooe. 
And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again. 
Obeying  with  my  wind  when  I  do  blow. 
Ana  yielding  to  another  whai  it  blows, 
Commanded  always  by  the  greater  gust ; 
Such  is  Ihe  Ughtness  of  you  common  men. 
But  do  not  break  your  oaths ;  for,  of  that  sin 
My  mild  entreaty  shall  not  make  you  guilty. 
Go  whCTe  you  will,  the  king  shall  be  commanded ; 
And  be  you  kings ;  command,  and  111  ob^. 

1  Keep,  We  are  iarue  subjects  to  the  king,  king  Edward. 

K  Hen,  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry, 
If  he  were  seated  as  king  Edward  is. 

1  Kee^.  We  charge  you.  in  God's  name,  and  in  the  ldng\ 
To  go  with  us  unto  the  queers. 

K.  Hen.  la  God's  name,  lead ;  your  king's  name  be  obe/d : 
And  what  God  will  then  let  your  king  perform ; 
And  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto.  [Bxeunt, 

SCUNS  n,— London,    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  KiBd  Edwabd,  Glosteb,  Olabekge,  and  Lady  Gbbt 

K  Bdw,  Brother  of  Gloster,  at  St.  Albans  field 
The  lady's  husband,  Sir  John  Grey,  was  slain ; 
His  lanos  then  seized  on  by  the  conquered : 
Her  suit  is  now  to  repossess  those  lands.; 
Which  we  in  justice  cannot  wdl  deny, 
Because  in  quarrel  of  the  house  of  York 
The  WOTthy  gentleman  did  lose  his  life. 
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Glo.  Your  highnees  shall  do  mell ;  to  grant  her  suit ; 
It  were  dishonour,  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  JBdw,  It  were  no  less :  but  yet  111  make  a  pause. 

<72o.  Yea!  isitsoP 
I  see,  the  lad^  hath  a  thing  to  sranl 
Before  the  kmg  will  grant  ner  numble  suit 

Clar,  He  knows  the  game :  how  true  he  keeps  the  wind  f 

[Aride, 

Gfo.  Silence!  {Ajride, 

K,  JEdw,  Widow,  we  will  oonsider  of  your  suit^ 
And  come  some  other  time  to  know  our  mind. 

L,  Orep,  Bight  gracious  lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay : 
liay  it  please  your  highness  to  resolve  me  now ; 
And  what  your  pleasure  is,  shall  satisfy  me. 

Glo.  [cutde].  Ay,  widow?  Then  111  warrant  you  all  your 
lands, 
An  if  what  pleases  him,  shall  pleasure  you. 
Pi^t  closer,  or,  good  faitlL  you'll  catch  a  blow. 

Clar.  I  fear  her  nol^  unlBss  she  chance  to  fidL  [Aside, 

Glo.  God  forbid  that !  for  hell  take  'ranta^^es.  lAtide. 

K.  JSdw.  How  many  children  hast  thou,  widow  ?  Tell  me. 

Clar,  I  think  he  means  to  b^  a  child  of  her.  [Aride. 

Qlo,  Nay^hip  me  then;  hell  rather  give  her  two.      [Atide, 

Ih  Orev,  Three,  my  most  gracious  lord. 

Qlo.  You  shall  nave  four,  if  you'll  be  ruled  by  him.      [Atide, 

K.  JEdw,  'Twere  pity,  they  should  lose  their  Mher's  land. 

L,  Orep,  Be  nitiml,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it  then. 

K.  Bdw,  Lords,  give  us  leave ;  I'll  try  this  widow's  wit 

Olo,  Ay,  good  leave  have  you ;  for  you  will  have  leaver 
TilLyouth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  crutch. 

[Glostbr  €md  Clasence  retire  to  the  other  tide. 

JT.  JEdw,  Now,  tell  me,  madam,  do  you  love  your  children  ? 

L,  Qrey,  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  myself. 

K,  JEdw,  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do  them  good  ? 

Z,  Orey.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  sustain  some  harm. 

SL  Edw,  Then  get  your  husband's  land,  to  do  them  good. 

L,  Qrey,  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  mi^esty. 

K.  Sdw,  111  tell  you  how  these  lands  are  to  be  got 

X.  Qrey.  So  shall  you  bind  me  to  your  hiehn^  service. 

K.  JEdw.  What  service  wilt  thou  do  mcL  if  I  give  them  ? 

L.  Qrey.  What  you  command,  that  rests  in  me  to  da 

K.  JEdw,  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  boon. 

L.  Qrey.  No,  gracious  lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it 

K.  Edw.  Ay;  but  thou  canst  do  what  I  mean  to  ask. 

L.  Qrey.  Why,  then  I  will  do  what  your  grace  commands. 

Qlo.  He  plies  her  hard :  and  much  rain  wears  the  marble. 

Ueide, 

Clavr.  As  red  as  fire !  Nav,  then  her  wax  must  melt      \Ande^ 

L,  Qrey.  Why  stops  my  lord?  Shall  I  not  hear  my  task  ? 

K.  JEdw.  An  easy  uisk ;  'tis  but  to  love  a  king. 

L.  Qrey.  Thaf  s  soon  perform'd,  because  I  am  a  subject 

K.  Edw.  Why  then,  thy  husband's  lands  I  freely  give  thea. 

L,  Qrey,  I  take  my  leave,  with  many  thousand  thinkf. 
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Glo,  The  match  is  made ;  she  seals  it  with  a  ourf  sy.     lAside. 

K.  Edw.  But  stay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  love  I  mean. 

L.  Orey.  The  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving  liege. 

K.  JEdw,  A^,  but,  I  fear  me,  in  another  sense. 
What  love,  think'st  thou,  I  sue  so  much  to  get  ? 

L,  Qrey.  My  love  till  death,  my  humble  thanks,  my  prayers ; 
That  love,  which  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 

iT.  JSdv),  No.  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  such  love. 

Jj,  Qrey.  Wny,  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 

K.  JEdw.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  mind. 

i.  Grey.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
Tour  highness  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 

K.  JEdw.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I  am  to  lie  with  thee. 

L.  Orey,  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  lie  in  prison. 

K,  JSdw.  Why,  then  tnou  shalt  not  have  thy  husband's  lands, 

i.  Qrey,  Why,  then  mine  honesty  shall  be  my  dower; 
Por  by  that  loss  I  will  not  purchase  them. 

JT.  IJdw,  Therein  thou  wrongest  thy  children  mightily. 

Z.  Orey.    Herein  your  highness  wrongs  both  them  and  me. 
But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  inclination^ 
Accords  not  with  the  sadness  *  of  my  suit ; 
Pleaseyou  dismiss  me,  either  with  ay,  or  no. 

K.  JSdw.  Ay ;  if  thou  wilt  say  ay,  to  my  request : 
No ;  if  thou  dost  say  no,  to  my  demand. 

J^  Orey.  Then,  no.  my  lord.    My  suit  is  at  an  end. 

Olo.  The  widow  likes  him  not,  she  knits  her  brows.      [Aside. 

Cla/r.  He  is  the  blunt^t  wooer  in  Christendom.  [Aride. 

K.  Edw.  [aside'].  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  modest ; 
Her  words  do  show  her  wit  incomparable ; 
All  her  perfections  challenge  sovereignty ; 
One  way,  or  other,  she  is  for  a  king ; 
And  she  shall  be  my  love,  or  else  my  queen. — 
Say^  that  king  Edward  take  thee  for  his  queen  ? 

L.  Orey.  'Tis  better  said  than  done,  my  gracious  lord : 
I  am  a  subject  fit  to  jest  withal. 
But  far  unfit  to  be  a  sovereign. 

K.  JEdw.  Sweet  widow,  by  my  state,  I  swear  to  thee, 
I  speak  no  more  than  what  my  soul  intends ; 
And  that  is  to  enioy  thee  for  my  love. 

L.  Orey,  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yidd  unto : 
I  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  queen ; 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  j^our  concubine. 

K,  JEdw.  You  cavil,  widow ;  I  did  mean,  my  queen. 

L.  Orev.  'Twill  grieve  your  grace,  my  sons  should  call  you— 
lather. 

K.  JEdw.  No  more,  than  when  thy  daughters  call  thee  mother. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  hast  some  children; 
And,  by  God's  mother,  L  beine  but  a  bachelor. 
Have  other  some :  why,  Tis  a  happy  thing 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  sons. 
Answer  no  more,  for  thou  shalt  be  my  queexv 

*  The  serionsnew. 
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Olo.  The  ghostly  &ther  now  hath  done  his  shrift         fJiids. 
Clar.  When  he  wa^  made  a  shriver,  twas  for  shift.       [Aride, 
K,  JSdw.  Brothers,  you  muse  what  chat  we  two  have  had. 
Olo.  The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  she  looks  sad, 
K,  Edw,  You'd  think  it  strange,  if  I  should  marry  hw. 
Clar,  To  whom,  my  lord  ? 
K.  Edw.  Why,  Clarence,  to  myself. 
Olo,  That  would  he  ten  days'  wonder,  at  the  least 
Clar.  Thaf  s  a  day  longer  than  a  wonder  lasts. 
Olo.  By  so  much  is  the  wonder  in  extremes. 
K.  JSdw.  Wen,  jest  on,  brothers :  I  oan  tell  you  boUi, 
Her  suit  is  granted  for  her  husband's  lands. 

JEnUr  a  NoBLBMAN. 

Nob,  My  gracious  lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken. 
And  brought  your  prisoner  to  your  palace  gate. 

K.  JSdw.  See,  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tower  :— 
And  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him. 
To  question  of  his  apprehension.— 
Widow,  go  you  along ;— Lord%  use  her  honourably, 

IJSxeunt  King  Edwabd,  Lad^  Gbby,  Clarekcb,  amd  Lord. 

Olo.  Ay,  Edward  will  use  women  honourably. 
Would  he  were  wasted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all. 
That  firom  his  loins  no  honefVil  branch  may  n>ring, 
To  cross  me  from  the  golaen  time  I  look  for  f 
And  yet,  between  my  soul's  desire  and  me 

glie  lustful  Edward's  title  buried), 
Clarence,  Henry,  and  his  son  young  Edward, 
And  all  the  unlook'd-for  issue  of  their  bodies, 
To  take  their  rooms,  ere  I  can  place  myself : 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpose  I 
Why,  then  I  do  but  dream  on  sovereignty ; 
Like  one  that  stands  upon  a  promontory, 
And  spies  a  far-off  shore  where  he  would  tread. 
Wishing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye ; 
And  chides  the  sea  that  sunders  him  from  thence, 
SayingT-he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way 
So  do  I  wish  the  crown,  being  so  far  off; 
And  so  I  chide  the  means  tha^i  keep  me  from  it ; 
And  so  I  say— 111  c^t  the  causes  of^ 
Flattering  me  with  impossibilities. — 
My  eye  *s  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erweens  too  mu<^ 
Unless  my  hand  and  sbrensth  could  equal  ihem. 
Well,  say  there  is  no  Idngdom  liien  for  Sddiard ; 
What  other  pleasure  can  the  world  afford  f 
111  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap. 
And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments. 
And  witch  sweet  ladies  with  my  words  and  looks. 
O  miserable  thought !  and  more  unlikely, 
Than  to  accomplish  twenty  golden  crowns ! 
Wly,  love  forswore  me  in  my  moUier's  womb : 
An4  for  I  should  not  deal  in  her  soft  laws. 
She  did  corrupt  tniL  nature  with  a  bribe 
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To  shrink  my  arm  up  like  a  wither'd  shrub ; 

To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back. 

Where  sits  deformity  to  mock  my  body ; 

To  shape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  size ; 

To  disproportion  me  in  every  part. 

Like  to  a  chaos,  or  an  unlick'd  bear-whelp, 

That  carries  no  impression  like  the  dam. 

And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  beloved  ? 

O.  monstrous  fault,  to  harbour  such  a  thought ! 

Then,  since  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me. 

But  to  oommand,  to  check,  to  o'erbear  sucn 

As  are  of  better  person  than  myself, 

111  make  my  heaven— to  dream  upon  the  crown : 

And,  whiles  I  Uve,  to  account  this  world  but  hell. 

Until  my  misshaped  trunk  that  bears  this  head. 

Be  round  impaled*  with  a  glorious  crown. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  crown, 

Por  many  lives  stand  between  me  and  home : 

And  1,— like  one  lost  in  a  thorny  wood. 

That  rents  the  thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns ; 

Seeking  a  way,  and  strayine  fh>m  the  way ; 

Not  knowine  now  to  find  the  open  air. 

But  toiling  desperately  to  find  it  out,— 

Torment  myself  to  catch  the  English  crown. 

And  firom  that  torment  I  will  free  myself. 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  axe. 

Whv,  I  can  snule,  and  murder  while  I  snule; 

Ana  cry,  content,  to  that  which  aprieves  my  heart ; 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears, 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occasions. 

1*11  drown  more  sailors  than  the  mermaid  shall ; 

I'll  slay  more  gazers  than  the  basilisk ; 

111  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Nestor, 

Deceive  more  slyly  than  Ulysses  comd. 

And,  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy : 

I  can  add  colours  to  the  cameleon ; 

Change  shapes,  with  Proteus,  for  advantages. 

And  set  the  murderous  Macmavel  to  school. 

Can  I  do  'this,  and  cannot  get  a  crown  ? 

Tut !  were  it  further  off,  ril  pluck  it  down.  [Exit 

8CENJS  m,— France,    A  Moom  in  the  Falace, 

Mowrish,  JSnier  liEWis  the  French  King,  and  Lady  Bona.  aU 
tended;  the  King  takes  his  State,  Then  enter  QuSBN  Mab- 
GASBT,  pAlxrcE  Edwabd  her  eon,  and  the  Earl  ^Oxford. 

K,  Lew,  Pair  queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret,      [  Bising. 
Sit  down  with  us ;  it  ill  befits  thy  state. 
And  birth,  that  thou  shouldst  stand,  while  Lewis  doth  sit 

Q,  Mar,  No,  mighty  king  of  Prance ;  now  Margaret 

*Sncbcled. 
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Must  strike  her  sail,  and  learn  awhile  to  serve, 
Where  kings  command.    I  was,  I  must  confess, 
Great  Albion's  queen  in  former  golden  days  .• 
But  now  mischance  hath  trod  my  title  down. 
And  with  dishonour  laid  me  on  me  ground ; 
Where  I  must  take  like  seat  unto  my  fortune. 
And  to  my  humble  seat  conform  myself. 

K,  Lew,  Why,  say,  fair  queen,  whence  springs  this  deep  despak  ? 

Q.  Mar.  From  such  a  cause  as  fills  mine  eyes  with  tears, 
And  stops  my  tongue^  while  heart  is  drown'd  in  cares. 

JT.  Zew.  Whatever  it  be,  be  thou  still  like  thyself 
And  sit  thee  by  our  side :  yield  not  thy  neck   ISeaU  her  hf  hutL 
To  fortune's  yoke,  but  let  thy  dauntless  mind 
Still  ride  in  mumph  over  all  mischance. 
Be  plain,  queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  ^ef ; 
It  snail  be  eased,  if  Irance  can  vield  relief. 

Q.  Mar.  Those  gracious  words  revive  my  drooping  thoughts, 
And  give  my  tongue-tied  sorrows  leave  to  speak. 
Now,  therefore,  be  it  known  to  noble  Lewis, — 
That  Henry,  sole  possessor  of  my  love. 
Is,  of  a  king,  become  a  banish'd  man, 
And  forced  to  Uve  in  Scotland  a  forlorn ; 
While  proud  ambitious  £dward,  duke  of  York, 
Usurps  the  regal  title,  and  the  seat 
Of  England's  true-anointed  lawful  king. 
This  is  the  cause,  that  I,  poor  Margaret,— 
With  this  my  son,  prince  Edward,  Henry's  heir, — 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  just  and  lawful  aid ; 
And,  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done : 
Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help ; 
Our  people  and  our  peers  are  both  misled. 
Our  treasure  seized,  our  soldiers  put  to  flight, 
And,  as  thou  see'st,  ourselves  in  heavy  phgnt. 

K.  Lew.  Eenowned  queen,  with  patience  calm  the  storm. 
While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  ofif. 

Q.  Mar,  The  more  we  stay,  the  stronger  grows  our  foe. 

K.  Lew.  The  more  I  stay,  the  more  rU  succour  thee. 

Q.  Mar.  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  sorrow : 
And  see,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  sorrow. 

Enter  Waewtck,  attended.     ' 

K.  Lew.  What* s  he,  approacheth  boldly  to  our  presence  P 

Q.  Mar.  Our  earl  of  W  arwick,  Edward's  greatest  friend. 

K.  Lew.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick !   What  brings  thee  to 
France? 

[^Descending  from  his  state*  Queen  AfABaABET  rises. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay.  now  bej^ns  a  second  storm  to  rise ; 
For  this  is  he  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide. 

War.  From  worthy  Edward,  king  of  Albion, 
My  lord  and  sovereign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 
J  come,— in  kindness  and  unfeigned  love,— 

*  From  his  throne. 
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First,  to  do  greetiiigs  to  thy  rojal  person ; 
And,  then,  to  crave  a  league  of  amity ; 
And.  lastly,  to  oonfirm  tasA  amity 
Witn  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchsafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  lady  Bona,  thv  fidr  sister. 
To  Endand's  king,  in  lawfUl  marriage. 

Q.Mctr,  If  that  go  forward,  HeniTs  hope  is  done. 

fP^ar,  And,  gracious  madam  [To  Bona],  in  our  king's  behalf, 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour, 
Humbly  to  loss  your  hand,  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  pasraon  of  my  sovereign's  heart ; 
Where  fiame,  late  entenng;  at  his  heedful  ears. 
Hath  placed  thy  beauty's  image,  and  thy  virtue. 

Q.  Mar,  King  Lewis,— and  lad^  Bona,— hear  me  speak, 
Before  you  answer  Warwick.    His  demand 
Springs  not  from  Edwurd's  well-meant  honest  love^, 
But  from  deceit,  bred  bv  necessity ; 
For  how  can  tyrants  safely  govern  home. 
Unless  abroad  they  purchase  great  alliance  ? 
To  prove  him  tyrani  this  reason  may  suflSce,— 
That  Henry  liveth  still :  but  were  he  dead, 
Yet  here  prince  Edward  stands,  king  Henry's  son. 
Look,  therefore,  Lewis,  that  by  this  league  and  marriage, 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  dishonour  * 
For  though  usurpers  sway  the  rule  awhile, 
Yet  heavens  are  just,  and  time  suppresseth  wrongs. 

War.  Injurious  Margaret ! 

Prince.  And  why  not  queen  ? 

War,  Because  thy  father  Henry  did  usurp ; 
And  thou  no  more  art  prince,  than  she  is  queen. 

Oxf,  Then  Warwick  disannuls  great  John  of  Qaunt, 
Which  did  subdue  the  greatest  part  of  Spain : 
And,  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henrv  the  fourth, 
Whose  wisdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wisest ; 
And,  after  that  wise  prince,  Henry  the  fifth, 
Who,  by  his  prowess,  conquered  all  France ; 
From  these  our  Henrv  lineally  descends. 

War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  m  this  smooth  discourse, 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  sixth  hath  lost 
All  that  which  Henry  the  fifth  had  gotten  ? 
Methinks,  these  peers  of  France  should  smile  at  that. 
But  for  the  rest,— You  tell  a  pediarree 
Of  threescore  and  two  years ;  a  silly  time 
To  make  prescription  for  a  kinmiom's  worth. 

Oaf,  Why,  Warwick,  canst  thou  speak  against  thy  liege, 
Whom  thou  obey'dst  thirty  and  six  vears. 
And  not  bewray  thv  treason  with  a  blush  P 

War,  Can  Oxforo,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right. 
Now  buckler  falsehood  with  a  pedigree  ? 
For  shame,  leave  Henry,  and  call  Edward  king. 

Oaf,  Call  him  my  king,  by  whose  injurious  doom 
My  elder  brother,  the  lord  Aubrey  Vere, 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  tluin  so,  my  father. 
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Even  in  the  downfall  of  his  mellowed  jean. 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death  ? 
No,  Warwick,  no ;  while  life  upholds  this  arm. 
This  arm  upholds  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

War.  And  I  the  house  of  York. 

K.  Lew.  Queen  Margaret,  prince  Edward,  and  Oxford, 
Vouchsafe,  at  our  request,  to  stand  aside,  ' 

While  I  use  further  conference  with  Warwick. 

Q.  Mar.  Heaven  grantJbhat  Warwick's  words  bewitch  him  not. 
[ketiring  ioith  the  Pbince  awe?  Oxford. 

K.  Lew.  Now,  Warmck,  t^  me,  even  upon  thy  conscience. 
Is  Edward  your  true  king  ?  for  I  were  loath. 
To  Hnk  with  him  that  were  not  lawfid  chosen. 

Wao'.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine  honour. 

K.  Lew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eye  P 

War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

K.  Lew.  Then  further,— all  dissembling  set  aside, 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  measure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  sister  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  seems, 
As  may  beseem  a  monarch  like  himself. 
Myself  have  often  heard  him  say  and  swear, — 
That  this  his  love  was  an  eternsd  plant ; 
Whereof  the  root  was  fix*d  in  virtue's  ground. 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintain'd  with  beauty's  sun ; 
Exempt  firom  envy,*  but  not  from  disdain. 
Unless  the  lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K.  Lew.  Now,  sister,  let  us  hear  your  firm  resolve. 

Bona.  Your  gran^  or  your  denial,  shall  be  mine : — 
Yet  I  confess  \To  Wabwick].  that  often  ere  this  day, 
When  I  have  heard  your  king*s  desert  recounted. 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgment  to  desire. 

K.  Lew.  Then,  Warwick,  thus,— -Our  sister  shaU  be  Edward's  • 
And  now  forthwith  shall  articles  be  drawn 
Touching  the  jointure  that  your  king  must  make, 
Which  with  her  dowry  shall  be  oounten>oised : — 
Draw  near,  queen  Margaret ;  and  be  a  witness, 
That  Bona  snail  be  wife  to  the  English  king. 

Prince.  To  Edward^ut  not  to  the  English  long. 

Q.  Mar.  Deceitful  Warwick !  it  was  thy  device 
By  this  alliance  to  make  vmd  i^  suit ; 
Before  thy  coming.  Levi^  was  Henry^s  friend. 

K.  Lew.  And  still  is  friend  to  him  and  Margaret : 
But  if  your  title  to  the  crown  be  weak,— 
As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  success,— 
Then  tis  out  reason,  that  I  be  rdeaeed 
From  giving  aid,  wmch  late  I  promised. 
Yet  shall  yon  have  all  kindness  at  my  hand. 
That  your  estate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

War.  Henry  now  hves  in  Scotland,  at  nis  ease ; 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  he  can  lose. 

*  Malice  or  hatred. 
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And  as  for  you  yourself,  our  quondam  queen, — 

You  have  a  father  able  to  maintain  you ; 

And  better  'twere,  you  troubled  him  than  France. 

Q.  Mar.  Peace,  impudent,  and  shameless  Warwick,  peace ; 
Proud  setter-up  and  puller-down  of  kings ! 
I  will  not  hence,  till  with  my  talk  and  t^Eirs, 
Both  full  of  truth,  I  make  king  Lewis  behold 
Thy  sly  conveyance,*  and  thy  lord's  false  love ; 
For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  self-same  feather. 

[A  horn  sounded  within. 

K.  Lew.  Warwick,  this  is  some  post  to'^us,  or  thee. 

Enter  a  Messengeb. 

Mess.  My  lord  ambassador,  these  letters  are  for  you ; 
Sent  from  your  brother,  marquis  Montague. 
These  from  our  king  unto  your  majesty. — 
And,  madam,  these  for  you ;  from  whom,  I  know  not. 

r  To  Mabgabet.     They  all  read  their  letters. 

Oxf.  I  Hke  it  well,  that  our  fair  queen  and  mistress 
Smiles  at  her  news,  while  Warwick  frowns  at  his. 

Prince.  Nay,  mark,  how  Lewis  stamps  as  he  were  nettled : 
I  hope,  all's  for  the  best. 

K.  Lew.  Warwick,  what  are  thy  news  ?  and  yours,  fair  queen  ? 

Q.  MoflT.  Mine,  such  as  fill  my  heart  with  unhopea  joys. 

War.  Mine,  full  of  sorrow  and  heart's  discontent. 

K.  Lew.  What !  has  your  king  married  the  lady  Grey  P 
And  now,  to  soothf  your  forgery  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  paper  to  persuade  me  patience  ? 
Is  this  the  alliance  that  he  seeks  with  France  ? 
Bare  he  presume  to  scorn  us  in  this  manner  ? 

Q.  Ma/r.  I  told  your  majesty  as  much  before : 
This  proveth  Ed^nurd's  love,  and  Warwick's  honesty. 

Wa/r.  King  Lewis,  I  here  protest,— in  sight  of  heaven, 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heavenly  bliss, — 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  misdeed  of  Edward's ; 
No  more  my  kine,  for  he  dishonours  me ; 
But  most  hunself,  if  he  could  see  his  shame.— 
Did  I  forget,  that  by  the  house  of  York 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
Did  I  let  pass  the  abuse  done  to  my  niece  P 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  re^  crown  ? 
Did  I  put  Hemy  from  his  native  right ; 
And  am  I  guerdon'dt  at  the  last  with  shame  P 
Shame  on  himself!  for  my  desert  is  honour. 
And,  to  repair  mv  honour  lost  for  him, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry : 
My  noble  queen,  let  former  grudges  pass. 
And  henceiorth  I  am  thy  true  servitor; 
X  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  state. 

Q.  Mar.  Warwick,  these  words  have  tum'd  my  hate  to  love; 

*  Jog^inf .  t  Soften.  %  Rewarded. 
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And  I  forgiTe  and  quite  forget  old  taxjltB, 
Andjoy  that  thou  beoom'stldng  Henry's  Mend. 

War.  So  much  his  friend,  ay,ms  unfeigned  friend. 
That,  if  king  Lewis  vouchsafe  to  ftmush  us 
With  some  few  hands  of  chosen  soldiers, 
I'll  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coast, 
And  force  the  tyrant  Arom  his  seat  hy  war. 
Tis  not  his  new-made  hride  shall  succour  him : 
And  as  for  Clarence,— as  my  letters  tell  me, 
He's  very  likely  now  to  ML  from  him ; 
Eor  matching  more  for  wanton  lust  than  honour, 
Or  than  for  strength  and  safety  of  our  country. 

Bona.  Bear  brother,  how  shall  Bona  be  revenged. 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  distressed  queen  ? 

Q.  Mar.  Renowned  prince,  how  shall  poor  Henry  live, 
Unless  thou  rescue  him  from  foul  despair  ? 

Bona.  My  quarrel  and  this  English  queen's,  are  one. 

War,  And  min€^  fair  lady  Bona^  joins  with  yours. 

K.  Lew.  And  mme,  with  hers,  and  thine,  and  Margaret's. 
Therefore,  at  last,  I  fiirmly  am  resolved. 
You  shsJl  have  aid. 

Q.  Mar.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all  at  once. 

K.  Lew.  Then  England's  messeneer^  return  in  post; 
And  tell  false  Edward,  thy  supposed  kmg, — 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  sending  over  maskers, 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride : 
Thou  seest  what's  past,  go  fear*  thy  king  withal 

Bona.  Tell  him.  In  nope  he'll  prove  a  widower  shortly, 
111  wear  the  willow  garland  for  ms  sake. 

Q.  Mar.  Tell  him,  my  mourning  weeds  are  laid  aside, 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

War.  Tell  him  from  me,  That  he  hath  done  me  wrong ; 
And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him,  ere't  be  long. 
'Hiere's  thy  reward ;  be  gone.  lExit  MssssNQSJft. 

K.  Lew.  Butj  Warwick,  thou. 
And  Oxford,  with  five  thousand  men. 
Shall  cross  tne  seas,  and  bid  false  Edward  battle : 
And,  as  occasion  serves,  this  noble  queen 
And  prince  shall  follow  with  a  fresh  supply. 
Yet,  ere  thou  go,  but  answer  me  one  doubt; — 
What  pledgee  have  we  of  thy  firm  loyalty  ? 

War.  This  shall  assure  my  constant  loyalty : — 
That  if  our  queen  and  this  young  prince  agree, 
111  join  mine  eldest  daughter,  and  my  ioy. 
To  nim  forthwith  in  holy  wedlock  bauds. 

Q.  Mar.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your  motion  .— 
Son  Edward,  she  \a  fair  and  virtuous. 
Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick ; 
And,  with  thy  handL  thy  faith  irrevocable, 
That  only  WarwicTs  daughter  shall  be  tmne. 

*  Affright.  ^ 
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Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  she  well  deserves  it ; 
And  here,  to  pledge  my  tow,  I  sive  my  hand. 

[He  gives  his  hand  to  Wabwick. 

JT.  Lew,  Why  stay  we  now  ?    These  soldiers  shall  be  levied. 
And  thou,  lord  Bourbon,  our  high  admiral, 
Shall  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet.— 
I  long,  till  Edward  fall  b^  war's  mischance, 
For  mocking  marriage  with  a  dame  of  France. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  WaBWICK. 

War,  I  came  from  Edward  as  ambassador. 
But  I  return  his  sworn  and  mortal  foe : 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  charp^e  he  gave  me, 
But  dreadftd  war  shall  answer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  else  to  make  a  stale,*  but  me  ? 
Then  none  but  I  shall  turn  his  jest  to  sorrow. 
I  was  ihe  chief  that  raised  him  to  the  crown. 
And  ril  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again : 
Not  that  I  pity  Henry's  misery. 
But  se^  revenge  on  Edward's  mockery.  [Exit 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L—Zondon,    A  Eoom  in  ths  JPalaee, 

Enter  Glostea,  Clabence,  Somebset,  Montague,  and 
others, 

Qlo,  Now  tell  me,  brother  Clarence,  what  think  you 
Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  lady  Grey  ? 
B^h  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice  ? 

GLar.  Alas,  you  know^tis  far  from  hence  to  France; 
How  could  he  stay  till  W  arwick  made  return  ? 

Som,  "Mj  lords,  forbear  this  talk ;  here  comes  the  king. 

nourish.    Enter  King  Edwabd,  attended:  Lady  Gbet,  a 
Queen  i  Fembboke,  Staffobd,  Hastings,  and  others, 

Glo,  And  his  well-chosen  bride. 

Clar,  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 

K,  Edw,  Now  brother  of  Clarence,  how  like  you  our  choice. 
That  you  stand  pensive,  as  half  malecontent  ? 

Clar,  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France,  or  the  earl  of  Warwick ; 
Wldch  are  so  weak  of  courage,  and  in  judgment, 
That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abuse. 

K,  Edw,  Suppose,  they  take  offence  without  a  cause. 
They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick ;  I  am  Edward. 
Your  king  and  Warwick's,  and  must  have  my  will 

*  A  stalking-hOTse. 


y  Google 


240  THIBD  PABT  OF  KIKO  HBNBT  TI.  [aOT  IT. 

Olo,  And  you  shall  have  your  will,  because  our  king ; 
Yet  hasty  marriage  seldom  proveth  well. 

K.  Hdw.  TeiL  brother  Richard,  are  you  offended  too  ? 

Glo.  Not  I: 
No ;  God  forbicL  that  I  should  wish  them  8ever*d 
Whom  God  hatn  ioin'd  together :  ay,  an  'twere  pity. 
To  sunder  them  that  yoke  so  well  together. 

K.  Hdw.  Setting  your  sooms,  andyour  mislike  aside. 
Tell  me  some  reason,  why  the  lady  Grey 
Should  not  become  my  wife,  and  England's  queen : — 
And  you  too,  Somerset,  and  Montague, 
Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

Clar,  Then  this  is  my  opinion,— that  king  Lewis 
Becomes  your  enemy,  mr  mocking  him 
About  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Bona. 

Olo.  And  Warwick,  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge. 
Is  now  dishonoured  by  this  new  marriage. 

K.  Sdw.    What^  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick  be  appeased. 
By  such  invention  as  I  can  devise  ? 

MofU,  Yet  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  such  aUianoe, 
Would  more  have  strengthened  this  our  commonwealth 
'Gainst  foreign  storms,  tnan  anv  home-bred  marriage. 

Hcut.  Why,  knows  not  Montague,  that  of  itself 
England  is  safe,  if  true  within  itself  ? 

Mont,  Yes ;  but  the  safer,  when  'tis  backed  with  France. 

Hatt.  'Tis  better  using  France,  than  trusting  Franoe: 
Let  us  be  baok'd  with  G^,  and  with  the  seas. 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impr^nable, 
And  with  their  helps  only  defend  ourselves ; 
In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safety  Ues. 

dor.  For  this  one  speech,  lord  Hastings  well  deserves 
To  have  the  heir  of  the  lord  Hungerford. 

K.  Edw.  Ay,  what  of  that :  it  was  my  wiD,  and  grant ; 
And,  for  this  once,  my  wiU  shall  stand  for  law. 

Qlo.  And  yet,  methinks,  your  grace  hath  not  done  well. 
To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  lord  Scales 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride ; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me,  or  Clarence : 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

Clar.  Or  else  you  would  not  have  bestow*d  the  heir* 
Of  the  lord  BonvUle  on  your  new  wife's  son, 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  s{>eed  elsewhere. 

K.  JSdw.  Alas,  poor  Clarenc^  is  it  for  a  ^e 
That  thou  art  maleoontent  ?    I  will  provide  thee. 

Clar,  In  choosing  for  yourself  you  show'd  your  judgment ; 
Which  beinff  shallow,  you  shall  give  me  leave 
To  nlay  the  oroker  in  mine  own  behalf; 
Ana,  to  that  end,  I  shortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

K.  Sdio,  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  king. 
And  not  be  tied  unto  his  brother's  will 

Q.  EUz,  My  lords,  before  it  pleased  his  mijesty 

*  Heiress. 
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To  nkemy  ftate  to  iMt  of  a  queen. 

Do  me  but  right)  and  you  must  all  oonfen 

That  I  was  sot  ignoble  of  descent. 

And  meaner  than  myself  have  had  like  fortune. 

But  as  this  title  honours  me  and  mine. 

So  your  dislikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleasing, 

Do  cloud  my  joys  with  danger  and  with  sorrow. 

JT.  Edw,  My  love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  frowns : 
What  danger,  or  what  sorrow  can  befall  thee, 
So  long  as  Eaward  is  thy  constant  friend, 
And  their  true  soTereign,  whom  they  must  obey  f 
Nay,  whom  they  shall  obey,  and  love  thee  too. 
Unless  th^  seeK  for  hatred  at  my  hands : 
Which  if  tney  do,  vet  will  I  keep  thee  safe. 
And  they  shall  feel  the  vengeance  of  mjr  wrath. 

Glo.  I  hear,  yet  say  not  much,  but  think  the  more.       [  Aside. 

Enter  a  Mbssbnoxs. 

K,  Ediv,  Now,  messenger,  what  letters,  or  what  news, 
From  France  ? 

MeM.  My  sovereign  liege,  no  letters;  and  few  words, 
But  such  as  I,  without  your  special  pardon. 
Dare  not  relate. 

K.  Edw.  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee :  therefore,  in  brief. 
Tell  me  their  words  as  near  as  thou  canst  euess  them. 
What  answer  makes  king  Lewis  unto  our  letters  ? 

Meet.  At  my  depart,  these  were  his  very  words : 
€h  teU  false  Edward,  thy  supposed  king, — 
7%U  Lewis  cfM'ance  is  sending  over  maskers. 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride, 

K.  Edw.  Is  Lewis  so  brave  ?  belike,  he  thinks  me  Henry. 
But  what  said  lady  Bona  to  my  marriage  ? 

Mess.  These  were  her  words,  utter'd  with  mild  disdain : 
TeU  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  shortly, 
I'll  wear  the  toillow  garland  for  his  sake. 

K.  Edw.  I  blame  not  her,  she  could  say  little  less : 
She  had  the  wrong.  But  what  said  Henry's  queen  r 
For  I  have  heard,  that  she  was  there  in  place.* 

Mess.  Tell  him,  quoth  she,  my  mourning  weeds  are  done,f 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

K.  Edw.  Belike,  she  minds  to  i>la^  the  Amazon. 
But  what  said  Warwick  to  these  injuries  ? 

Mess.  He,  more  incensed  agamst  your  majesty 
Than  all  the  rest,  discharged  me  with  these  woras : 
TeU  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 
And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him,  ere't  be  long. 

K.  Edio.  Ha !  dur^t  the  traitor  breathe  out  so  proud  words  ? 
Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  forewam'd : 
They  shall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  presumption. 
But  say,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret? 


*  Present.  *  ITurown  off. 

VOL.  IIL  B 
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3£ess,  Ay, gradous Bovereign ;  theyare so link'd in  finendiUli, 
That  youns  prmoe  Edward  marries  Warwick's  daughter. 

Clar.  Belike,  the  elder ;  Glarenoe  will  have  the  younger. 
Now.  brother  king,  farewdl,  and  sit  you  fast, 
For  1  will  hence  to  Warwick's  other  daughter ; 
That,  though  I  want  a  kingdom,  yet  in  marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourself.— 
Tou,  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 

lEwit  OlABENCE,  €Md  SOICSBSST  foUwi. 

Glo,  ^otl: 
My  thoughts  aim  at  a  ftirther  matter ;  I 
Stay  not  for  love  of  Edward,  but  the  crown.  [AHde. 

K.  Bdw,  Clarence  and  Somerset  both  gone  to  WarwidL ! 
Tet  am  I  arm'd  against  the  worst  can  happen ; 
And  haste  is  needful  in  this  desperate  case. — 
Pembroke,  and  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf 
Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war : 
They  are  already,  or  quicklv  will  be  landed : 
Myself  in  person  wiU  straight  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Fembboeb  and  StaFFOBD. 
But,  ere  I  go.  Hastings,— and  Montague,— 
Besolve  my  doubt.    You  twain,  of  all  the  rest^ 
Are  near  to  Warwick,  by  blood,  and  by  alliance ; 
TeU  me,  if  you  love  Warwick  more  than  me  ? 
If  it  be  so,  then  both  depart  to  hira ; 
I  rather  wish  you  foes,  than  hollow  fHends ; 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience. 
Give  me  assurance  with  some  friendly  vow. 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  suspect. 

Mont.  So  Gk)d  help  Miontague,  as  he  proves  true ! 

Hast.  And  Hastings,  as  he  favours  Edward's  cause ! 

K,  Edw,  Now,  brother  Eichard,  will  you  stand  by  us  ? 

Qlo.  Ay,  in  despite  of  all  that  shall  withstand  you. 

K,  Edw.  Why  so ;  then  am  I  sure  of  victory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence ;  and  lose  no  hour. 
Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  power.  lEieunt- 

SCENE  U.-'A  Plain  in  Warwickshire. 
Enter  WabWICK  and  OxFOBD,  with  French  and  other  Forces. 

War,  Trust  me,  my  lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well ; 
The  common  people  by  numbers  swarm  to  us. 

Enter  Clabencb  and  SOMERSET. 

But,  see,  where  Somerset  and  Clarence  come ; — 
Speak  suddenly,  m  v  lords,  are  we  all  friends  ? 

Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 

War.  Then,  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto  Warwick ; 
And  welcome,  Somerset :— I  hold  it  cowardice, 
To  rest  mistrustful  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  p»awn'd  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  love : 
Else  might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother. 
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Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  prooeedings ; 
But  welcome,  Clarence ;  my  daughter  shaU  oe  thine. 
And  now  what  rests,  but,  in  night's  overture, 
Thy  brother  being  carelessbr  encamp'd. 
His  soldiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about, 
And  but  attended  by  a  simple  guard. 
We  may  siu*prise  and  take  him  at  our  pleasure  ? 
Our  scouts  have  found  the  adventure  very  easy : 
That  as  Ulvsses,  and  stout  Diomede, 
With  slaght  and  manhood  stole  to  Khesus*  tents. 
And  brought  from  j/hence  the  Thracian  fatal*  steeds ; 
80  we,  weu  covered  with  the  night's  black  mantle. 
At  unawares  mav  beat  down  Edward's  guard. 
And  seize  himself;— I  say  not— slaughter  him. 
For  I  intend  but  only  to  surprise  him. — 
Ton.  that  will  follow  me  to  tnis^attempt. 
Applaud  the  name  of  Henry,  with  your  leader. 

[I%€yatt  cry,  Henry! 
Whyjihen^  lefs  on  our  way  in  silent  sort : 
Por  Warwick  and  his  friends,  God  and  Saint  G^rge !    [Exeunt 

SCUKE  IIL—Edward^t  Camp,  near  JTarwick, 
Enter  certain  WATCHMEN,  to  guard  the  Kin^e  tent. 

1  Waieh.  Gome  on,  mv  masters,  each  man  take  his  stand ; 
The  king,  by  this,  is  set  him  down  to  sleep. 

2  Waich.  What,  will  he  not  to-bed? 

1  WateK  Why.  no :  for  he  hath  made  a  solenm  vow 
Never  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  rest, 

1^  Warmck,  or  himself,  be  quite  suppressed. 

2  Watch.  To-morrow  tnen,  oelike,  shall  be  the  day. 
If  Warwick  be  so  near  as  men  report. 

8  Watch.  But  say.  I  pray,  what  nobleman  is  that. 
That  with  the  king  here  resteth  in  his  tent  ? 

1  Waich.  *Tis  the  lord  Hastings,  the  king's  chiefest  friend. 
8  Waich.  O,  is  it  so  ?    But  why  commands  the  king. 

That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him. 
While  he  himself  keepeth  in  the  cold  field  ? 

2  Watch.  'Tis  the  more  honour,  because  more  dangerous. 
8  Watch.  Ay :  but  g^ve  me  worship  and  quietness, 

I  like  it  better  tnan  a  dangerous  honour. 
If  Warwick  knew  in  what  estate  he  stands, 
'TIS  to  be  doubted,  he  would  waken  him. 

1  Watch.  Unless  our  halberte  did  shut  yxp  his  passage. 

2  Waich.  Ay ;  wherefore  else  guard  we  his  royal  tent, 
But  to  defend  ms  person  from  night-foes  P 

Enter  Waewick,  Clabence,  Oxfoed,  Someeset,  and  Forces. 

War.  This  is  his  tent ;  and  see,  where  stand  his  guard. 
Gourase,  my  masters :  honour  now,  or  never ! 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  shall  be  ours. 

•  I.e.  fatal  to  Troy. 
b2 
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1  Watch,  Who  goefi  there? 
3  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  diest. 

[Wabwick,  and  the  rest,  cry  aW— Warwick !  Warwick ! 

and  Jtet  upon  the  guard  ;  whofiy,  crying^hJTd !  Arm ! 

—Wabwick,  cmd  the  rest,  following  them. 

The  Brum  heating,  and  Trumpets  sounding,  re-enter  WaBWICK, 
and  the  rest,  bringing  the  KiNO  out  in  a  gown,  sitting  in  a 
chair;  Glosteb  and  Ha8TIKG6^. 

Swn.  What  are  they  that  fly  there  ? 

War.  Richard,  and  Hasting :  let  them  go,  here's  the  duke. 

K.  Edw.  The  duke !  why,  Warwick,  when  we  parted  last. 
Thou  cairdst  me  king  ? 

War.  Ay,  but  the  case  is  alter'd : 
When  you  disgraced  me  in  my  embassade. 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  bemg  king. 
And  come  now  to  create  you  duke  ofiork. 
Alas  !  how  should  you  govern  any  kingdom. 
That  know  not  how  to  use  amba^adors ; 
^or  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife ; 
Nor  how  to  use  your  brothers  brotherly ; 
Nor  how  to  study  for  the  people's  welfare ; 
Nor  how  to  shroud  yourself  from  enemies  ? 

K,  Sdw.  Yea,  brother  of  Clarence,  art  thou  here  too? 
Nay,  then  I  see,  that  Edward  needs  must  down. — 
Yet,  Warwick,  m  despite  of  all  mischance. 
Of  thee  thyself,  and  all  thy  complices^ 
Edward  will  always  bear  nimself  as  kmg : 
Thoug[h  fortune's  maUce  overthrow  my  state. 
My  mmd  exceeds  the  compass  of  her  wheel 

War.  Then,  for  his  mind,*  be  Edward  Endand's  king : 

[Takes offius  ormoK 
But  Henry  now  shall  wear  the  English  crown, 
And  be  true  king  indeed ;  thou  but  the  shadow.— 
My  lord  of  Somerset,  at  my  request. 
See  that  forthwith  duke  Edward  be  convey'd 
Unto  my  brother,  archbishop  of  York. 
When  I  have  fought  with  Pembroke  and  his  fellows, 
I'll  follow  you,  and  tell  what  answer 
Lewis,  and  the  ladv  Bona,  send  to  him  :— 
Now,  for  a  while,  farewell,  good  duke  of  York. 

K.  Edw.  What  fates  impose,  that  men  must  needs  abide ; 
It  boots  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide. 

\_Exit  King  Edwabd,  led  out ;  SOMEBSBT  with  him, 

Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  lords,  for  us  to  do. 
But  march  to  London  with  our  soldiers  ? 

War,  Ay,  that's  the  first  thing  that  we  have  to  do ; 
To  free  king  Henry  from  imprisonment. 
And  seefaim  seated'in  the  rc^  throne.  [Bmmmk 

*  As  far  as  his  mind  goes. 
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SCENE  IV.— London.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  QuBEN  Elizabeth  and  Rivehs. 

Riv.  Madam,  what  makas  you  m  this  sudden  change  ? 

Q.  EUz,  Why,  brother  Bivers,  are  you  yet  to  learn, 
What  late  misfortune  is  be&ll'n  king  Edward  ? 

Rio.  What,  loss  of  some  pitoh'd  battle  against  Warwick  ? 

Q.  EUz,  No,  but  the  loss  of  his  own  royal  person. 

Riv,  Then  is  my  sovereign  slain  ? 

Q.  EUz.  Ay,  almost  slain,  for  he  is  taken  prisoner  j 
Either  betray'd  by  falsehood  of  his  guard, 
Or  by  his  foe  surprised  at  unawares : 
And,  as  I  further  have  to  understand, 
Is  new  committed  to  the  bishop  of  York, 
Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 

Riv.  These  news,  I  must  confess,  are  full  of  gri^: 
Yet,  gracious  madam,  bear  it  as  you  may ; 
Warwick  may  lose,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 

Q.  Miz.  Tul  then,  fair  hope  must  hinder  life's  decay. 
And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  despair. 
For  love  of  Edward's  offspring  in  mj  womb : 
This  is  it  that  makes  me  bridle  passion. 
And  bear  with  mildness  my  misfortune's  cross ; 
Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 
And  stop  the  rising  of  blood-sueking  sighs, 
Jjeet  with  my  sighs  or  tears  I  blast  or  drown 
KiB^  Edward's  fruity  true  heir  to  the  Engiisb  erown» 

^,  But,  madam,  where  ia  Warwick  then  become  ? 

Q.  EUz.  1  am  informed,  that  he  comes  towards  London, 
To  set  the  crown  once  more  on  Henri's  head : 
Guess  thou  the  rest ;  king  Edward's  mends  must  down. 
But,  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence 
For  trust  not  him  that  hath  once  broken  &ith), 
[11  hence  forthwith  unto  the  sanctuary, 
To  save  at  least  the  heir  of  Edward's  right ; 
There  ediatt  I  rest  secure  from  force,  and  fraud. 
Come  therefore,  let  us  fly,  while  we  naay  fly ; 
If  Warwick  take  us,  we  are  sure  to  die.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  v.— A  Park  near  Mddieham  Castle  in  Yorkshire. 

Emter  Glostee,  Hastinos,  Sib  William  Stanlby,  and 
others. 

Glo,  Now,  my  lord  Hastings,  and  Sir  William  Stanley 
Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 
Into  this  chiefest  thicket  of  the  park. 
Thus  stands  the  case :  You  know,  our  king,  my  brother. 
Is  prisoner  to  the  bishop  here,  at  whose  hands 
He  hath  good  usage  and  great  liberty ; 
And  often,  but  attended  with  weak  guard, 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  disport  hiiuselfl 
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I  h&ve  advMised  him  by  secret  means, 

That  if  about  this  hour,  he  make  this  way. 

Under  the  colour  of  his  usual  game. 

He  shall  here  find  his  Mends,  with  horse  and  men. 

To  set  him  firee  from  his  captiyity. 

JBhtter  EiKG  Edwabd  and  a  HUNTSHAK. 

Sunt.  This  way,  my  lord ;  for  this  way  Ues  the  game. 

K,  Sdw.  Nay.  this  way,  man ;  see  where  the  huntsmen  stand.^ 
Now,  brother  of  Gloster,  lord  Hastings,  and  the  rest, 
Stand  you  thus  close  to  steal  the  Inshop's  deer  ? 

Glo.  Brother,  the  time  and  case  requireth  haste ; 
Your  horse  stands  ready  at  the  park  comer. 

K.  Edw,  But  whither  shall  we  then  ? 

ffoH,  To  Lynn,  my  lord ;  and  ship  firom  thence  to  Flandexs. 

Glo.  Well  guess'd,  believe  me:  for  that  was  my  meaning. 

K,  Sdw,  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardness. 

Glo,  But  wherefore  stay  we  ?  *tis  no  time  to  talk. 

K,  Edw.  Huntsman,  what  sa/st  thou  ?  wilt  thou  go  alcmg  ? 

HwU,  Better  do  so,  than  tarnr  and  be  hang'd. 

Glo.  Gome  then,  away ;  lef  s  have  no  more  ado. 

JC  Edw.  Bishop,  farewell :  shield  thee  from  Warwick's  frown ; 
And  pray  that  I  may  repossess  the  crown.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.—A  Boom  in  the  Tower. 
Enter  EiNO  HsNBT,  Clabekcb,  Warwick,  Sombbset,  young 

BlCHMOKD,  OXFOBD,  MONTAGUB,  LIEUTENANT  qf  the  ToWet 
and  Attendants. 

K.  Sen,  Master  lieutenant  now  that  God  and  friends 
Have  shaken  Edward  from  the  regal  seat ; 
And  tum'd  my  captive  state  to  liberty. 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  sorrows  unto  joys ; 
At  our  enlargement,  what  are  thy  due  ^e&  ? 

Lieu.  Subjects  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  sovereigns ; 
But,  if  an  humble  prayer  may  i>revail, 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  migestv. 

K.  Hen.  For  what,  lieutenant  ?  for  well  using  me  ? 
Nay,  be  thou  sure,  PU  well  requite  thy  kindness, 
For  that  it  made  my  imprisonment  a  pleasure : 
Ay,  such  a  pleasure  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive,  when,  affcer  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  last,  by  notes  of  household  luumony. 
They  (ouite  forget  their  loss  of  Uberty  :— 
But.  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  set*st  me  free, 
And  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God  and  thee ; 
He  was  the  author,  thou  the  instrument. 
Therefore,  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  spite. 
By  Uving  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me ; 
And  that  the  people  of  this  blessed  land 
May  not  be  punish'd  with  my  thwarting  stars ; 
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Warwick,  although  my  head  still  wear  the  orown, 
I  here  resign  my  government  to  thee, 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeos. 

War,  Your  grace  hath  still  been  fkmed  for  virtuous ; 
And  now  may  seem  as  wise  as  virtuous^ 
By  ^ying,  and  avoiding,  fortune's  maUoe, 
JPor  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  stars :  ♦ 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  grace 
For  choosmgme,  when  Clarence  is  m  place. f 

Clar.  No,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  sway. 
To  whom  the  heavens,  in  thy  nativity. 
Adjudged  an  olive  branch  and  laurel  crown. 
As  likely  to  be  blessed  in  peace,  and  war; 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  tree  consent 

War.  And  I  choose  Clarence  only  for  protector. 

K,  Men,  Wurwick  and  Clarence,  give  me  both  your  hands, 
Now  join  ^our  hands,  and,  with  your  hfmds,  your  hearts. 
That  no  dissension  hinder  government : 
I  make  you  both  protectors  of  this  land; 
While  I  myself  will  lead  a  private  life. 
And  in  devotion  spend  my  latter  days, 
To  sin's  rebuke,  and  my  Creator's  praise. 

War,  What  answers  Clarence  to  his  sovereign's  will  ? 

Oar,  That  he  consents,  if  Warwick  yield  consent; 
For  on  thy  fortune  I  repose  myself. 

War,  Why  then,  though  loath,  yet  must  I  be  content : 
We'll  yoke  together,  like  a  double  shadow 
To  Henry's  bod^,  and  supply  his  place ; 
I  mean,  in  bearmff  weight  of  government. 
While  ne  enjoys  tneAonour,  and  his  ease. 
And.  Clarenoe,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needfUl, 
Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounced  a  traitor, 
And  all  his  lands  and  goods  oe  confiscate. 

Clar,  What  else  ?  and  that  succession  be  determined. 

War,  Ay,  therein  Clarence  shall  not  want  his  part. 

K,  Hen,  But,  with  the  first  of  all  your  chief  amurs, 
Lei  me  entreat  (for  I  command  no  more). 
That  Margaret  your  queen,  and  my  son  Edward, 
Be  sent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  speed : 
For,  till  I  see  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclipsed. 

Clar,  It  shall  be  done,  my  sovereign,  with  all  speed. 

K,  Men,  My  lord  of  Somerset,  what  youth  is  that. 
Of  whom  you  seem  to  have  so  tender  care  ? 

8om.  My  Uege,  it  is  young  Henry,  earl  of  Bichmond. 

K,  Men.  Come  hither,  England's  nope :  If  secret  powers 

[Xay<  hie  hcma  on  Ms  head. 
Su^^gest  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 
This  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  bliss. 
His  looks  are  f\ill  of  peaceful  majesty ; 
His  head  by  nature  framed  to  wear  a  crown, 

*  Conform  their  temper  to  their  destiny.  t  Present. 
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His  hand  to  wield  a  ecesAire ;  and  himself 
Likely,  in  time,  to  bless  a  regal  throne. 
Make  muoh  of  him,  my  lords ;  for  this  is  h& 
Must  help  you  more  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 

StUer  a  MsssENGBK. 

War.  What  news,  my  fHend  P 

3£e9s.  That  Edward  is  escaped  from  your  brother. 
And  fled^  he  hears  since,  to  Burgundy. 

War.  Unsavoury  news,  out  how  made  he  escape  ? 

3£egs.  He  was  convey'd  by  Richard  duke  of  Gloster, 
And  the  lord  Hastings,  .who  attended*  him 
In  secret  ambush  on  the  forest  side. 
And  from  the  bishop's  huntsmen  rescued  him ; 
For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercise. 

War.  My  brother  was  too  careless  of  his  charge.— 
But  let  us  hence,  my  sovereign,  to  provide 
A  salve  for  any  sore  that  may  betide. 

[JExeunt  KiNG  Heney,  Waewick,  Claeence,  Liet;- 
TENANT.  and  Attendants. 

Som.  My  lord.  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edward's : 
For.  doubtlees.  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help ; 
And  we  shall  nave  more  wars  before't  be  long. 
As  Henry's  late  presaging  prophecj[ 
Did  glad  my  heart,  with  nope  of  this  young  Richmond ; 
So  doth  my  heart  misgive  me,  in  these  conflicts 
What  may  befall  him,  to  his  harm  and  ours : 
Therefore,  lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worst. 
Forthwith  we'll  send  hmi  hence  to  Britannv, 
Till  storms  be  past  of  civil  enmity.  ' 

Oxf,  Ay ;  for,  if  Edward  repossess  the  crown, 
'Tis  like,  that  Richmond  with  the  rest  shall  down. 

Som.  It  shall  be  so ;  he  shall  to  Britanny. 
Come,  therefore,  let* s  about  it  speedily.  [Sxeumi 

SCENE  TJL—B^ore  York. 
Enter  King  Edwabd,  Glosteb,  Hastings,  and  Forces. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard^  lord  Hastings,  and  the  ws^ 
Yet  thus  far  fortune  maketii  us  amends. 
And  says— that  once  more  I  ^all  interchange 
My  waned  state  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 
W  ell  have  we  pass'dj  and  now  repas^d  the  seas^ 
And  brought  desired  help  from  Burgundy: 
What  then  r^nains,  we  being  thus  arrived 
From  Ravenspurg  haven  before  the  gates  of  York, 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  dukedom  ? 

Qlo.  The  gates  made  fast !— Brother,  I  like  not  this; 

*  Waited  for  him. 
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For  many  men  that  stumble  at  the  threshold. 
Are  well  foretold— that  danwr  lurks  within. 

JT.  EdAD.  Tush,  man  !  abodements  must  not  now  affright  us : 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  must  enter  in, 
For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

Ragt,  My  Uege,  Til  knock  onoe  more  to  summon  them. 

Enter,  an  the  walls,  the  Mayor  of  York,  and  iia  Breihren, 

May,  My  lords,  we  were  forewarned  of  your  coming, 
And  shut  the  gate&  for  safety  of  ourselves ; 
Por  now  we  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry. 

K.  Edw.  But,  master  mayor,  if  Henry  be  your  king, 
Yet  Edward  at  the  least  is  duke  of  York. 

May.  True,  my  good  lord ;  I  know  you  for  no  less. 

K.  Edw.  "Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my  dukedom ; 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

Glo,  But.  when  the  fox  hath  once  got  in  his  nose, 
He'll  soon  nnd  means  to  make  the  body  follow.  \_Aside, 

Hast.  Why,  master  mayor^hy  stand  you  in  a  doubt  ? 
Open  the  gates,  we  are  king  Henry's  friends. 

May.  Ay,  say  you  so  ?  the  gates  shall  then  be  open'd. 

[Exeunt  f^om  above, 

Gh.  A  wise  stout  captain,  and  persuaded  soon  ! 

Hasi.  The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  were  well. 
So  'twere  not  long  of  him :  •  but,  being  enter'd, 
I  doubt  not^  I.  but  we  shall  soon  persuade 
Both  him,  and  all  his  brothers,  unto  reason. 

Re-enter  the  MayOB  and  two  AXDBBMBK,  helow, 

K.  Edw.  So,  master  mayor :  these  gates  must  not  be  shut^ 
But  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war. 

What!  fear  not.  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  keys ;  [TaJcee  his  keys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  town,  and  thee. 
And  all  those  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

Drum. — Enter  Montgomeby,  and  Forces,  marching, 

Ol  i  Sir  John  Montgomery, 

Our  ess  I  be  deoeiyed. 

K.  Sir  John !  But  why  come  you  in  arms  ? 

M  Edward  in  his  time  of  storm. 

As  e^  ought  to  do. 

K.  tod  Montgomery :  But  we  now  fiorgst 

Our  ;  and  only  claim 

Our  1  please  to  send  the  rest 

M — ^  ^^a  well,  for  I  will  hence  again ; 

I  came  to  serye  a  kmg,  and  not  a  duke,— 

Drummer,  strike  up,  and  let  us  march  away.      ^A  march  hegun, 

K,  Edw.  Nay,  stay.  Sir  John,  a  while ;  and  well  debate, 
By  what  safe  means  the  crown  may  be  recovered. 

*  So  he  may  not  be  blamed. 
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Mont.  What  talk  you  of  debating  ?  in  few  words, 
If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourself  our  king, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  fortune ;  and  be  gone, 
To  keep  tnem  back  that  oome  to  succour  you : 
Why  should  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title  ? 

Glo,  Why,  brother,  wherefore  stand  you  on  nice  points  ? 

K.  JSdw.  When  we  grow  stronger,  then  we'll  make  our  dMm: 
Till  thei,  tis  wisdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 

Hast,  Away  with  scrupulous  wit !  now  arms  must  role. 

Olo.  And  fearless  minds  climb  soonest  unto  crowns. 
Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand ; 
The  bruit*  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

K.  Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will ;  for,  'tis  my  right. 
And  Henry  but  usurps  the  diadem. 

Mont.  Ay,  now  my  sovereign  speaketh  like  himself; 
And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  champion. 

Hast.  Sound,  trumpet ;  Edward  shall  be  here  proolaim'd  :— 
Come,  fellow-soldier,  make  thou  proclamation. 

[  Gives  him  a  Paper.    FUmrish. 

Sold.  [  JBcadJ*.]  EdAioard  the  fowrth,  hy  the  grace  of  God,  king 
of  England  and  Francey  and  lord  of  trelandy  Sec. 

Mont.  And  whosoe'er  gainsays  king  Edward's  right. 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  single  fight. 

[  Throws  down  his  gamtUei. 

AU.  Long  live  king  Edward  the  fourth ! 

K.  Sdw.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery ;— and  thanks  unto  you  alL 
If  fortune  serve  me,  I'll  requite  this  kindness. 
Now,  for  this  night,  lefs  harbour  here  in  Tork: 
And  when  the  morning  sun  shall  raise  his  car 
Above  the  border  of  this  horizon. 
We'll  forward  towards  Warwick,  and  his  mates ; 
For,  well  I  wot,t  that  Henry  is  no  soldier. — 
Ah,  froward  Clarence !— how  evil  it  beseems  thee. 
To  flatter  Henry,  and  forsake  thy  brother !  , 

Yet,  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warwick.— 
Come  on,  brave  soldiers ;  doubt  not  of  the  day ; 
And,  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay.  lExeunt 

8CBKE  VIIL— London.    A  Eoom  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  King  Henby,  Wabwick,  Clabencb,  Montagus, 

EXETEB,  and  OXFOBD. 

War.  What  counsel,  lords  ?    Edward  firom  Belgia^ 
With  hasty  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  imss'a  in  safety  through  the  narrow  seas. 
And  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London ; 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

Oaf.  Lers  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again. 

Ckir.  A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out ; 
Which,  being  suffer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

«  Noiae,  report  f  Know. 
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Ji^ar.  Ill  Warwickshire  I  haye  true-hearted  friends, 
Not  mutinous  in  i)eaoe,  yet  bold  in  war; 
Those  will  I  muster  up : — and  thou^  son  Clarence^ 
Shall  stir,  in  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  m  Kent. 
The  knignts  and  gentlemen  to  come  with  tnee : — 
Thou,  lm>ther  Montajme,  in  Buckingham, 
Norti^ami)ton{  and  in  Leicestershire,  shalt  find 
Men  well  inchned  to  hear  what  thou  oommand'str— 
And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  beloTed, 
In  Oxfordshire  shall  muster  up  thy  friends.—- 
Mv  soverei^  with  the  loving  citizens, — 
lake  to  his  island,  sprt  in  with  the  ocean. 
Or  modest  Dian,  circled  with  her  nympns, — 
Shall  rest  in  London,  till  we  come  to  him. — 
Fair  lords,  take  leave,  and  stand  not  to  reply.*- 
Fwrewell,  nry  sovereign. 

jr.  Men,  Farewell,  mv  Hector,  and  my  Troy's  true  hope 

Cla/r.  Inagn  of  trutn,  I  kiss  your  hiumesr  hand. 

K.  Sen,  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  fortunate ! 

Mont.  Comfort,  my  lord ;— and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

Oaf.  And  thus  [hissing  Henbt's  hand^  I  seal  my  truth,  and 

hid  adieu. 
K.  Mien.  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Montague, 
And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happv  farewell. 

War.  Farewell,  sweet  lords;  levs  meet  at  Coventry. 

[JExeuni  WaBWICZ,  ClaEENCE,  OxPOBD.  and  MOKTAatTB. 
K.  Men.  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  rest  a  while. 
Cousin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  lordship  P 
Methinks,  the  power,  that  Edward  hath  in  field. 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 
JSxe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  seduce  the  rest 
K.  Men.  Thafs  not  my  fear,  mv  meed*  hath  got  me  &me. 
I  have  not  stopp'd  mine  ears  to  their  demands, 
Nor  i>osted  off  their  suits  with  slow  delays ; 
My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 
My  mildness  hath  allay'd  their  swelling  griefs, 
My  mercy  dried  their  water-flowing  tears : 
I  have  not  been  desirous  of  their  wealth. 
Nor  much  oppressed  them  with  great  subsidies, 
Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  they  much  err*d ; 
Tiien  why  should  they  love  Edward  more  than  me  ? 
No,  Exeter,  these  graces  challenge  grace : 
And,  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  lamb. 
The  lamb  will  never  cease  to  follow  him. 

l8hout  within.    A  Lancaster !  A  Lancaster ! 
Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  lord !  what  shouts  are  these  P 

Snter  KiNO  Edwaed,  Glosteb,  and  Soldiers. 

K,  Edw.  Seize  on  the  shame-faced  Henry,  bear  him  henoe, 
And  onoe^again  proclaim  us  king  of  England* 

•Merit. 
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YovL  are  the  fount,  that  makes  small  hrodcs  to  flow; 
Now  stoDS  thy  sprins ;  my  sea  shall  suck  them  dry. 
And  swell  so  much  the  higher  by  th^  ebb.— 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower ;  let  him  not  speak. 

(ExeutU  awake  with  Kiva  HbnbT. 
And,  lords,  towards  Coyentry  bend  we  our  oourae, 
Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains: 
The  sun  shines  hot,  and,  if  we  use  delay, 
Cold  biting  winter  mars  our  hoped-for  na^. 
Glo.  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  jom. 
And  take  the  great  grown-traitor  unawares : 
Braye  warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coyentry.  [Ea^nm, 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  L— Coventry. 

Enter,  upon  the  vjalls,  WAEyyiCK,  the  Matob  of  Corentry,  two 
MbssenosBS,  and  others. 

War.  Where  is  the  post,  that  came  firom  yaliant  Oxford  ? 
How  far  hence  is  thy  lord»  mine  honest  fellow  ? 

1  Mess.  By  this  at  Bunsmore^  marching  hitherward. 
.  War.  How  tax  off  is  our  brotner  Montague?— 

Where  is  the  post  tinat  came  from  Montague  ? 

2  Mess.  By  this  at  Dainty,"  with  a  puissant  troop. 

Enter  SiB  JOHN  SOMEBYILLB. 

War.  Say,  Someryille,  what  rays  my  loving  son  ? 
And,  by  the  guess,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 

Som.  At  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces, 
And  do  e^>ect  him  here  some  two  hours  hence.      iDrum  heard. 

War.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  heair  his  drum. 

Som.  It  is  not  his,  my  lord ;  here  Southam  Ues ; 
The  druniyour  honour  hears,  marcheth  from  Warwick, 

War.  Wno  should  that  be  ?  belike,  unlook'd-for  friends. 

Som.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  shall  quickly  know. 

Drums.—Enter  King  Edwaed,  Glosteb,  and  Forces, 
marching. 

K,  Edw.  Go,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  soimd  a  porle. 

Olo,  See,  how  the  surl^  Warwick  mans  the  wall 

War.  O,  unhid  spite  I  is  sportfUl  Edward  oome  ? , 
Where  slept  our  scouts,  or  how,  are  the^^  seduced. 
That  we  oould  hear  no  news  of  his  repair  f 

K.  Edw.  Now,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  tiie  city  g 
Speak  ffentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee  ?— 
Call  Edward— king,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy. 
And  he  shall  pardon  thee  these  outrases. 

War,  Nay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence, 
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Confess  who  set  thee  up  and  pluck*d  thee  down 
Call  Warwick— patron,  and  be  penitent, 
And  thou  shalt  still  remain  the  duke  of  York. 

Glo.  I  thought,  at  least,  he  would  have  said— ttie  king ; 
Or  did  he  make  the  jest  against  his  will  ? 

War,  Is  not  a  dukedom,  Sir,  a  goodly  gift  ? 


,  .  J  gift. 

War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  so  great  a  weight  : 
And,  weakling,  Warwick  takes  his  ^ft  again ; 
And  Henry  is  my  king,  Warwick  his  subject. 

K.  Edvj.  But  Wwwick's  king  is  Edward's  prisoner : 
And,  gallant  Warwick,  do  but  answer  this, — 
What  is  the  body,  when  the  head  is  off? 

Glo.  Alas,  that  Warwick  had  no  more  forecast, 
But,  whiles  ne  thought  to  steal  the  single  ten. 
The  king  was  slyly  nnger'd  from  the  deck  If 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  bishop's  palace. 
And,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 

K.  JEdw.  'Tis  even  so ;  yet  you  are  Warwick  stilL 

Glo.  CcMue,  Warwick,  take  the  time,  kneel  down,  kneel  dowu : 
Nay,  when  ?  strike  now,  or  else  the  iron  cools. 

War.  I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 
Than  bear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee. 

K.  SdiD.  Sail  how  thou  canst,  have  wind  and  tide  thy  friend ; 
This  han<L  fast  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair. 
Shall,  whiles  the  head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  off. 
Write  in  the  dust  this  sentence  with  thy  blood, 
Wind-changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no  more. 

JEnter  OXFOBD,  vnth  Drum  and  Colours. 

War.  O  cheerful  colours !  see,  where  Oxford  oomes ! 

Oxf.  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancaster ! 

[OxFOED  and  his  forces  enter  the  ckiy. 

Glo,  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 

K.  JEd/u).  So  other  foes  may  set  upon  our  backs, 
Stand  we  in  good  array ;  for  they,  no  doubt, 
WHl  issue  out  again,  and  bid  us  bia.ttle : 
If  not,  the  city,  being  but  of  small  defence. 
We'll  quickly  rouse  the  traitors  in  the  same. 

War,  O,  welcome,  Oxford,  for  we  want  thy  help. 

Enter  MONTAGUE,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Mont.  Montague,  Montague,  for  Lancaster ! 

[Se  and  his  forces  enter  the  city. 
Glo.  Thou  and  thy  brother  both  shall  buy  this  treason 
vven  with  the  dearest  blood  your  bodies  bear. 

*  Enrol  myself  among  thy  dependants. 

t  A  pack  of  cards  was  andeutly  termed  a  deck  of  cards. 
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K.  JBdw.  The  harder  match'd,  the  greater  victory; 
My  mind  presageth  happy  gain,  and  conquest 

Unter  SOM£BSET,  with  Drmi  and  Colowr$. 

8om.  Somerset,  Somerset,  for  Lancaster ! 

^Re  and  his  forces  enter  Me  dty, 

Glo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  dukes  of  Somerset^ 
Haye  sold  their  liyes  unto  the  house  of  York ; 
And  thou  shalt  be  the  third,  if  this  sword  hold. 

Snter  Clabence,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 

War,  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarenoe  sweeps  along, 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle ; 
With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails, 
More  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love  .— 
CJome,  Clarence,  come ;  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick  calls. 

Clar,  Father  of  Warwick,  know  you  what  this  means: 

[Taking  the  fwd  rose  out  €(f  his  cap. 
Look  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee : 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  house, 
Who  gave  his  blood  to  hme*  the  stones  together, 
And  set  up  Lancaster.  Why,  troVst  thou,  Warwick, 
That  Clarence  is  so  harsh,  so  blunt,t  unnatural. 
To  bend  the  fatal  instruments  of  war 
Agsonst  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  king  ? 
Perhaps,  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  oath : 
To  keep  that  oath,  were  more  impietjr 
Than  Jephtha's,  when  he  sacrificed  his  daughter. 
I  am  so  sorry  for  mv  trespass  made. 
That,  to  deserve  weu  at  my  brother's  hands^ 
I  here  proclaim  myself  thy  mortal  foe ; 
With  resolution,  whereso'er  I  meet  thee 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  stir  abroad), 
To  nlague  thee  for  tny  foul  misleading  me. 
And  so,  proud-hearted  Warwick,  I  defy  thee, 
And  to  my  brother  turn,  my  blushing  cheeks.— 
Pardon  me,  EdwarcL  I  will  make  amends ; 
And  Bichard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults, 
Por  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconstant. 

K,  JSdw.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more  beloved. 
Than  if  thou  never  hadst  deserved  our  hate. 

&lo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence ;  this  is  brother-like. 

War.  O  pasfcingl  traitor,  periured,  and  unjust ! 

JT.  Sdw,  What.  Warwick,  wilt  thou  leave  the  town,  and  fij^i? 
Or  shall  we  beat  the  stones  about  thine  ears  ? 

War,  Alas,  I  am  not  ooop'd  here  for  defence: 
I  will  away  towards  Bamet  presently, 
And  bid  thee  battle,  Edward,  if  thou  dar'st. 

K,  JSdw,  Yes.  Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and  leads  the  way : — . 
Lords  to  the  field;  Saint  Greorge,  and  victory.    [March,  JSxeunL 

*  To  cement.  f  Stupid,  insensible.  X  Egregious. 
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SCENU  IL— Afield  qf  Battle  near  Bamet, 

Alarwmi,  and  Excureions.—JEnter  King  Edwabd,  hringing  in 
Wabwick  wounded. 

K.  JSdw.  So,  lie  thou  there :  die  thou,  and  die  our  fear ; 
For  Warmok  was  a  bug,*  that  fear'df  us  all.— 
Now,  Montague,  sit  fast ;  I  seek  for  thee. 
That  Warwick's  bones  may  keep  thine  company.  [Exit. 

War,  Ah,  who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me.  friend  or  foe, 
And  tell  m^  who  is  victor,  York,  or  Warwick  ? 
Why  ask  I  that  ?  my  mangled  body  shows, 
My  blood,  my  want  of  strength,  my  sick  heart  shows. 
That  I  must  yield  my  body  to  the  earth. 
And,  by  my  fall,  the  conquest  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  axe's  edge. 
Whose  arms  gave  shelter  to  the  princely  eagle. 
Under  whose  shade  the  ramping  lion  slept : 
Whose  top-branch  overpeerd  Jove's  spreading  tree, 
And  kept  low  shrubs  from  winter's  powerful  wind. 
These  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm'd  with  death's  black  veil. 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  sun. 
To  search  the  secret  treasons  of  the  world : 
The  wrinkles  in  my  brows,  now  fill'd  with  blood. 
Were  liken'd  oft  to  kingly  sepulchres ; 
For  who  Uved  kin^  but  I  could  dig  his  grave  ? 
And  who  durst  smile,  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow  ? 
Lo,  now  my  glory  smear'd  in  dust  and  blood ! 
My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had. 
Even  now  forsake  me ;  and,  of  all  my  lands. 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length ! 
Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  dust  ? 
Ana,  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must. 

Enter  OxFOBD  <md  SoMEBSET. 

8om.  Ah,  Warwick,  Warwick !  wert  thou  as  we  are, 
We  might  recover  all  our  loss  again ! 
The  queen  from  France  hath  brought  a  puissant  power ; 
Even  now  we  heard  the  news :  Ah,  couldst  thou  ny ! 

War,  Why,  then  I  would  not  fly.— Ah,  Montague, 
If  thou  be  there,  sweet  brother,  take  my  hand. 
And  with  thy  Ups  keep  in  my  soul  awhile! 
Thou  loVst  me  not ;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didst. 
Thy  team  would  wash  this  cold  congealed  blood, 
That  glues  my  Ups,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 
G(Mne  quickly.  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

Som.  Ah,  Warwick,  Montague  hath  breath'd  his  last : 
And  to  the  latest  gasp,  cried  out  for  Warwick, 
And  said— Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother. 
And  more  he  would  have  said ;  and  more  he  spoke, 

*  Buffbear.  t  Terrified. 
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Which  sounded  like  a  cannon  in  a  vault, 
That  mi^ht  not  be  dwtinguish'd ;  but,  at  last, 
I  well  might  hear  deliverd  with  a  groan.— 
O,  ftu-ewell,  Warwick ! 

W(tr,  Sweet  rest  to  his  soul ! — 
Fly,  lords,  and  save  yourselves;  for  Warwick  bids 
You  all  farewell,  to  meet  again  in  heaven.  IDim 

Oxf.  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  queen's  great  power ! 

[Exeunt,  hearing  qff  Waewick's  hodsf. 

SCENE  IIL— Another  part  of  the  Field. 

MourUh.— Enter  King  Edwabd  in  triumph;  with  ChXREHC^ 
Glosteb,  and  the  rest. 

K.  Edw.  Thus  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward  course, 
And  we  are  graced  with  wreaths  of  victory. 
But,  in  the  midst  of  this  bright-shining  day, 
I  spy  a  black,  suspicious,  threaf  ning  cloud. 
That  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  sun. 
Ere  he  attain  his  easeful  western  bed : 
I  mean,  my  lords,— those  powers,  that  the  queen 
Hath  raised  in  Gallia,  have  arrived  our  coast. 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fi^ht  with  us. 

Clar.  A  Uttle  gale  will  soon  disperse  that  cloud. 
And  blow  it  to  the  source  ft'om  whence  it  came : 
Thy  very  beams  will  dry  those  vapours  up ; 
For  evenr  cloud  engenders  not  a  storm. 

Qlo.  The  queen  is  valued  thirty  thousand  strong. 
And  Somerset^  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her ; 
If  she  have  time  to  breathe,  be  well  assured. 
Her  faction  will  be  full  as  strong  as  ours. 

K.  Edw.  We  are  adv^ised  bv  our  loving  friends. 
That  they  do  hold  their  course  toward  Tewksbury ; 
We  having  now  the  best  at  Bamet  field, 
Will  thither  straight,  for  willingness  rids  way ; 
And,  as  we  marol^  our  strmigth  will  be  augmented. 
In  every  county  as  we  go  along. — 
Strike  up  the  dram ;  cry— Courage  !  and  awiy.  [Exemtit 

SCENE  IV.— Plains  near  Teibhshury. 

March.— Enter  Queen  Mabgabet,  Pbince  Edward, 
SoMBBSET,  OxFOBD,  OMcf  Soldiers. 

O.  Mar.  Great  lords,  wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their  loss. 
But  cheerly  seek  how  to  redress  their  harms. 
What  though  the  mast  be  now  blown  overboard, 
The  cable  broke,  the  holding  andiOT  lost^ 
And  half  our  sailors  swallowed  in  the  flood  ? 
Yet  lives  our  pilot  still :  Is't  meet  that  he 
Should  leave  the  helm,  and,  like  a  fearful  lad. 
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With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  sea^ 

And  give  more  strength  to  that  which  hath  too  much ; 

Whiles,  in  his  moan,  the  ship  splits  on  the  rock, 

Which  industry  and  courage  might  have  saved  ? 

Ah,  what  a  shame  !  ah,,  what  a  fault  were  this ! 

Say,  Warwick  was  our  anchor ;  What  of  that  ? 

And  Montague  our  top-mast ;  What  of  him  ? 

Our  slaughter'd  friends  the  tackles ;  What  of  these  ? 

Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor  ? 

And  Somerset  another  goodly  mast  ? 

The  friends  of  France  our  shrouds  and  tacklings  ? 

And,  though  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 

For  once  allow'd  the  skilful  pilot's  charge  ? 

We  Will  not  from  the  helm,  to  sit  and  weep ; 

But  keep  our  course,  though  the  rough  wind  say— no. 

From  shelves  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with  wreck. 

As  good  to  chide  the  waves,  as  speak  them  fair. 

And  what  is  Edward,  hut  a  ruthless  se^  ? 

What  Clarence,  but  a  quicksand  of  deceit  ? 

And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock  ? 

All  these  the  enemies  to  our  poor  bark. 

Say,  you  can  swim ;  alas,  'tis  but  a  while : 

Tr^  on  the  sand;  why,  there  you  quickly  sink : 

Bestride  the  rock ;  the  tide  will  wash  you  off, 

Or  else  you  famish,  that's  a  threefold  death. 

This  sp^k  I,  lords,  to  let  you  understand, 

In  case  some  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us. 

That  there's  no  hoped-for  mercy  with  the  brothers. 

More  than  with  ruthless  ^aves,  witH  sands  and  rocks. 

Why,  (jouraj^e,  then !  what  cannot  be  avoided, 

Twere  childish  weakness  to  lament,  or  fear. 

Prince.  Methinks,  a  woman  of  this  valiant  spirit 
Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  speak  these  words. 
Infuse  nis  breast  with  magnanimity. 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms. 
I  speak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here : 
For,  did  I  but  suspect  a  fearful  man. 
He  should  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes ; 
Lest,  in  our  need,  he  miglit  infect  another, 
And  make  him  of  like  spirit  to  himself. 
If  anj;  such  be  here,  as  God  forbid  I 
Let  him  d^art,  before  we  need  his  help. 

Oxf.  Women  and  children  of  so  high  a  courage ! 
And  warriors  faint !  why,  'twere  perpetual  shame. — 
O,  brave  young  prince !  thy  famous  grandfottier 
Doth  live  again  in  thee ;  Ix)ng  mayst  thou  hve, 
To  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories  I 

8om.  And  he,  that  will  not  fight  for  such  a  hope, 
Gro  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  by  day 
If  he  arise,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at. 

Q.  JIfar.  Thanks,  gentle  Somerset ;— sweet  Oxford,  thanks. 

Prince.  And  take  liis  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing  else. 
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Enter  a  Messengeb. 

Mess.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand. 
Ready  to  fight ;  therefore  be  resolute. 

Oa^.  I  thought  no  less :  it  is  his  policy, 
To  haste  thus  fast  to  find  us  unproyided. 

Som,  But  he's  aeceiyed,  we  are  in  readiness. 

Q.  Mar,  This  cheers  my  heart,  to  see  your  forwardness. 

Oaf,  Here  pitch  our  battle,  hence  we  wiU  not  budge. 

Marehr-IhUer  at  a  distance,  KiNa  Edwabd,  Clabbkce; 
GL08TEE,  and  Forces, 

K,  Edw,  Braye  followers,  yonder  stands  the  thorny  wood. 
Which,  by  the  heayens*  as^stance,  and  your  strengtn. 
Must  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night, 
I  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire, 
For  well  I  wot,*  ye  blaze  to  bum  them  ''ut : 
Giye  signal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 

Q.  Mar,  Lords,  knights,  and  gentlemen,  what,  I  should  say» 
My  tears  gainsay;  for  eyery  word  I  speak. 
Ye  see.  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes. 
Therefore,  no  more  but  this : — Henry,  your  soyereign. 
Is  prisoner  to  the  foe  \  his  state  usurped, 
His  realm  a  slaiighternouse,  his  subjects  slain, 
His  statutes  canoell'd,  and  his  treasure  spent ; 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf,  that  makes  this  spoiL 
You  fight  in  justice :  then,  in  God's  name,  lords. 
Be  yaliant,  and  giye  signal  to  the  fight.       [Exeunt  hothArimet, 

SCENE  V.—Jnoiher  part  cf  the  same. 

Alarums :  Excursions :  and  afterwards  a  Eetreat.  Then  Enter 
King  Edwaed,  Clabence,  Glosteb,  and  Forces  j  mih 
Queen  Mabgabet,  Oxfobd,  and  Somebset,  Frisoners, 

K,  Edw.  Now,  here  a  period  of  tumultuous  broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes*  castle  straight : 
For  Somerset,  off  with  his  guilty  head. 
Go,  bear  them  hence :  I  will  not  hear  them  speak. 

Oaf,  For  my  part,  1  will  not  trouble  thee  with  words. 

80m,  Nor  I,  but  stoop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 

[Exeunt  OxFOBD  and  SOMEBSET,  guarded, 

Q.  Mar.  So  part  we  sadly  in  this  troublous  world. 
To  meet  with  joy  in  sweet  Jerusalem. 

K.  Edw.  Is  proclamation  made,— that,  who  finds  Edward, 
Shall  haye  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life  ? 

Glo.  It  is :  and,  lo,  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 

Enter  Soldiers  with  Pbincb  Ebwabd. 

K.  Edw,  Bring  forth  the  gallant,  let  us  hear  him  q)eak : 
What  I  can  so  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
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Edward,  what  satisfoction  canst  thou  make, 
For  bearing  arms,  for  stirrmg  up  my  subjects, 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  hast  tum'd  me  to  ? 

Prince,  Speak  like  a  subject,  proud  ambitious  York ! 
Suppose,  ttukt  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth: 
Eesisn  thy  chair,  and,  where  I  stand,  kneel  thou. 
Whilst  I  propose  the  self-same  words  to  thee. 
Which,  traitor,  thou  wouldst  have  me  answer  to. 

Q.  Mar.  Ah,  that  thy  father  had  been  so  resolved ! 

Glo.  That  you  might  still  have  worn  the  petticoat, 
And  ne'er  have  stol'n  the  breech  from  Lancaster. 

Prince,  Let  .Slsop*  fable  in  a  winter's  night : 
His  currish  riddles  sort  not  with  this  place. 

Olo.  By  heaven,  brat,  I'll  plague  you  for  that  word. 

Q.  Mar,  Ay,  thou  wast  bom  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 

Glo,  For  God's  sake,  take  away  this  captive  scold. 

Prince,  Nay,  take  away  this  scoldine  crookback  rather. 

K,  Udw,  Peace,  wilful  boy,  or  I  will  chamf  your  tongue. 

Clar,  TJntutor'd  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

Prince,  I  know  my  duty,  you  are  all  undutiful : 
Lascivious  Edward,— and  thou  perjured  George,— 
And  thou  misshapen  Dick,— I  tell  you  all, 
I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are  ;— 
And  tnou  usurp'st  my  fathers  right  and  mine. 

K,  JSdio.  Take  that,  the  likeness  of  this  railerhere.  [Stabs  him, 

Glo,  Sprawl'st  thou  ?  take  that,  to  end  thy  agony. 

[Glosteb  stabs  him, 

Clar,  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  perjury. 

[ClabekCE  stabs  him. 
.  Mar,  O,  kill  me  too  1 

>2o.  MaiTv,  and  shall.  [  Offers  to  Jcill  her 

K.  JSdw.  Hold,  Bichard,  hold,  for  we  have  done  too  much. 

Olo.  Whyshould  she  live,  to  fttl  the  world  with  words  ?  J 

K.  Edw.  What !  doth  she  swoon  ?  use  means  for  her  recovery. 

Glo.  Clarence,  excuse  me  to  the  king,  my  brother; 
111  hence  to  London  on  a  serious  matter : 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  sure  to  hear  some  news. 

Oar.  What?  what? 

Glo,  The  Tower,  the  Tower !  [Exit. 

Q.  Mar.  O,  Ned,  sweet  Ned !  speak  to  thy  mother,  boy ! 
Canst  thou  not  roeak  ? — O  traitors,  murderers ! — 
They,  that  stabb  d  Csesar,  shed  no  blood  at  all, 
I)id  not  offend,  nor  were  not  worthy  blame. 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 
He  was  a  man ;  this,  in  respect,  a  child ; 
And  men  ne'er  spend  their  fury  on  a  cmld- 
Whaf  s  worse  than  murderer,  that  I  may  name  it  ? 
No,  no ;  my  heart  will  burst,  an  if  I  speak : — 
And  I  will  sp^Mik,  that  so  my  heart  may  burst. 

*  The  Prince  calls  Richard,  for  his  crookedness,  iSsop. 

t  Compel  you  to  be  as  silent  as  thong:h  yon  were  enchanted. 

t  Dispute,  contention. 
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Butchers  and  TiUains,  bloody  cannibals ; 

How  sweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropn'd ! 

You  have  no  children,  butchers !  if  you  had. 

The  thought  of  them  would  have  stirr'd  up  remorse : 

But,  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child. 

Look  in  his  youth  to  havQ  him  so  cut  o£^ 

As,  deathsmen  !  you  have  rid  this  sweet  young  prince ! 

K.  Udw.  Away  with  her ;  go,  bear  her  hence  perforce. 

Q.  Mar.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  despatch  me  here ; 
Here  sheath  thy  sword,  I'll  i)ardon  thee  my  death : 
What !  wilt  thou  not  ?— then,  Clarence,  do  it  thou. 

Clar.  By  heaven.  I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  ease. 

Q.  Mar,  Good  Clarence,  do ;  sweet  Clarence,  do  thou  do  it. 

Clar.  Didst  thou  not  hear  me  swear,  I  would  not  do  it. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  but  thou  usest  to  forswear  thyself : 
'Twas  sin  before,*  but  now  'tis  charity. 
What !  wilt  thou  not  ?  where  is  that  devil's  butcher. 
Hard  favour'd  Richard  ?  Richard,  where  art  thou  ? 
Thou  art  not  here :  Murder  is  thy  alms-deed; 
Petitioners  for  blood  thou  ne'er  put'st  back. 

K.  Edw.  Away,  I  say ;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her  hence. 

Q.  Mar.  So  come  to  you  and  yours,  as  to  thjs  prince  t 

ISxit,  led  out  forcibly. 

K.  Edto.  Where's  Bichard  gone  ? 

Clar.  To  London,  all  in  post ;  and,  as  I  guess. 
To  make  a  bloody  supper  in  the  Tower. 

K.  Sdto.  He's  sudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head. 
Now  march  we  hence ;  discharge  the  common  sort 
With  i^y  and  thanks,  and  lef  s  away  to  London, 
And  see  our  gentle  queen  how  well  she  fares 
By  this,  I  hope,  she  hath  a  son  for  me.  ISxeuni. 

SCEJSTE  n.^London^    A  Soom  in  the  Tower. 

King  Hekby  is  ditcovered  sitting  mth  a  hook  in  his  hand,  the 
Lieutenant  attending.    Enter  Glosteb. 

Glo.  Good  day,  my  lord !  What,  at  vour  book  so  hard? 

K.  Hen.  Av,  my  good  lord :  my  lord  I  should  say  rather ; 
'Tis  sin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better : 
Good  Gloster,  and  good  devil,  were  alike. 
And  both  preposterous ;  therefore,  not  good  lord.    ** 

G-lo.  Siirah,  leave  us  to  ourselves :  we  must  confer. 

[Exit  lAeutenant. 

K.  Ken.  So  flies  the  reckless  shepherd  from  the  wolf: 
So  flrst  the  harmless  sheep  doth  yield  his  fleece. 
And  next  his  throat  unto  the  butcher's  knife.— 
What  scene  of  death  hath  Boscius  now  to  act  ? 

Qlo,  Suspicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind ; 
The  thief  doth  fear  eacn  bush  an  officer. 

K.  Ren,  The  bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bush, 

*  She  alludes  to  the  desertion  of  Clarence. 
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"With  tremblinff  wings  misdoubteth  every  bush : 

And  I,  the  haplesa  male*  to  one  sweet  bird. 

Have  now  the  fatal  object  in  my  eye, 

Where  my  poor  yoimg  was  limed,  was  caught,  and  kill'd. 

Glo.  Why.  what  a  peevish  f  fool  was  that  of  Crete, 
That  taught  nis  son  the  office  of  a  fowl  ? 
And  yet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown'd. 

K,  Sen.  L  Bsedalus ;  my  poor  boy,  Icarus ; 
Thy  father,  Minos,  that  denied  our  course ; 
The  sun,  that  seard  the  wings  of  my  sweet  boy. 
Thy  brother  Edward ;  and  thyself  the  s^ 
Whose  envious  gulf  did  swallow  up  bis  lire. 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  words  I 
My  breast  can  better  brook  tny  dagger's  point, 
Than  can  my  ears  that  tragic  history.— 
But  wherefore  dost  thou  come,  is't  for  my  life  ? 

&lo.  Think'st  thou.  I  am  an  executioner  ? 

K.  Sen.  A  persecutor.  I  am  sure,  thou  art ; 
If  murderine  mnooents  be  executing. 
Why,  then  tnou  art  an  executioner.    . 

Glo.  Thy  son  I  kill'd  for  his  presumption. 

K.  Sen.  Hadst  ikon  been  kili'd,  when  first  thou  didst  presume. 
Thou  hadst  not  lived  to  kill  a  son  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  prophesy,— that  many  a  thousand. 
Which  now  mistrust  no  parcel  of  my  fear ; 
And  many  an  old  man's  sigh,  arid  many  a  widow's, 
And  many  an  orphan's  waxer-standing  eye.— 
Men  for  their  sons,  wives  for  their  husbanos'  fate, 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timeless  death,— 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  wast  bom. 
GRie  owl  shriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  sign ; 
The  night-crow  cried,  aboding  luckless  time ; 
Bogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempests  shook  down  trees ; 
The  raven  rook'd  J  her  on  the  chimney's  top. 
And  cbattmnff  pies  in  dismal  discords  sung. 
Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 
And  yet  brought  forth  less  than  a  mother's  hope ; 
To  wit,— an  indigest  deformed  lump, 
Not  like  the  fruit  of  such  a  goodly  tree. 
Teeth  hadst  thou  in  thy  head,  when  thou  wast  bom. 
To  si^pufy,— thou  cam'st  to  bite  the  world : 
And,  if  the  rest  be  true  which  I  have  heard. 
Thou  cam'st— 

Qlo.  Ill  hear  no  more ;  Die,  prophet,  in  thy  speech ; 

lSt<ib8  him. 
For  this,  amongst  the  rest,  was  I  ordain'd. 

K.  Sen.  Ay,  and  for  much  more  slaughter  after  this. 
O  Grod !  forgive  my  sins,  and  pardon  thee  !  [DieSi 

Glo.  What,  will  the  aspiring  blood  of  Lancaster 
Sink  in  the  ground  ?  I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
See,  how  my  sword  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death ! 

*  J. «.  male  parent..  t  Childish.  t  Squatted  down. 
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C),  may  such  purple  tears  be  always  tfhed 

From  those  that  wish  the  downfal  of  our  house  !— 

If  any  spark  of  Ufe  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell ;  and  say— I  s^it  thee  thither. 

IStahs  him  agmn. 
1,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear.— 
Indeed,  *tis  true,  that  Henry  told  me  of; 
For  I  have  often  heard  mv  mother  say, 
I  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward : 
Had  I  not  reason,  think  ye,  to  make  haste. 
And  seek  their  ruin  that  U8un>'d  our  ri^^t  ? 
The  midwife  wondered ;  and  the  women  cried, 
O,  Jesus  bless  us,  he  is  bom  with  teeth  ! 
And  so  I  was :  which  plainly  signified— 
That  I  should  snarl,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog. 
Then  since  the  heavens  have  shiwed  my  body  so. 
Let  hell  make  crook'd  my  mind  to  answer  it. 
I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brotiier : 
And  this  word— love,  which  greybeards  call  divine, 
Be  resident  in  men  like  one  another. 
And  not  in  me ;  I  am  mvself  akme.— 
Clarence,  beware ;  thou  keep'st  me  from  jthe  light ; 
But  I  will  sort  *  a  pitchy  day  for  thee : 
For  I  will  buz  abroad  such  prophedes, 
That  Edward  shall  be  fearftil  of  his  life : 
And  then,  to  purge  his  fear,  Til  be  thy  oealh. 
King  Henry,  and  the  prince,  his  son,  are  gone : 
Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  rest; 
Counting  myself  but  bad,  till  I  be  best— 
I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room. 
And  triumph,  Henry,  in  l^y  day  of  doom.  [Sxit, 

SCENE  VIL—The  same,    A  Boom  in  the  Palaee. 

King  Edwabd  is  discovered  sitting  on  his  Throne;  QutBf 
Elizabeth  with  the  infard  Prince,  ClabBKCB,  GLOStlB, 
Hastings,  and  others,  near  Mm, 

K,  Edw,  Once  more  we  sit  in  England's  royal  Idirone. 
Ee-purchased  with  the  blood  of  enemies. 
What  valiant  foe-men,  like  to  autumn's  corn. 
Have  we  moVd  down,  in  tops  of  all  their  pride? 
Three  dukes  of  Somerset,  threefold  renown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions : 
Two  Cfinords,  as  the  father  and  the  son. 
And  two  Northumberlands ;  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  spurred  their  coursers  at  the  trumpet's  sound : 
With  them,  the  two  brave  bears,  Warwick  and  Montague^ 
That  in  their  chains  fetter'd  the  kinely  lion. 
And  made  the  forest  tremble  when  they  roord. 
Thus  have  we  swept  suspicion  ttom  our  seat^ 
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And  made  our  footstool  of  security.— 
Come  hither,  Bess,  and  let  me  kiss  my  boy  :— 
Youn^  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles,  and  myself. 
Have  m  our  armours  watch'd  the  winter's  night , 
Went  all  a  foot  in  summer's  scalding  heat. 
That  thou  mightst  repossess  the  crown  in  peace ; 
And  of  our  labours  thou  shalt  reap  the  gain. 

Qlo^  ril  blast  his  harvest,  if  your  head  were  laid ; 
For  yet  I  am  not  look*d  on  in  the  world. 
This  shoulder  was  ordain'd  so  thick,  to  heave ; 
And  heave  it  shall  some  weight,  or  break  my  back : — 
"Work  thou  *  the  way,— and  thou  t  shalt  execute.  [Aside, 

K.  JSdw.  Clarence,  and  Gloster,  love  my  lovely  queen ; 
And  kiss  your  princely  nephew,  brothers  both. 

Clar,  The  duty  that  I  owe  unto  your  majesty, 
I  seal  upon  the  hps  of  this  sweet  babe. 

K.  Saw,  Thanks,  noble  Clarence ;  worthy  brother,  thanks. 

Olo.  And,  that  I  love  the  tree  from  whence  thou  sprang'st, 
Witness  the  loving  kiss  I  give  the  fruit  ;— 
To  say  the  truth,  so  Judas  kiss'd  his  master ;  1  jgUg 

And  cried— all  hail !  when  as  he  meantr— all  harm.  J  ''*****^' 

K.  Edw.  Now  am  I  seated  as  my  soul  delights, 
Having  my  country's  peace,  and  brothers'  loves. 

Clar,  What  will  your  grace  have  done  with  Margaret? 
Beignier,  her  father,  to  the  king  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jerusalem, 
.  And  mther  have  they  sent  it  for  her  ransom. 

K.  Edw.  Away  with  her.  and  waffc  her  hence  to  France. 
And  now  what  rests  t  but  that  we  spend  the  time 
With  stately  triumphs,  §  mirthful  comic  shows, 
Sii<Ai  as  befit  the  pleasures  of  the  court  P— 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets  '.—farewell  sour  annoy ! 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lasting  joy.  [Exeunt 

*  J.  e.  his  head.  t /•  «•  bi«  band. 

t  Remains.  I  Public  shows. 
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ScENE.--England. 


ACT  I. 

SCEUTE  L—LondorL    A 

Bnter  Glosteb. 

Glo.  Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 
Made  glorious  summer  bv  this  sun*  of  York ; 
And  all  the  clouds,  that  lowr'd  upon  our  house, 

*  The  cognizance  of  Edward  IV 
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In  the  deep  bosom  of  the  ocean  buried. 

Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  victorious  wreaths ; 

Our  bruised  arms  hung  up  for  monuments ; 

Our  stem  alarums  changed  to  merry  meetings, 

Our  dreadful  marches  to  deliehtfUl  measures.* 

6rim-visaged  war  hath  smootn'd  his  wrinkled  fW)nt ; 

And  now, — ^instead  of  mounting  barbed  steeds, 

To  fright  the  souls  of  fearful  aoversaries,— 

He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber, 

To  the  lascivious  pleasing  of  a  lute. 

But  I,— that  am  not  shaped  for  sportive  tricks. 

Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glass ; 

I  that  am  rudely  stamp'd,  and  want  love's  majesty. 

To  strut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph ; 

L  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion, 

Cheated  of  featuret  by  dissembhng  J  nature, 

Deform*d,  unfinished,  sent  before  mv  time 

Into  this  breathing  world,  scarce  half  made  up, 

And  that  so  lamely  and  unfashionable, 

That  dogp  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them  ;— 

Why  I,  in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace, 

Have  no  deUgfat  to  pass  away  the  time ; 

Unless  to  spy  my  shadow  in  the  sun. 

And  descant  on  mine  own  deformity ; 

And  therefore.— since  I  cannot  prove  a  lover,^ 

To  entertain  tnese  fair  well-spoken  days,— 

I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain, 

And  hate  the  idle  pleasures  of  these  d&y^. 

Plots  have  I  laid,  mductions  dangerous,§ 

By  drunken  prophecies,  Ubels,  and  dreams, 

To  set  my  brother  Clarence,  and  the  king. 

In  deadlv  hate  the  one  against  the  other : 

And,  if  king  Edward  be  as  true  and  just, 

As  I  am  subtle,  false,  and  treacherous. 

This  day  should  Clarence  closely  be  mew*d  up ; 

About  a  prophecy,— which  says,— that  G, 

Of  Edward's  heirs  the  murderer  shall  be. 

Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  soul !  here  Clarence  comes. 

Swter  Clabence,  guarded,  and  BbakeNBUBT. 

Brother,  good  day :  What  means  this  armed  guard. 
That  waits  upon  your  grace  ? 

Clar.  His  majesty. 
Tendering  my  person's  safety,  hath  appointed 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  the  Tower. 

Glo.  Upon  what  cause  ? 

Clar.  Because  my  name  is— George. 

Glo.  Alack,  my  lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  yours; 
He  sfaoulc^  for  that,  commit  your  godfathers:— 
O,  belike,  his  majesty  hath  some  intent, 

♦  Dances.  +  Beauty. 

t  Prodndng  things  dissimilar.  f  Preparations  for  roischiaC 
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That  you  should  be  new  christen'd  in  the  Tower. 
But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence  ?  may  I  know  ? 

Clwr.  Yea,  Eichard,  when  I  know;  for  I  protest^ 
As  yet  I  do  not :  but,  as  I  can  learn, 
He  nearkens  after  prophecies,  and  dreams; 
And  from  the  cross-row  plucks  the  letter  Cr, 
And  says,— a  wizard  told  him,  that  by  G 
His  issue  disinherited  should  be ; 
And.  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
It  follows  in  his  thought,  that  I  am  he : 
These,  as  I  learn,  and  such  like  toys*  as  these, 
Have  moved  his  highness  to  commit  me  now. 

Glo.  Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  ruled  by  women  ^- 
'Tis  not  the  kins,  that  sends  you  to  the  Tower 
My  lady  Grey,  ms  wife,  Clarence,  'tis  she, 
That  tempers  him  to  this  extremity.' 
Was  it  not  she,  and  that  good  man  of  worship^ 
Anthony  Woodeville,  her  brother  there. 
That  made  him  send  lord  Hastings  to  the  Tower; 
From  whence  this  present  day  he  is  delivered  ? 
We  are  not  safe,  Cmrence,  we  are  not  safe. 

Clar.  By  heaven,  I  think,  there  is  no  man  secure, 
But  the  Queen's  kindred,  and  night-walking  heralds 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  king  and  mistress  Shore. 
Heardyou  not,  what  an  humble  suppliant 
Lord  Hastings  was  to  her  for  his  delivery  ? 

Olo»  Humbly  complaining  to  her  deity 
Got  my  lord  chamberlain  his  liberty. 
I'll  tell  you  what,— I  think,  it  is  our  way. 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  king; 
To  be  her  men,  and  wear  her  livery : 
The  jealous  o'er-wom  widow,  and  herseli^t 
Since  that  our  brother  dubb'd  them  gentlewomen^ 
Are  mighty  gossips  in  this  monarchy. 

Brak.  I  breech  your  graces  both  to  pardon  me ; 
His  majesty  hath  straitly  g^ven  in  charge, 
That  no  man  shall  have  private  conference, 
Of  what  degree  soever,  with  his  brother. 

Qlo.  Even  so  ?  an  please  your  worship,  Brakenbury, 
You  may  partake  of  anything  we  say : 
We  speak  no  treason,  man ;— We  say,  the  king 
Is  wise,  and  virtuous ;  and  his  noble  queen 
Well  struck  in  vears ;  fair,  and  not  jealous : 
We  say,  that  Snore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  cherry  lip, 

A  bonny  eye,  a  passing  pleasing  tongue : 
And  the  queen's  kindred  are  made  eentlefolks : 
How  say  you.  Sir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 

Brah.  With  this,  my  lord,  myself  have  naus^t  to  do. 

Qlo,  Naught  to  do  with  mistress  Shore  ?    I  tell  thee,  fellow, 

*  Fftncies*  <*  Shore* 
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He  that  doth  naught  with  her,  excepting  one, 
Yf&re  best  to  do  it  secretly,  alone. 

Brak.  What  one,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  Her  husband,  knave  r—Wouldst  thou  betray  meP 

BraJc,  I  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me ;  and,  withal, 
Forbear  your  conference  with  the  noble  duke. 

Clar.  We  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbury,  and  wiU  obey. 

Olo.  We  are  the  queen's  abjects,*  and  must  obey. 
Brother,  farewdl ;  I  will  unto  the  king, 
And  whatsoever  you  will  employ  me  in, — 
Were  it,  to  call  king  Edward's  widow— aster,— 
1  will  perform  it  to  enfranchise  you. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  disgrace  in  brotherhood. 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

ClcMT,  I  know  it  pleaseth  neither  of  us  well 

Olo.  Well,  your  imprisonment  shall  not  be  long; 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  else  lie  for  you  rf 
Mean  time,  have  patience. 

Clar.  Imustp^foroe;  farewolL 

\EwewU  Glabbkcb,  Bbaebnbvbt,  and  ffuard* 

Glo,  Gk),  tread  the  path  that  thou  shalt  ne'er  return, 
Simple,  i>lain  Clarence !— I  do  love  thee  so, 
That  I  will-shortly  send  thy  soul  to  heaven. 
If  heaven  will  take  the  present  at  our  hanos. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  the  new-deliver'd  Hastmgfl  P 

HtUer  Hastikos. 

Matt,  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  lord ! 

Glo.  As  much  unto  my  good  lord  chamberlain ! 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  this  open  air. 
How  hathyour  lordship  brook'a  imprisonment? 

Jffeui.  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  prisoners  naust : 
But  I  shall  Uve,  my  lord,  to  give  tnem  thanks, 
That  were  the  cause  of  my  imprisonment. 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt ;  and  so  shall  Clarence  too; 
For  they,  that  were  your  enemies,  are  his. 
And  have  prevail'd  as  much  on  him  as  you. 

Matt.  More  pity  that  the  eagle  should  be  mew'd. 
While  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  Uberty. 

Glo,  What  news  abroad  ? 

Matt  No  news  so  bad  abroad,  as  this  at  home  f^ 
The  king  is  sickly,  weak,  and  melancholy. 
And  his  physicians  fear  him  mistily. 

Glo.  Now,  by  Saint  Paul,  this  news  is  bad  indeed. 
O,  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet|  long. 
And  over-much  consumed  his  royal  person ; 
'TIS  very  mevous  to  be  thought  upon. 
What,  18  he  in  his  bed? 

*  MostMrvDeof  8iil4eeto.  *  I.e.u^^tiMtm, 

t  Bad  regimen. 
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Mast.  He  is. 

Glo.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you-    [,Exit  Habting& 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope ;  and  must  not  die. 
Till  Qeorge  be  paok'a  with  posthorse  up  to  heaven. 
I'll  in,  to  urge  bis  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  lies  well  steeM  with  weighty  arguments; 
And,  if  I  fail  not  in  mv  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live : 
Which  done,  God  take  king  Edward  to  his  mercy, 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  bustle  in ! 
For  then  Fll  manv  Warwick's  youngest  daughter : 
What  though  I  kilrd  her  husband  and  her  father  ? 
The  readiest  way  to  make  the  wench  amends, 
Is— to  become  her  husband,  and  her  father : 
The  which  will  I ;  not  all  so  much  for  love, 
As  for  anoth^  secret  close  intent, 
By  marrying  her,  which  I  must  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horse  to  market : 
Clarence  still  breathes :  Edward  still  lives,  and  reigns; 
[When  they  are  gcme,  then  must  I  count  my  gains.  [Biil 

8CEKE  II.— The  same.    Another  Street, 

Hwter  the  corpse  of  King  Heney  the  Sixth,  home  in  an  open 
coffi/n,  'Gentlemen  bearing  halberts,  to  gtmrd  it;  and  LiDt 
Anne,  as  mourner, 

Anne.  Set  down,  set  down  your  honourable  load, — 
If  honour  may  be  shrouded  in  a  hearse, — 
Whilst  I  a  while  obsequiously*  lament 
The  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancaster. — 
Poor  key-cold  figure  of  a  holy  king ! 
Pale  ashes  of  the  house  of  Lancaster ! 
Thou  bloodless  remnant  of  that  royal  blood ! 
Be  it  lawful  that  I  invocate  thy  ghost. 
To  hear  l^e  lamentions  of  poor  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  slaughterd  son, 
Stabb'd  by  the  self-same  hand  that  made  these  wounds ! 
Lo,  in  these  windows,  that  let  forth  thy  life, 
I  pour  the  helpless  balm  of  my  poor  eyes : — 
O,  cursed  be  tne  hand  that  made  these  holes ! 
Cursed  the  heart,  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it !  ' 

Cursed  the  blood,  that  let  this  blood  from  hence ! 
More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch, 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee. 
That  I  can  wish  to  adders,  spiders,  toads,  ^ 

Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives ! 
If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  oe  it. 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 
Whose  ugly  and  unnatural  aspect 
May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  ihe  view ; 

*  As  a  funereal  mourner. 
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And  that  be.  heir  to  his  unhappiness  !* 

If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 

More  miserable  by  the  death  of  him, 

Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  lord,  and  thee ! 

Come,  now,  toward  Chertsey  with  your  holy  load, 

Taken  from  Paul's  to  be  interred  there ; 

And,  still  as  you  are  weary  of  the  weight, 

Rest  you,  whiles  I  lament  king  Henry's  corse. 

[The  bearers  take  v/p  the  corpee,  and  advance. 

Enter  Glostbb. 

Olo.  Stey  you,  that  bear  the  corse,  and  set  it  down. 

Anne,  What  black  madcian  conjures  up  this  fien(^ 
To  stop  devoted  charitable  deeds  ? 

Glo,  Villains,  set  down  the  corse ;  or,  by  Saint  Paul, 
111  make  a  corse  of  him  that  disobeys. 

1  Qent.  My  lord,  stand  back,  and  let  the  coffin  pass. 

Glo.  Unmanner'd  dog !  stand  thou  when  I  command : 
Advance  thy  halbert  higher  than  my  breast, 
Or,  by  Saint  Paul,  PU  strike  thee  to  my  foot. 
And  spurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  boldness. 

[_The  headers  set  doton  the  coffin. 

Anne.  What,  do  you  tremble  ?  are  you  all  afraid  ? 
Alas,  I  blame  you  not :  for  you  are  mortal. 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil. — 
Avaiint,  thou  dreadful  minister  of  hell ! 
Thou  hadst  but  power  over  his  mortal  body. 
His  soul  thou  canst  not  have ;  therefore,  be  gone. 

Glo.  Sweet  saint,  for  charity  be  not  so  curst. 

Anne.  Foul  devil,  for  God's  sake,  hence,  and  trouble  us  not; 
For  thou  hast  made  the  happy  earth  thy  nell, 
Fill'd  it  with  cursing  cries,  and  deep  exclaims. 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds. 
Behold  this  patternf  of  thy  butcheries  :— 
O,  gentlemen,  see,  see !  dead  Hennr's  wounds 
Open  their  congeal'd  mouths,  and  bleed  afresh ! 
Blush^  blush,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity ; 
For  'tis  thy  presence  that  exhales  this  blood 
From  cold  and  empty  veins,  where  no  blood  dwells ; 
Thy  deed,  inhuman  and  unnatural, 

Provokes  this  deluge  most  unnaturaL 

O  Qod^  which  this  Wood  madest,  revenge  his  death ! 
O  earth,  which  this  blood  drink'st,  revenge  his  death ! 
Either,  neaven,  with  lightning  strike  the  murderer  dead. 
Or,  earth,  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick ; 
As  thou  dost  swallow  up  this  good  king's  blooq, 
Which  his  hell-govem'd  arm  hath  butchered ! 

Glo.  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity. 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  blessings  for  curses. 

Anne.  Villain,  thdu  know'st  no  law  of  God  nor  man ; 
No  beast  so  fierce,  but  knows  some  touch  of  pity. 

*  Evil  disposition.  t  Bxanqde. 
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Glo,  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beast 

Anne.  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth ! 

Glo.  More  wonderrul,  when  angels  are  so  angry.— 
Vouchsafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  woman, 
Of  these  supposed  evils,  to  give  me  leave, 
By  oiroumstanoe,  hut  to  acquit  mjrself. 

Anne.  Vouchsafe,  diflUsed  infection  of  a  man,* 
For  these  known  evils,  hut  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumstance,  to  curse  thy  cursed  self. 

Glo.  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have 
Some  patient  leisure  to  excuse  myself. 

Awne.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee,  thou  ctmst  make 
No  excuse  current,  but  to  hang  thyself. 

Glo.  By  such  despair,  I  should  accuse  myself. 

Anne.  And,  by  despairing,  shalt  thou  stand  excused; 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thyself, 
Tlukt  didst  unworthy  slaughter  upon  others. 

Glo.  Say,  that  I  slew  them  not  ? 

Anne.  Why  then,  they  are  not  dead; 
But  dead  they  are,  and,  devilish  slave,  by  thoo. 

Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  husband. 

Anne.  Why,  then  he  is  ahve.' 

Glo.  Nay,  ne  is  dead :  and  slain  by  Edward's  hand. 

Anne.  In  thy  soul's  tnroat  thou  Uest ;  queen  Margaret  saw 
Thy  murderous  faulchion  smoking  in  ms  oldbd; 
The  which  thou  once  didst  bend  against  her  breast, 
But  that  thy  brothers  beat  aside  the  point. 

Glo.  I  was  provoked  by  her  slanderous  tongue, 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltless  shoulders. 

Awne.  Thou  wast  provoked  by  thy  bloody  mind, 
That  never  dreamt  on  au^ht  but  butcheries : 
Didst  thou  not  kill  this  kmg  ? 

Glo.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  Dost  grant  me,  hedge*ho^?  then  God  grant  me  too» 
Thou  mayst  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed ! 
O,  he  was  gentle,  mild,  and  virtuous. 

Glo.  The  fitter  for  the  King  of  heaven  that  hath  him. 

Anne.  He  is  in  heaven,  where  thou  shalt  never  come. 

Glo.  Let  him  thank  me,  that  holp  to  send  him  thither ; 
For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place,  than  earth. 

Anne.  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place  but  hell. 

Glo.  Yes,  one  place  else,  if  you  will  hear  me  name  it. 

Anne,  Some  dungeon. 

Glo.  Your  bed-chamber. 

Anne.  Ill  rest  betide  the  chamber  where  thou  liest 

Glo.  So  will  it,  madam,  till  I  he  with  you. 

Anne.  I  hope  so. 

Glo.  I  know  so.— But^  gentle  lady  Anne,— 
To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  pur  wits, 
And  fall  somewhat  into  a  slowerf  methods- 
Is  not  the  causer  of  the  timeless  deaths 

*  Wide-spreading  pestilence.  *  More  Mriova. 
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Of  these  Plaatttfen^  Heoiy,  and  Edward, 
As  blameM  as  the  executioner  ? 

Anne.  Thou  wast  the  cause,  and  most  accursed  effect 

Glo.  Your  beauty  was  the  cause  of  that  effect ; 
Your  beauty,  which  did  haunt  me  in  my  sleep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  th^  worldL 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  sweet  oosom. 

Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  teU  thee,  homicide. 
These  nails  should  rend  that  beauty  from  my  cheeks. 

Glo.  These  eyes  would  not  endure  that  b^aut/s  wreck. 
You  should  not  blemish  i1^  if  I  stood  by : 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  sun. 
So  I  by  that ;  it  is  my  day.  my  life. 

Anne.  Black  night  o'ersnade  thy  day,  and  death  thv  life ! 

Glo»  Curse  not  thyself,  fair  creature :  thou  art  both. 

Anne.  I  would  I  were,  to  be  revenged  on  thee. 

Glo.  It  is  a  quarrel  most  unnatural. 
To  be  revenged  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  just  and  reasonable. 
To  be  reveneed  on  him  that  kill'd  my  hustwnd. 

Glo.  He  that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  husband, 
Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  husband. 

Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  earth. 

Glo*  He  lives,  that  loves  you  better  than  he  could. 

Anne.  Name  nim. 

Glo.  Plantagehet. 

Anne.  Why.  that  was  he. 

Glo.  The  self-same  name,  but  one  of  better  nature. 

Anne.  Where  is  he? 

Glo.  Here :  [She  spits  at  him.']  Why  dost  thou  spit  at  me  P 

Anne.  'Would  it  were  mortal  poison,  for  thy  sake ! 

Glo.  Never  came  poison  from  so  sweet  a  place. 

Anne.  Never  hung  poison  on  a  fouler  toad. 
Out  of  my  sight !  thou  dost  infect  mine  eyes. 

Glo.  Tnine  eyes,  sweet  lady,  have  infected  mine. 

Anne.  'Would  tney  were  basilisks,  to  strike  thee  dead ! 

Glo.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once ; 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  Uving  death. 
Those  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  salt  tears, 
Shamed  their  asn^ts  with  store  of  childish  drops : 
These  eyes,  which  never  shed  remorseful*  tear,— 
Not,  when  my  father  York  and  Edward  wept, 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made. 
When  black-faced  Clifford  shook  his  sword  at  him : 
Nor  when  thy  warUke  father,  like  a  child. 
Told  the  sad  story  of  my  father's  death ; 
And  twenty  times  made  pause,  to  sob,  and  weep. 
That  all  the  standers-bv  had  wet  their  cheeks. 
Like  trees  bedash'd  with  rain :  in  that  sad  time. 
My  manly  eyes  did  scorn  an  humble  tear ; 
And  whui  these  sorrows  could  not  thence  exhale, 

*  PitifoL 
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Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  wiUi  weeping. 

I  never  sued  to  friend,  nor  enemy ; 

My  tongue  could  never  learn  sweet  soothing  W(nd ; 

But  now  thy  beauty  is  proposed  my  fee, 

My  proud  heart  sues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  speak. 

IShe  look*  acori^ulljf  at  him. 
Teach  not  thy  lip  such  scorn ;  for  it  was  made 
For  kissing,  lady,  not  for  such  contempt. 
If  thv  revengeful  heart  cannot  for^ve, 
Lo !  here  I  lend  thee  this  sharp-pointed  sword, 
Which  if  thou  please  to  hide  in  this  Ixne  breast, 
And  let  the  soul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  stroke, 
And  humbbr  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

\_Se  lays  Ms  breast  open;  she  offers  ai  it  with  his  sword. 
Nay,  do  not  pause ;  for  I  did  kill  king  Henry ; — 
But  'twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
May,  now  despatch ;  'twas  I  tha4i  stabb'd  young  Edward  ;— 

I  She  again  offers  at  Ms  breast. 
But  'twas  thy  heavenly  face  that  set  me  on. 

[She  leUfaU  the  sword. 
Take  up  the  sr^ord  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arisen  dissembler :  though  I  wish  thy  death, 
I  will  not  be  tny  executioner. 

Glo.  Then  bid  me  kill  myself,  and  1  will  do  it. 

Anne.  I  have  already. 

Qlo.  That  was  in  thy  rage : 
Speak  it  again,  an<L  even  with  the  word. 
This  hand,  wmch,  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  lov^ 
Shall,  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  love ; 
To  both  their  deaths  shalt  thou  be  accessory. 

Anne.  I  would,  I  knew  thy  heart. 

Olo.  'Tis  figured  in  my  tongue. 

Anne.  I  fear  me,  both  are  false. 

Olo.  Then  man  was  never  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  sword. 

Olo.  S^  then,  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne.  That  shall  you  know  hereafber. 

Olo.  But  shall  I  five  in  hope  ? 

Anne.  All  men,  I  hope,  Uve  so. 

Olo.  Vouchsafe  to  wear  this  ring. 

Anne.  To  take,  is  not  to  give.  [She  puts  on  the  ring. 

Olo.  Look,  how  this  ring  encompasseth  thy  finger, 
Even  so  thy  breast  encloseth  my  poor  hearty 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  are  thme. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  servant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand. 
Thou  dost  confirm  his  happiness  for  ever. 

Anne.  What  is  it? 

Olo.  That^i  it  may  please  you  leave  th^e  sad  designs 
To  him  that  hath  more  cause  to  be  a  mourner. 
And  presently  repair  to  Crosby-place ; 
Where— after  I  have  solemnly  inteftr'd. 
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At  Chertse^  monastery,  this  noble  king, 
And  wet  his  srave  with  my  repentant  tears,— 
I  will  with  all  exi)edient  duty  see  you : 
For  divers  unknown  reasons,  I  beseech  you. 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  much  it  joys  me  too, 
To  see  you  are  become  so  penitent. — 
Tressel,  and  Berkeley,  go  along  with  me. 

Olo.  Bid  me  Jewell. 

Anne,  'Tis  more  than  you  deserve : 
But,  since  you  teach  me  now  to  flatter  you. 
Imagine  I  have  said  farewell  abready. 

[Sxeunt  Ladt  Aknb,  Tbessbl,  and  BERKELEY. 

Glo.  Take  up  the  corse.  Sirs. 

Gent.  Towards  Chertsey,  noble  lord  ? 

Glo,  No,  to  White-Friars ;  there  attend  my  coming. 

[JSxeunt  the  reety  %oitk  the  corse. 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  woo'd  ? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  ? 
Ill  have  her,— but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 
What !  I,  that  kiU'd  her  husband  and  his  father. 
To  take  her  in  her  hearts  extremest  hate ; 
With  curses  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eyes. 
The  bleeding  witness  of  her  hatred  by ; 
With  God,  her  conscience,  and  these  bars  against  me. 
And  I  no  friends  to  back  my  suit  withal. 
But  the  plain  devil,  and  dissembling  looks, 
And  yet  to  win  her,— all  the  world  to  notmng ! 
Ha! 

Hath  she  foreot  already  that  brave  prince, 
Edward,  her  lord,  whom  I  some  three  months  since, 
Stabb'd  in  my  angry  mood  at  Tewksbury  ? 
A  sweeter  and  a  loveUer  gentleman, — 
Framed  in  the  prodigahty  of  nature, 
Young,  valiant,  wise,  anct  no  doubt  right  royal,— 
The  spacious  world  cannot  again  afford : 
And  will  she  yet  abase  her  eyes  on  me. 
That  cropp'd  the  golden  prime  of  this  sweet  prince, 
And  made  her  widow  to  a  woeful  bed  ? 
On  me,  whose  all  not  equals  Edward's  moiety  ? 
On  me.  that  halt,  and  am  misshapen  thus  ? 
My  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier  * 
I  do  mistake  my  person  au  this  while : 
Upon  my  life,  she  finds,  although  I  cannot. 
Myself  to  be  a  marvellous  i)roper  man. 
I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  loolung-glass ; 
And  entertain  a  score  or  two  of  tailors. 
To  study  fashions  to  adorn  my  body : 
Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  myself, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  some  little  cost. 
But,  first,  I'll  turn  you  fellow  in  his  grave ; 

*  The  twelfth  part  of  a  Frencn  mw. 
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And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  loye.— 

Shine  out,  fair  sun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glaafl^ 

That  I  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass.  [£mt. 

SCENE  in.^The  tame,    A  Room  i»  the  Palace, 
Enter  QiJEEN  ELIZABETH,  LOBD  BlYBBS,  and  LoBD  Gbbt. 

Sim,  Have  patience,  madam ;  there's  no  doubt  his  majesty 
Will  soon  recover  his  aocustom'd  health. 

Orey,  In  that  you  iHrook  it  ill,  it  makes  him  worse : 
Therefore,  for  God's  sake,  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  grace  with  quick  and  merry  words. 

Q.  Eliz.  K  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  of  me  ? 

Qrey.  No  other  harm,  but  loss  of  such  a  lord. 

Q.  Eliz.  The  loss  of  such  a  lord  includes  all  harms. 

Qrep.  The  heavens  have  bless'd  you  with  a  goodly  son. 
To  be  your  comforter,  when  he  is  g[one. 

Q.  Eliz,  Ah,  he  is  young :  and  his  minority 
Is  put  into  the  trust  of  Eionard  Gloster, 
A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 

Siv.  Is  it  concluded,  he  shall  be  protectee*? 

Q.  Eliz,  It  is  determined,  not  concluded  yet: 
But  so  it  must  be,  if  the  king  miscarry. 

Enter  BUCKINGHAM  and  STAin[iEY. 

Qrey,  Here  come  the  lords  of  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 

Bi»4ik,  Gk>od  time  of  day*  unto  yo\a  royal  grace ! 

StoA^.  God  make  your  majesty  joyful  as  you  have  been ! 

Q.  EUz.  The  countess  Richmond,  good  my  lord  of  Stanle»y, 
To  your  good  prayer  will  scarcely  say— amen. 
Yet  Stamey,  notwithstanding  she's  your  wife. 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  good  lord,  assured, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stan.  I  do  beseech  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  slanders  of  her  false  accusers; 
Or,  if  she  be  accused  on  true  report, 
B^  with  her  weakness,  which,  I  think,  proceeds 
Erom  wayward  sickness,  and  no  grounded  malice. 

Q.  Eliz,  Saw  you  the  king  to-day,  my  lord  of  Stanley  ? 

Stan.  But  now^  the  duke  of  Buclangham,  and  I, 
Are  come  from  visiting  his  majesty. 

Q.  Eliz.  What  likehhood  of  his  amendment,  lords  ? 

Each.  Madam,  good  hope :  his  grace  speaks  cheerfully. 

Q.  EUz.  God  grant  him  health !   Did  you  confer  with  him  ? 

Buck.  Ay,  madam :  he  desires  to  make  atonement 
Between  the  duke  of  Gloster  and  your  brothers, 
And  between  them  and  my  lord  cnamberlain ; 
And  sent  to  warn*  them  to  his  presence. 

Q.  EUz.  Would  all  were  well !— But  that  will  never  be  ;— 
I  fear  our  happiness  is  at  the  height. 

*  Summon. 
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JSkter  Glostbb,  Hastikgs,  and  Bobset. 

Olo,  They  do  me  wrons,  and  I  will  not  endure  it  .*— 
Who  are  they,  that  oomplain  unto  the  king, 
That  I,  forsooth,  am  stern^  and  love  them  not  ? 
By  hohr  Paul,  they  love  his  grace  hut  lightly, 
That  fill  his  ear  with  such  dissentious  rumours. 
Because  I  cannot  flatter,  and  speak  fair. 
Smile  in  men's  faces,  smooth,  deceive,  and  cog, 
Duck  with  French  nods  and  i^ish  courtesy, 
I  must  he  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 
Cannot  a  plain  man  live,  and  think  no  harm. 
But  thus  his  simi>le  truth  must  he  ahused 
By  silken,  sly,  insinuating  Jacks  ? 

Orey.  To  whom  in  all  this  presence  speaks  your  grace  ? 

Olo.  To  thee,  that  hast  nor  honesty,  nor  grace. 
When  have  I  i^jured  thee  ?  when  done  thee  wrong  ? — 
Or  thee  ? — or  thee  ?— or  any  of  your  fSEiction  ? 
Aplague  upon  you  all  I    His  royal  grace,— 
Whom  God  preserve  hotter  than  you  would  wish  !— 
Cannot  he  quiet  scarce  a  breathing-while. 
But  you  must  trouble  him  with  lewd*  complaints. 

Q.  SUz,  Brother  of  Gloster,  you  mistake  the  matter : 
The  king,  of  his  own  royal  disposition. 
And  not  provoked  by  any  suitor  else ; 
Aiming,  Belike,  at  your  interior  hatred. 
That  in  your  outvmrd  action  shows  itself. 
Against  my  children,  brothers,  and  myself, 
;ii^es  him  to  send ;  that  thereby  he  may  gather 
The  ground  of  vour  ill-will,  and  so  remove  it. 

Geo.  t  cannot  tell ;— The  world  is  grown  so  bad. 
That  wrens  may  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch : 
Since  every  Jackr  became  a  gentleman, 
There's  many  a  gentle  person  made  a  Jack. 

Q.  Miz.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning,  brother  Gloster ; 
Tou  envy  my  advancement,  and  mv  friends ; 
God  grant,  we  never  may  have  need  of  you ! 

Glo.  Meantime,  God  erants  that  we  have  need  of  you : 
Our  brother  is  imprisoned  by  your  means. 
Myself  disgraced,  and  the  nobility 
Held  in  contempt ;  while  great  promotions 
Are  daily  given,  to  ennoble  those 
That  scarc^some  two  days  since,  were  worth  a  noble. 

Q.  Miz.  By  Him,  that  raised  me  to  this  careful  height 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy'd, 
I  never  did  incense  his  majesty 
Against  the  duke  of  Clarence,  but  have  been 
An  earnest  advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  lord-  you  do  me  shameful  injury. 
Falsely  to  draw  me  in  these  vile  suspects. 

Glo.  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  cause 
Of  my  lord  Hastmgs*  late  imprisonment. 

*  Rude,  ignorant.  t  LowfeUow. 
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Eiv.  She  may,  my  lord ;  for 

Glo.  She  may,  lord  Elvers  ?— Why,  who  knows  not  so  ? 
She  may  .do  more,  Sir,  than  denying  that : 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments ; 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein. 
And  lay  those  honours  on  your  high  desert. 
What  may  she  not  ?    She  may,— ay,  marry  may  she, 

Hiv.  What,  marry,  may  she  ? 

Glo.  What,  marry,  may  she  ?  marry  with  a  king, 
A  hachelor,  a  handsome  stripling  too : 
I  wis,*  your  grandam  had  a  worser  match. 

Q.  Eliz.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  I  have  too  long  borne 
Your  blunt  upbraidings,  and  your  bitter  scoflfe : 
By  heaven,  I  will  acquaint  his  majesty. 
Of  these  gross  taunts  I  often  have  endured, 
I  had  rather  be  a  country  servant-maid. 
Than  a  great  aueen,  with  this  condition- 
To  be  so  baited,  scom*d,  and  stormed  at  : 
Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  queen. 

Enter  QnEEK  Mabgabet,  behind, 

Q.  Mar.  iaside^.  And  lessened  be  that  small,  God,  I  beseech 
thee ! 
Thy  honour,  state,  and  seat,  is  due  to  me. 

Olo.  What  ?  Threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  king  ? 
Tell  him,  and  spare  not :  look,  what  I  have  said 
I  will  avouch,  in  presence  of  the  king : 
I  dare  adventure  to  be  sent  to  the  Tower. 
'Tis  time  to  speak,  mv  painsf  are  quite  forgot. 

Q.  Mar.  [aside'].  Out,  devil !  I  remember  them  too  well: 
Thou  kill'dst  my  husband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward,  my  poor  son,  at  Tewksbury. 

Glo,  Ere  you  were  queen,  ay,  or  your  husband  king, 
I  was  a  pack-horse  in  his  great  afifairs ; 
A  weeder-out  of  his  proud  adversaries, 
A  Hberal  rewarder  of  his  ftiends ; 
To  royalizet  his  blood,  I  spilt  mv  own. 

Q.  Mar.  {aside] .  Ay,  and  much  better  blood  than  his,  or  thine. 

Glo.  In  all  which  time,  you,  and  your  husband  Grey, 
Were  factious  for  the  house  of  Lancaster ; — 
And,  Rivers,  so  were  you : — Was  not  your  husband 
In  Margaret's  battle  §  at  Saint  Albans  slain  ? 
I^et  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget. 
What  you  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  you  are ; 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

Q.  Mar.  [aside'].  A  murd'rous  villain,  and  so  still  thou  art. 

Glo.  Poor  Clarence  did  forsake  his  father  Warwick, 
Ay,  and  forswore  himself, — Which  Jesu  pardon  I — 

Q.  Mar.  Umde'].  Which  God  revenge ! 

u-U).  To  nght  on  Edward's  party,  for  the  crown 
And,  for  his  meed,  poor  lord,  he  is  mew'd  up 

*  Think.  f  Labours.  }  Make  royal.  S  Amy. 
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I  would  to  God,  my  heart  were  flint  like  Edward's, 
Or  Edward's  soft  and  pitiful  like  mine ; 
I  am  too  childish-foolish  for  this  world. 

Q.  Mar.  [aside'].  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  shame,  and  leave  this 
world, 
Thou  cacodsemon  !*  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

Biv.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  in  those  busy  days. 
Which  here  you  urge,  to  prove  us  enemies, 
"We  followed  then  our  lord,  our  lawful  king ; 
So  should  we  you,  if  you  should  be  our  king. 

Olo.  If  I  should  be  ?— I  had  rather  be  a  pedlar ; 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof ! 

Q.  Miz.  As  Uttle  joy,  my  lord,  as  you  suppose, 
You  should  enjoy,  were  you  this  country's  king ; 
As  little  joy  you  may  suppose  in  me. 
That  I  enjoy,  beuag  the  queen  thereof. 

Q.  Mar.  laside'l.  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  queen  thereof; 
For  I  am  she,  and  altogether  joyless. 

I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient. —  [Advancing, 

Hear  me,  you  wrangling  pirates,  that  fiUl  out 
In  sharing  that  wMch you  have  pilVdf  ftx>m  me: 
Which  of  vou  trembles  not,  that  looks  on  me  ? 
If  not,  that,  I  being  queen,  you  bow  like  subjects ; 
Yet  that,  by  you  deposed,  you  quake  like  rebels  ?— 
Ah,  gentle  J  villain,  do  not  turn  away ! 

Glo.  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'st  thou  in  my  sight? 

Q.  Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  hast  marr'd ; 
That  will  I  make  before  I  let  thee  go. 

Glo.  Wert  thou  not  banish'd  on  -pam  of  death  ? 

Q.  Mar.  I  was  \  but  I  do  find  more  pain  in  banishment, 
Than  death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode. 
A  husband,  and  a  son,  thou  ow'st  to  me, — 
And  thou,  a  kingdom ;— all  of  you,  allegiance : 
This  sorrow  that  I  have,  by  right  is  yours; 
And  all  the  pleasures  you  usurp  are  mine. 

Olo,  The  curse  my  noble  fatner  laid  on  thee, — 
When  thou  didst  crown  his  warlike  brows  with  paper. 
And  with  thy  scorns  dreVst  rivers  from  his  eyes ; 
And  then,  to  dry  them,  eaVst  the  duke  a  clout 
Steep'd  in  the  faultless  blood  of  pretty  Rutland;— 
His  curses,  then  from  bitterness  of  soul 
denounced  against  thee  are  all  fall'n  upon  thee; 
And  God,  not  we,  hath  plagued  §  thy  bloody  deed. 

Q.  Miz.  So  just  is  God  to  right  the  innocent. 

Mast.  O,  'twas  the  foulest  deed  to  slay  that  babe, 
And  the  most  merciless  that  e'er  was  heard  of. 

Biv.  Tyrants  themselves  wept  when  it  was  reported. 

Dor.  No  man  but  prophesied  revenge  for  it. 

Buck.  Northumberland,  then  presents  wept  to  see  it. 

Q.  Mar,  What !  were  you  snarling  all  before  I  came, 

*  Corrapt  devil.  f  PiUagred. 

t  Spoken  ironicaUy.  4  PnniBhtd. 
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.  Eeady  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, 
.And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  ? 
Did  York's  dread  curse  prevail  so  much  with  heaten. 
That  Henry's  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death, 
Their  kinedom's  loss,  my  woeful  banishment^ 
Gould  all  but  answer  for  that  peevish  brat  ? 
Can  curses  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heaven  ?— 
Why,  then  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick  curses  !— 
Though  not  by  war,  by  surfeit  die  your  long, 
As  ours  by  murder,  to  make  him  a  king! 
Edward,  thy  son,  that  now  is  prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward,  my  son,  that  was  prince  of  Wales, 
Die  in  his  youth,  by  like  untimely  violence  I 
ThysjBlf  a  queen,  for  me  that  was  a  queen. 
OutUve  thy  glory,  like  my  wretched  self  f 
Long  mayst  thou  live  to  wail  thy  children's  Vm ; 
And  see  another,  as  I  see  thee  now, 
Deck'd  in  thy  rights  as  thou  art  stall'd  in  mine ! 
Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death ; 
And,  after  many  lengthened  hours  of  grief, 
Die,  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  En^^d's  queen ! 
Eivers,— and  Dorset — you  were  stimders  oy, — 
And  so  wast  thou,  lord  Hastings,— when  my  son 
Was  stabbed  with  bloody  daggws;  God,  I  nray  him. 
That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age, 
But  by  some  unlook* d  accident  cut  off ! 

Olo.  Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateftil  withered  hag. 

Q.  Mar,  And  leave  out  thee  ?  stay,  dog,  for  thou  shalt  near  inBu 
If  heaven  have  anv  grievous  i^lague  m  store. 
Exceeding  those  that  I  can  wish  upon  thee, 
O,  let  them  keen  it,  till  thy  sins  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  the  troubler  of  the  poor  w<Nrld's  peace. 
The  worm  of  conscience  still  b^piaw  thy  soul ! 
Thy  friends  suspect  for  traitors  while  thou  Uv^st, 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  dearest  friends ! 
No  sleep  close  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine^ 
Unless  it  be  while  some  tormentins  dream 
AfEHghts  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils ! 
Thou  elvish-marked  abortive,  rooting  *  hog !    ■ 
Thou  that  wast  seal'd  in  thy  nativi^ 
The  slave  of  nature,  and  the  son  of  nell ! 
Thou  slander  of  thy  mother's  heavv  wmnb ! 
Thou  loathed  issue  of  thy  father's  loins ! 
Thou  rag  of  honour !  thou  detested— 

Oh.  Margaret. 

Q,  Mar.  Eichard ! 
^lo.  Ha? 

!.  Mar.  I  call  thee  not. 
^lo.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then,  for  I  did  think. 
That  thou  hadst  call'd  me  all  these  bitter  names. 

*  GroveUiniT}  with  snout  tamed  towards  tiM  gToand. 


ol 


y  Google 


a  J 

Ojeti 


seXNS  ULI  king  BICHIXD  HL  279 

Mar,  Why.  so  I  did :  but  look'd  for  no  reply. 

,    it  me  make  tne  period  to  my  curse. 

Olo.  'Tis  done  by  me ;  and  ends  in— Margaret. 

Q.  Miz.  Thus  have  you  breath'd  your  curse  against  yourseUl 

Q.  Mar.  Poor  painted  queen,  vain  flouni^  of  my  fortune ! 
Why  strew'st  thou  sugar  on  that  bottled  *  spider, 
Whose  deadly  web  ensnareth  thee  about  ? 
Fool,  fool !  thou  whef  st  a  knife  to  kill  thyself. 
The  day  will  come  that  thou  shalt  wish  for  me 
To  help  thee  curse  this  pois'nous  bunch-baok'd  toad. 

SaH.  False-boding  woman,  end  thjr  fhintio  curse ; 
Lest,  to  thy  harm,  thou  move  our  patience. 

Q.  Mar.  Foul  shame  upon  you !  you  have  all  moved  mine. 

£iv.  Were  you  well  served,  you  would  be  taught  your  duty. 

Q.  Mar.  To  serve  me  well,  you  all  should  do  me  duty, 
Teach  me  to  be  your  queen,  and  you  my  subiects : 
O,  serve  me  wel(  and  teach  yourselves  that  duty. 

Dor.  Dispute  not  with  her,  she  is  lunatic. 

Q.  Mar.  reace,  master  marquis,  you  are  malapert : 
Your  fire-new  stiunp  of  honour  is  scarce  current :  f 
O,  that  your  young  nobiUty  could  judge. 
What  'twere  to  lose  it,  and  be  miserable ! 
They  that  stand  high,  have  many  blasts  to  shake  them ; 
AncL  if  they  fall,  they  dash  themselves  to  pieces. 

Olo.  Grood  counsel,  marry ;— learn  it,  learn  it,  marquis. 

Dor.  It  touches  you,  my  lord,  as  much  as  me. 

Olo.  Ay,  and  much  more :  but  I  was  bom  so  high, 
Our  aiery  t  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top. 
And  dalhes  with  the  wind,  and  scorns  the  sun. 

Q.  Mar.  And  turns  the  sun  to  shade ;— alas,  alas ! 
Witness  my  son,  now  in  the  shade  of  death ; 
Whose  bright  out-shining  beams  thy  doudy  wrath 
Hatii  in  eternal  darkness  folded  up. 
Your  aiery  buildeth  in  our  aiery's  nest : 
O  God,  that  see'st  it  do  not  suffer  it ; 
As  it  was  won  with  olood,  lost  be  it  so ! 

Buck.  Peace,  peace,  for  shame,  if  not  for  charity. 

Q.  Mar.  Urge  neither  charity  nor  shame  to  me ; 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt, 
And  shamefmly  by  you  my  nopes  are  butcher'd. 
My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  shame,— 
And  in  niv  shame  still  Uve  my  sorrow's  rage ! 

Buck.  Have  done,  have  done. 

Q.  Mar.  O  princely  Buckingham,  I  kiss  thy  hand, 
In  sign  of  league  and  amity  with  thee : 
Now  fair  befall  thee,  and  thy  noble  house ! 
Thy  garments  are  not  spotted  with  our  blood. 
Nor  thou  within  the  compass  of  my  curse. 

Buck.  Nor  no  one  here ;  for  curses  never  pass 
The  lips  of  those  that  breathe  them  in  the  air. 

*  Defonned.  t  He  had  just  been  created  marquis  of  DorM>t. 

t  Eajfle's  ucit. 
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Q.  ilf<»r.  Ill  not  believe  but  ther  ascend  the  slgr, 
And  there  awake  God's  gentle-sleeping  peaoe. 

0  Buckingham,  beware  of  ponder  dog ; 

Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites ;  and,  when  he  bites, 
His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death : 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him ; 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  have  set  their  marks  on  him ; 
And  all  their  ministers  attend  on  him. 

Glo.  What  doth  she  say,  my  lord  of  Buckingham  ? 

£uck.  Nothing  that  I  respect,  my  gracious  lord. 

Q.  Mar.  What,  dost  thou  scorn  me  for  my  gentle  counsel  ? 
And  soothe  the  devil  that  I  warn  thee  from  ? 
O,  but  remember  this  another  day, 
When  he  shall  spUt  thy  very  heart  with  sorrow ; 
And  say.  poor  Jdjargaret  was  a  prophetess.— 
Live  each  of  you  the  subjects  to  his  hate. 
And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's.  [Exit, 

Hast  Mv  hair  doth  stand  on  end  to  hear  her  curses. 

Riv.  And  so  doth  mine ;  I  muse.  *  why  she's  at  Uberty. 

Glo.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  mother ; 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

O.  Eliz,  1  never  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge. 

Glo.  Yet  you  have  all  tiie  'vantage  of  her  wrong; 

1  was  too  hot  to  do  somebody  good, 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  or  it  now. 
Marry,  as  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repaid ; 
He  is  nrank'd  f  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains ; — 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  cause  thereof ! 

Riv.  A  virtuous  and  a  Christian-like  conclusion, 
To  pray  for  them  that  hath  done  scathe  to  us. 

Glo.  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advised ; — 
For  had  I  cursed  now,  I  had  curded  myselt  [Adde, 

Enter  Catesbt. 

Caies.  Madam,  his  majesty  doth  call  for  you, — 
And  for  your  grace,-— and  you.  my  noble  lords. 

Q.  EUz.  Catesby,  I  come: — ^Lords,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Riv,  Madam,  we  will  attend  upon  your  grace. 

{Exeunt  all  hut  GlosTSB. 

Glo.  I  do  the  wrong,  and  first  begin  ix)  brawl. 
The  secret  mischiefs  that  I  set  abroach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence,— whom  I,  indeed.  Have  laid  in  darkness^— 
I  do  beweep  to  many  simple  gulls ; 
Namely,  to  Stanley,  Hastings,  Buckingham ; 
And  tell  them— 'tis  the  queen  and  her  allien 
That  stir  the  king  against  the  duke  my  brotW 
Now  they  believe  it :  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  reveng[ed  on  Havers,  Vaughan,  Grey : 
But  then  I  sigh,  and,  with  a  piece  of  scripture. 
Tell  them— that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  eviL 

*  Wonder.  t  Pat  in  a  stye. 
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And  thus  I  clothe  my  naked  villany 

With  old  odd  ends,  stol'n  forth  of  holy  writ; 

And  seem  a  saint,  when  most  I  play  the  deviL 

JSnter  two  MUEDEBEES. 

But  soft,  here  come  tny  executioners. — 
How  now,  my  hardy,  stoul^  resolved  mates  ? 
Are  you  now  going  to  despatch  this  thing  ? 

1  Murd.  We  are,  my  lord :  and  come  to  have  the  warrant. 
That  we  mav  be  admitted  wnere  he  is. 

Glo.  Well  thought  upon,  1  have  it  here  about  me. 

[Gives  the  warrant 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crosby-place. 
But,  Sirs,  be  sudden  in  the  execution, 
WitnaJ  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead ; 
Por  Clarence  is  well  spoken,  an<L  perhaps. 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pity,  ir  you  mark  him. 

1  Murd.  Tut,  tut,  my  lord,  we  will  not  stand  to  prate, 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  assured. 
We  go  to  use  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

Olo.  Your  eyes  drop  mill-stones,  when  fools'  eyes  drop  tears : 
I  like  you,  lads :— about  your  business  straight ; 
Go,  go,  despatch. 

1  MMrd.  We  will,  my  noble  lord.  [Exeunt 

8CENJE  IV.-^The  same.    A  Room  in  the  Tower. 
Enter  CLiEENCE  a/nd  Beakenbuey. 

BraJc.  Why  looks  your  grace  so  heavily  to-day  ? 

Cla/r.  O,  I  nave  pass'd  a  miserable  night, 
So  full  of  learful  dreams,  of  ugly  sights. 
That,  as  I  am  a  Christian  faithful  *m£gi, 
I  would  not  spend  another  such  a  night. 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days ; 
So  full  of  dismal  terror  was  the  time. 

Brah.  What  was  your  dream,  my  lord  ?  I  pray  you,  tell  me. 

Clar.  Methought,  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Tower, 
And  was  embarkM  to  cross  to  Burgundy ; 
And,  in  my  company,  my  brother  Gloster : 
Who,  from  my  cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  hatches ;  thence  we  look'd  toward  England, 
And  cited  up  a  thousand  heavy  times. 
During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancaster, 
That  had  befalPn  us.    As  we  paced  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatches, 
Methought  that  Gloster  stumbled ;  and,  in  falling. 
Struck  me,  that  thought  to  stay  him,  over-board. 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  mam. 
O  Lord !  methought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown ! 
What  dreadful  noise  of  water  in  mine  ears  1 
What  sights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes ! 

*  Kotapagan. 
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Methought  I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wrecks ; 

A  thousana  men,  that  fishes  gnaw'd  upon ; 

Wed^  of  gold,  great  anchors  heaps  of  pearl, 

Inestimable  stones,  unvalued*  iewels. 

All  scatter'd  in  the  bottom  of  tne  sea. 

Some  lay  in  dead  men's  skulls ;  and,  in  those  holes 

Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 

(As  'twere  in  scorn  of  eyes)  reflectins  gems, 

That  woo'd  the  slimy  bottom  of  the  deep. 

And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  scatter'd  by. 

Brak.  Had  you  such  leisure  in  the  time  of  death. 
To  gaze  upon  these  secrets  of  the  deep  ? 

Clar.  Methought,  I  had ;  and  often  did  I  strive 
To  yield  the  ghost :  but  stiU  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  soul,  and  would  not  let  it  fortiii 
To  seek  the  empty,  vast,  and  wand'ring  air ; 
But  smother'd  it  within  my  pontine  lmlk,t 
Which  almost  burst  to  belch  it  in  the  sea. 

Brak,  Awaked  you  not  witii  this  sore  agony  P 

Clar.  C,  '^o,  my  dream  was  lengthen'd  after  life ; 
O,  then  b^an  the  tempest  to  mv  soul ! 
Ipass'd,  methought,  the  melancnoly  flood, 
With  that  gfrim  ferryman  which  poets  write  of, 
Unto  the  kmgdom  of  perpetual  mght 
The  first  that  there  did  greet  my  stranger  soul, 
Was  mjr  great  fother-in-law,  renowned  Warwick, 
Who  cried  aloud, —  Whai  scourge  for  perjury 
Can  this  dark  monarchy  afford  false  Clarence  J 
And  so  he  vanish'd :  Then  came  wand'ring  by 
A  shadow  like  an  angeL  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood ;  and  ne  shriek^  out  aloud, — 
Clarence  is  come,— false,  fleetktg,  pcTJured  ClarencSf-^ 
That  stahVd  me  in  the  field  by  Tewksbury, — 
Seize  on  him,  furies,  take  him  to  your  torments  ! 
With  that,  methought,  a  le^on  of  foul  fiends 
Environ'd  me,  and  howled  m  mine  ears 
Such  hideous  cries,  that,  with  the  very  noise, 
I  trembling  wak^ed,  an(L  for  a  season  after. 
Could  not  beUeve  but  that  I  was  in  hell ; 
Such  terrible  impression  made  my  dream. 

Brak,  No  marvel,  lord,  though  it  a&ighted  you ! 
I  am  afraid^ethinxs,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Clar,  O,  Brakenbury,  I  have  done  these  things— 
That  now  give  evidence  against  my  soul, — 
For  Edward's  salce ,  and,  see,  how  he  requites  me  !- 
O  God !  if  my  4eep  pr  ^ers  cannot  appease  thee, 
But  thou  wilt  be  a\c^nged  on  mv  misdeeds, 
YTet  execute  th^  wrath  on  me  alone : 

0  spare  my  guiltless  wife,  and  my  poor  children ! 

1  pray  thee,  gentle  keeper,  stay  by  me ; 
My  soul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  sleep. 

«  Inviauable.  *  Body. 
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JBrak.  1  will,  my  k»d;  God  give  your  grace  ^ood  rest  !— 

[Claseitcb  reposet  hmtelf  <m  a  ekair» 
Sorrow  breaks  seasons,  and  reposing  hours 
Makes  the  nisht  morning,  and  the  noon-tide  night. 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories,  • 

An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil; 
And,  for  unfelt  imaginations, 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  restless  cares :     • 
So  that,  between  their  title&  and  low  name, 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 

MUer  the  two  MuBDEEBBS. 

1  Murd,  Ho  I  who's  here  ? 

Brak,  What  wouldst  thou,  fellow?   and  how  oam'st  thou 
hither? 

1  Murd,  I  would  speak  with  Clarence,  and  I  came  hither  on 
my  legs. 

Br  ok.  What,  so  brief? 

2  Mwrd,  O,  Sir,  'tis  better  to  be  brief  than  tedious :— 
Let  him  see  our  commission ;  talk  no  more. 

\^A  paper  is  delivered  to  Bbakenbubt,  who  readt  it, 
Brdk.  I  am,  m  this,  commanded  to  deUver 
The  noble  duke  of  Clsurence  to  your  hands : — 
I  will  not  reason  what  is  meant  thereby. 
Because  I  will  be  guiltless  of  the  meaning. 
Here  are  the  keys ;— there  sits  the  duke  asleep : 
I'll  to  the  king ;  and  signify  to  him. 
That  thus  to  you  I  have  resign'd  my  charge. 

1  Murd.  You  may,  Sir ;  'tis  a  point  of  wisdom : 

Fare  you  well  [Sxit  Bbakbnbxtbt. 

2  Murd,  What,  shall  we  stab  him  as  he  sleeps  ? 

1  Murd.  No ;  he'll  say,  'twas  done  cowardly,  when  he  wakes. 

2  Murd.  When  he  wakes !  why,  fool,  he  shall  never  wake  until 
the  great  judsment  day. 

1  Mura,  Why,  then  he'll  say,  we  stabb'd  him  sleeping. 

2  Murd,  The  urging  of  that  word,  judgment,  hath  b^  a  kind 
ofremorReinme. 

1  Murd.  What?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

2  Murd.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  warrant  for  it ;  but  to  be 
damn'd  for  killing  him,  firom  the  which  no  warrant  can  de- 
fend me. 

1  Murd,  I  thought,  thou  hadst  been  resolute. 

2  Murd.  So  I  am,  to  let  him  live. 

1  Murd,  111  back  to  the  duke  of  Gloster,  and  tell  him  so. 

2  Murd.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  stay  a  little :  I  hope,  this  holy  humour 
of  mine  will  change;  it  was  wont  to  hold  me  but  while  one 
would  tell  twenty. 

1  Murd.  How  dost  thou  feel  thyself  now  ? 

2  Murd,  ^Paith  some  certain  dregs  of  conscience  are 
within  me. 

1  Murd,  Bemember  our  reward,  when  the  deed 's  done. 

2  Murd,  Come,  he  dies ;  1  had  forgot  the  reward. 
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1  Miurd,  Where's  thy  conscience  now  ? 

2  Jf^rd.  In  the  duke  of  Gloster*s  purse. 

1  Mwrd.  So  when  he  opens  his  purse  to  give  us  our  reward, 
thy  conscience  flies  out 

2  Mwd,  'Tis  no  matter;  let  it  go;  there's  few  or  none,  will 
entertain  it 

1  Murd.  What,  if  it  come  to  thee  again  P 

2  Mv/rd,  I'll  not  •meddle  with  it,  it  is  a  danfferous  thing,  it 
makes  a  man  a  coward;  a  man  cannot  steal,  but  it  aoeuseth 
him ;  a  man  cannot  swear,  but  it  checks  him ;  a  man  cannot  lie 
with  his  neighbour's  wife,  but  it  detects  him :  "Tis  a  blushing 
shame-faced  spirit,  that  mutinies  in  a  man's  bosom :  it  fills  one 
full  of  obstacles :  it  made  me  once  restore  a  purse  oi  gold,  that 
by  chance  I  found ;.  it  beggars  anv  man  that  keeps  it ;  it  is  tn!med 
out  of  all  towns  and  cities  for  a  dangerous  thing ;  and  every  man, 
that  means  to  Uve  well,  endeavours  to  trust  to  mmself,  and  live 
without  it 

1  Mwrd,  'Zounds,  it  is  even  now  at  my  elbow,  persuading  me 
not  to  kill  the  duke. 

2  Mwrd.  Take  the  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  him  not :  he 
would  insinuate  with  thee,  but  to  make  thee  sigh. 

1  Mwrd,  I  am  strong-framed,  he  cannot  prevail  with  me. 

2  Mwrd,  Spoke  like  a  tall*  fellow,  that  respects  his  reputation. 
Come,  shall  we  fall  to  work  ? 

1  Mwrd,  Take  him  over  the  costardf  with  the  hilts  of  thy 
Bword,  and  then  throw  him  into  the  mahnsey-butt,  in  the  next 
room. 

2  Mwrd,  O  excellent  device !  and  make  a  sop  of  him. 

1  Murd,  Soft !  he  wakes. 

2  Mwrd.  Strike. 

1  Mwrd,  No,  well  reason  t  with  him. 

Cla/r,  Where  art  thou,  keeper ;  give  me  a  cup  of  wine. 

1  Mwrd,  You  shall  have  wine  enough,  my  lord,  anon. 

Clar,  In  Gkxl's  name,  what  art  thou  ? 

1  Mwrd.  A  man,  as  you  are. 

Clar,  But  not,  as  I  am,  royal 

1  Mwrd,  Nor  you,  as  we  are,  loyal. 

Clwr,  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  looks  are  humble. 

1  Mwrd,  My  voice  is  now  the  king^s,  mv  looks  mine  own. 

Cla/r,  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly  dost  thou  speak ! 
Your  eyes  do  menace  me :  Why  look  you  pale  P 
Who  sent  you  hither  ?  Wherefore  do  you  come  ? 

Both  Mwrd,  To,  to,  to, 

Cla/r,  To  murder  me  P 

Both  Mwrd,  Ay,  ay. 

Cla/r,  You  scarcely  have  the  hearts  to  toll  me  so, 
^  And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it 
Wherein,  mv  ftriends,  have  I  offended  you  ? 
a  Mwrd,  Offended  us  you  have  not,  out  the  king. 

aiwr,  I  shall  be  reocmdled  to  him  again. 

*  Brave.  f  Head.  x  Talk. 
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2  Murd.  Never,  mv  lord :  therefore  prepare  to  die. 

Clar.  Are  you  call  d  forth  from  out  a  world  of  men. 
To  slay  the  innocent  ?  What  is  my  offence  ? 
Where  is  the  evidence  that  doth  accuse  me  ? 
What  lawful  quest*  have  given  their  verdict  up 
Unto  the  frowning  judge  ?  or  who  pronounced 
The  bitter  sentence  of  poor  Clarence'  death  ? 
BefScHre  I  be  convict  by  course  of  law, 
To  threaten  me  with  death  is  most  unlawfdl. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  for  any  goodness, 
By  Christ's  dear  blood  shed  for  our  grievous  sins, 
That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me ; 
The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

1  Mwd.  What  we  will  do.  we  do  upon  command. 

2  Murd.  And  he,  that  hatn  commanded,  is  our  king. 
Clar.  Erroneous  vassal !  the  great  King  of  kings 

Hath  in  the  table  of  his  law  commanded. 
That  thou  shalt  do  no  murder ;  Wilt  thou  then 
Spurn  at  his  edict,  and  ftilfil  a  man's  ? 
Take  heed ;  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hand. 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  law. 

2  Murd.  And  that  same  vengeance  doth  he  hurl  on  thee, 
For  false  forswearing,  and  for  murder  too : 
Thou  didst  receive  the  sacrament,  to  fight 
In  quarrelt  of  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

1  Murd.  And,  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God. 
Didst  break  that  vow;  and,  with  thy  treacherous  blade, 
Unrip'dst  the  bowels  of  thy  sovereign's  son. 

2  Murd.  Whom  thou  wast  sworn  to  cherish  and  defend. 
1  Murd.  How  canst  thou  urge  God's  dreadfrd  law  to  us, 

When  thou  hast  broke  it  in  such  dear  J  degree  ? 

Clar.  Alas !  for  whose  sake  did  I  that  ill  deed  ? 
For  Edward,  for  my  brother,  for  his  sake : 
He  sends  you  not  to  murder  me  for  this ; 
For  in  that  sin  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  Qod  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
O,  know  you,  that  he  doth  it  pubUciy ; 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm ; 
He  needs  no  indirect  nor  lawless  course. 
To  cut  off  those  that  have  offended  him. 

1  Murd.  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  minister. 
When  ^llant-8pringing,§  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  princely  novice,  was  struck  dead  uv  thee  ? 

Clar,  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  mv  rage. 

1  Murd.  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and  thy  fault. 
Provoke  us  hither  now  to  slaughter  thee. 

Clar.  If  you  do  love  my  brother,  hate  not  me ; 
I  am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
If  you  are  hired  for  meed,|!  go  back  again. 
And  I  will  send  you  to  my  brother  Gloster; 

*  Jmy.  t  On  the  part.  t  Eminent. 

i  Youthftd.  I  Reward. 
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Who  shall  reward  you  better  for  my  life, 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidinffs  of  my  death. 

2  Murd.  You  are  deceived,  your  brother  Gloster  bates  you. 

Clar.  Oh,  no :  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear : 
Go  you  to  him  nrom  me. 

£oth  Murd.  Ay,  so  we  wilL 

Clar.  Tell  him,  that  when  our  princely  father  York 
Ble8s*d  his  three  sons  with  his  victorious  arm, 
And  charged  us  fh)m  his  soul  to  love  each  other 
^e  little  tnou^t  of  this  divided  friendship : 
Bid  Gloster  tmnk  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

1  Mwrd.  Ay,  mill-stones ;  as  he  lesson'd  us  to  weep 

Clar,  O,  do  not  slander  him^  for  he  is  kind. 

IMurd,  Bight,  as  snow  m  harvest.— Come,  you  deo^ve 
yourself; 
'Tis  he  that  sends  us  to  destroy  you  here. 

CUtr,  It  cannot  be ;  for  he  bewept  my  fortune, 
And  hugg'd  me  in  his  arms,  and  swore,  with  sobs, 
That  he  would  labour  my  deUvery. 

1  Murd.  Why,  so  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  you 
From  this  earth's  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  heaven. 

2  Murd.  Make  peace  with  God^  for  you  must  die,  my  lord. 
Clar.  Hast  thou  that  holy  feelmg  in  thy  soul. 

To  counsel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
And  art  thou  vet  to  thy  own  soul  so  blind. 
That  thou  wilt  war  with  God,  by  murd'ring  me  ?— 
Ah,  Sirs,  consider,  he,  that  sent  you  on 
To  do  tms  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed. 

2  Murd.  What  shall  we  do  ? 

Clar.  Belent,  and  save  your  souls. 

1  Murd.  Belent !  *tjs  cowardly,  and  womanish. 

'  Clar.  Not  to  relent,  is  beastly^  savage,  devilish. — 
Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  pnnce's  son, 
Being  -peui  from  hberty,  as  I  am  now, — 
If  two  such  murderers  as  yourselves  came  to  you, — 
Would  not  entreat  for  life? — 
My  friend,  I  spy  some  pity  in  thy  looks; 
0,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer. 
Crane  thou  on  my  side,  and  entreat  for  me. 
As  you  would  beg,  were  you  in  my  distress. 
A  begging  prince  what  beggar  pities  not  ? 

2  Murd.  liook  behind  you,  my  lord. 

1  Murd.  Take  that,  and  that ;  if  all  this  will  not  do, 

IStabskink 
ril  drown  you  in  the  malmsey-butt  within. 

nSxit  with  the  body. 
2.  Murd.  A  bloody  deed,  and  desperately  aespatch'd ! 
How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  wash  my  hands 
Of  this  most  grievous  guilty  murder  done ! 

Re-enter  jwH  MUEDEBEB. 

1  Murd.  How  now  ?  what  mean'st  thou,  that  thou  help'st  me  not? 
By  heaven,  the  duke  shall  know  how  slack  you  have  been. 


y  Google 


8CBH1  IV.J  KIVQ  BICHABS  HI.  287 

2  Murd.  I  would  he  knew,  that  I  had  saved  his  brother ! 
Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  say ; 
For  I  repent  me  uiat  the  duke  is  slain.  [Exit. 

1  Mwrd,  So  do  not  I ;  go,  coward,  as  thou  art.— 
WelL  ril  go  hide  the  body  in  some  hole, 
IHll  that  the  duke  give  order  for  his  bunal : 
And  when  I  have  my  meed,  I  will  away : 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  must  not  stay.  [Exit 


ACTn. 
SCENE  I.— The  same,    A  Boom  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Kbhq  Edvitabd  {led  in  sick),  QxTEEN  ELIZABETH, 
DOBSBT,  BlYBBS,  HASTINGS,  BuCONaHAM,  GbEY,  and 
others, 

K.  Edw,  Whjr,  so :— now  have  I  done  a  good  day's  work  ;— 
You  peers,  contmue  this  united  league : 
I  every  day  expect  an  embassage 
From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence ; 
And  more  in  peace  my  soul  shall  part  to  heaven. 
Since  I  have  made  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth. 
Itivers,  and  Hastings,  take  each  other's  hand; 
Dissemble  not  your  hatred,  swear  your  love. 

Biv.  By  heaven,  my  soul  is  purged  fh)m  grudging  hate ; 
And  with  my  hand  I  seal  my  teuelieart's  love. 

Hast.  So  thrive  I,  as  I  trulv  swear  the  like ! 

JT.  Edio.  Take  heed,  you  dally  not  before  your  king; 
Lest  he,  that  is  the  supreme  King  of  kings. 
Confound  your  hidden  falsehood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 

Hast.  So  prosper  I,  as  I  swear  perfect  love ! 

Eiv.  And  1,  as  I  love  Hastings  with  my  heart ! 

K,  Edw.  Madam,  yourself  are  not  exempt  in  this, — 
Nor  your  son  Dorset, — Buckingham,  nor  you ; — 
You  nave  been  factious  one  acamst  the  other. 
Wife,  love  lord  Hastings,  let  nim  kiss  your  hand ; 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  unfeignedlv. 

Q,  Ells,  There,  Hasting[s ;— I  will  never  more  remember 
Our  former  hatred,  so  thrive  I,  and  mine ! 

K,  Edw.  Dorset,  embrace  him,— Hastings,  love  lord  marquis. 

Dor,  This  interchange  of  love,  I  here  protest, 
Upon  my  part  shall  be  inviolable. 

Hast.  Aiid  so  swear  I.  [Embraces  Dorset. 

K,  Edw.  Now,  princely  Buckingham,  seal  thou  this  league 
With  thy  embracements  to  my  wijf^s  aUies 
And  make  me  happy  in  vour  unity. 

J?t(ci(:..  Whenever  Buckingham/doth  turn  his  hate 
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Upon  your  grace,  [To  the  Queen.1  but  with  all  duteous  love 

l)oth  cherish  you,  and  yours,  God  punish  me 

With  hate  in  those  where  I  expect  most  love ! 

When  I  have  most  need  to  employ  a  friend, 

And  most  assured  that  he  is  a  friend. 

Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile, 

Be  he  unto  me !  this  do  I  beg  of  heaven, 

When  I  am  cold  in  love,  to  you,  or  yours. 

[^Embracing  BiTEBS,  SfC 
K.  JSdw.  A  pleasing  cordial,  princely  Buckingham, 
Is  this  thy  vow  unto  my  sickly  heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Gloster  here;, 
To  make  the  blessed  period  of  this  peace. 
Buck.  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  noble  duke. 

Enter  Glosteb. 

Olo.  Crood-morrow  to  my  sovereign  king  and  queen ; 
And,  princely  peers,  a  happy  time  of  day  !  * 

K.  Mdw.  Happy,  indeed,  as  we  have  spent  the  day  :— 
Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity; 
Made  peace  of  enmity,  fair  love  of  hate. 
Between  these  swelling  wrong-incensed  peers. 

Olo.  A  blessed  labour,  my  most  sovereign  liege. — 
Among  this  princely  heap,  if  any  here. 
By  false  intelligence,  or  wrong  surmise. 
Hold  me  a  foe : 

If  I  unwittingly,  or  in  my  rage. 
Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 
By  any  in  this  presence.  I  desire 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace : 
*Tis  death  to  me,  to  be  at  enmity : 
I  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men^s  love. — 
First,  madam,  I  entreat  true  peace  of  you. 
Which  I  will  purchase  with  my  duteous  service  ;— 
Of  you,  my  noble  cousin  Buckingham, 
If  ever  any  arudge  were  lodged  between  us ; — 
Of  you,  lord  Rivers,— and  lord  Grey,— of  you, — 
That  all  without  desert  have  frown'd  on  me ; — 
Dukes,  earls,  lords,  gentlemen ;  indeed  of  all. 
I  do  not  know  that  EngUshman  alive. 
With  whom  my  soul  is  any  jot  at  odos. 
More  than  the  infant  that  is  bom  to-night ; 
1  thank  my  God  for  my  humility. 

Q.  Eliz.  A  holy-dav  shall  this  be  kept  hereafter : — 
I  would  to  God,  all  strifes  were  well  compounded. — 
My  sovereign  lord,  I  do  beseech  your  highness 
To  take  our  brother  Clarence  to  your  grace. 

Qlo.  Why,  madam,  have  I  offer'd  love  for  this. 
To  be  80  flouted  in  this  royal  presence  ? 

Who  knows  not,  that  the  gentle  duke  is  dead  ?    [  They  all  Hart 
You  do  him  injury  to  scorn  his  corse. 

K.  Edw.  Who  knows  not  he  is  dead !  who  knows  he  is  P 

Q.  EUz,  All-seeing  heaven,  wbat  a  world  is  this ! 
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Buch  Look  I  so  pale,  lord  Dorset,  as  the  Test  ? 

Dor,  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  and  no  man  in  the  presence, 
But  his  red  colour  hath  forsook  his  cheeks. 

K.  Mdw.  Is  Clarence  dead  ?  the  order  was  reversed. 

Glo.  But  he,  poor  man,  by  y^our  first  order  died. 
And  that  a  winged  Mercury  did  bear ; 
Some  tardy  crinple  bore  the  countermand, 
'Oiat  came  too  lag  to  see  him  buried : — 
God  grant,  that  some,  less  noble,  and  less  lojsL 
Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  hlcnyd^ 
Deserve  not  worse  than  wretched  Clarence  did, 
And  yet  go  current  from  suspicion. 

Unter  STANLEY. 

Stan.  A  boon,  my  sovereign,  for  mv  service  done ! 

K.  JEJdiD.  I  prythee,  peace ;  my  soul  is  ftill  of  sorrow. 

Stan.  I  will  not  rise,  unless  your  highness  hear  me. 

K.  Edw.  Then  say  at  once,  what  is  it  thou  requesfst 

Stan.  The  forfeit,*  sovereign,  of  my  servant's  life ; 
Who  slew  to-day  a  riotous  gentleman. 
Lately  attendant  on  the  duke  of  Norfolk. 

K.  Edw.  Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  my  brother's  death. 
And  shall  that  tongue  give  i)ardon  to  a  slave  ? 
Hy  brother  kill'd  no  man,  nis  fault  was  thought, 
And  yet  his  punishment  was  bitter  death. 
Who  sued  to  me  for  him  ?  who,  in  my  wrath, 
KneePd  at  my  feet,  and  bade  me  be  advised  ? 
Who  spoke  of  brotherhood  ?  who  spoke  of  love  ? 
Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  soul  did  forsake 
The  miehty  Warwick,  and  did  fight  for  me  ? 
Who  told  me.  in  the  neld  at  Tewksbury, 
When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  rescued  me. 
And  said.  Dear  brother^  live,  and  be  a  king  t 
Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field, 
Prozen  almost  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me 
Even  in  his  garments ;  and  did  give  himself, 
AM  thin  and  naked,  to  the  numb-cold  night  ? 
All  this  from  my  remembrance  brutish  wrath 
Sinfully  pluck'd,  and  not  a  man  of  you 
Had  so  much  grace  to  put  it  to  my  mind. 
But  when  your  carters,  or  your  waiting-vassals. 
Have  done  a  drunken  slaugnter,  and  defaced 
The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 
You  straight  are  on  your  knees  for  pardon,  pardon: 
And  I,  unjustly  too,  must  grant  it  you : — 
But  for  my  brother,  not  a  man  would  speak, — 
Nor  I  (ungracious)  speak  unto  myself 
Per  him,  poor  soul— The  proudest  of  you  all 
Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  Ufe ; 
Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  his  life. — 
O  God  1  I  fear,  thy  justice  will  take  hold 
*  Remission  of  the  forfeit. 

TOL.  ni.  u 
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On  me^and  you,  and  iaine,  and  yours,  for  this. — 
Come,  Hastings,  help  me  to  my  closet    O, 
Poor  Clarenoe ! 

[Uxeunt  King,  Queen,  Hastings,  Eivees,  Dobsst, 
and  Geby. 

Qlo,  This  is  the  f^uit  of  rashness !— Marked  you  not» 
How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  gueen 
Look'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarence*  death  ? 
O!  they  did  urge  it  still  unto  the  kin^: 
God  will  revenge  it    Come,  lords ;  will  you  go. 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company  ? 

Buck,  We  wait  upon  your  grace.  [JSiaurf. 

SCENE  II.— The  9cme, 

Enter  the  Duchess  of  YoBK,  with  a  Son  and  Daughteb  of 
Clabence. 

Son,  Good  srandam,  tell  us,  is  our  father  dead  P 

Duch,  No.  boy. 

Daugh,  Why  do  you  weep  so  oft  ?  and  beat  your  breast  ? 
And  cry—O  Clarence,  my  unhappy  son  ! 

Son.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  shake  your  head. 
And  (»11  us— orphans,  wretches,  cast-aways. 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  ? 

Ihich.  My  nretty  cousins,  you  mistake  me  both ; 
I  do  lament  the  sickness  of  the  king. 
As  loath  to  lose  him,  not  your  father's  death ; 
It  were  lost  sorrow,  to  wall  one  that's  lost. 

Son.  Then,  grandam,  you  conclude  that  he  is  dead. 
The  king  my  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this : 
Gk)d  wilTrevenge  it;  whom  I  will  imp6rtune 
"With  earnest  prayers  all  to  that  eflfect. 

Daugh.  And  so  will  I. 

Duch.  Peace,  children,  peace !  the  king  doth  love  you  well : 
Incapable*  and  shallow  innocents. 
You  cannot  guess  who  caused  your  father's  death. 

Son.  Grandam,  we  can :  for  my  good  uncle  Gloster 
Told  me,  the  king,  provoked  to*t  by  the  queen. 
Devised  impeachments  to  imprison  him : 
And  when  my  uncle  told  me  so.  he  wept, 
And  pitied  me,  and  kindly  kiss'd  my  cneek ; 
Bade  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  father. 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

DucK  Ah,  that  deceit  should  steal  such  gentle  shapes, 
And  with  a  virtuous  visor  hide  deep  vice ! 
He  is  my  son,  ay,  and  therein  my  shame, 
Yet  firom  my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

Son.  Think  you,  my  unde  did  dissemble,  grandam? 

Duch.  Ay,  boy. 

Son.  I  cannot  think  it.    Hark !  what  noise  is  this ! 

*  Ignorant. 
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Enter  QUVSS  ELIZABETH  distractedly  j  BiYBBS  and  Dorset, 
following  her. 

Q.  JBUg.  Ah !  who  shall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep  ? 
To  chide  my  fortune^  and  torment  myself? 
rU  join  with  black  despair  against  my  soul, 
And  to  myself  become  an  enemy. 

Duch.  What  means  this  scene  of  rude  impatience  ? 

Q.  Miz.  To  make  an  act  of  tra^o  violence : — 
Edward,  my  lord,  thy  son,  our  kmg,  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  branches,  when  the  root  is  gone  ? 
Why  wither  not  the  leayeeL  that  want  their  sap  ? — 
If  you  will  live,  lament ;  if  die,  be  brief. 
That  our  swifb-winged  souls  may  catch  the  king's : 
Or,  liSe  obedient  supjects,  follow  him 
To  his  new  kingdom  of  perpetual  rest. 

Bttch.  Ah.  so  much  interest  have  I  in  thy  sorrow 
As  I  had  title  in  thy  noble  husband ! 
I  have  bewept  a  worthy  husband's  death. 
And  Uved  by  looking  on  his  images : 
But  now  two  mirrors  of  his  princely  semblance 
Are  crack'd  in  nieces  by  mahgnant  death ; 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  false  glass. 
That  grieves  me  when  I  see  my  shame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow :  yet  thou  art  a  mother. 
And  hast  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left  thee : 
But  death  hath  snatch'd  mv  husband  from  my  arms, 
And  pluck'd  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  hands ; 
Clarence,  and  Edward.    O,  what  cause  have  I 
(Thine  beine  but  a  moiety  of  my  grief) 
To  over-go  thy  plaints,  and  drown  thy  cries ! 

Son,  Ah,  aunt !  you  wept  not  for  our  father's  death ; 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  tears  ? 

JDa/ugh.  Our  fatherless  distress  was  left  umnoan'd, 
Tour  ¥ddow-dolour  likewise  be  imwept ! 

Q.  Wiz.  Give  me  no  help  in  lamentation, 
I  am  not  barren,  to  bring  forth  laments : 
All  springs  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes. 
That  I,  being  govem'd  by  the  watery  moon. 
May  send  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  world ! 
Ah,  for  my  husband,  for  my  dear  lord  Edward ! 

vkU,  An,  for  our  father,  for  our  dear  lord  Clarence ! 

Dutch.  Alas,  for  both,  both  mine,  Edward  and  Clarencie ! 

Ql  Mix.  Wnat  stay  had  I.  but  Edward ?  and  he's  gone. 

Chil  What  stay  had  we,  out  Clarence  ?  and  he's  gone. 

Duch.  What  stays  had  I,  but  they  ?  and  they  are  gone. 

Q,  Miz.  Was  never  widow,  had  so  dear  a  loss. 

Chil,  Were  never  orphans,  had  so  dear  a  loss. 

Duch,  Was  never  mother,  had  so  dear  a  loss. 
Alas !  I  am  the  mother  of  these  griefs ; 
Their  woes  are  parcell'd,*  mine  are  general 

*  Divided. 
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She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  so  do  I ; 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  so  doth  not  she ; 
These  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  so  do  I : 
I  for  an  Edward  weep,  so  do  not  they  :— 
Alas  !  you  three,  on  me,  threefold  distressed. 
Pour  ail  your  tears,  I  am  your  sorrow's  nurse. 
And  I  wul  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 

Dor.  Comfort  dear  mother ;  God  is  much  displeased, 
That  you  take  with  unthankfuiness  his  doing ; 
In  common  worldly  things,  'tis  call'd — ungra4iefiil, 
With  dull  unwillingness  to  repay  a  d^t. 
Which,  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent ; 
Much  more  to  be  thus  opposite  with  heaven. 
For*  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you. 

Riv.  Maoam,  bethink  you,  like  a  careful  inother, 
Of  the  young  prince  your  son :  send  straight  for  bim. 
Let  him  be  crown'd ;  in  him  your  oomfort  lives : 
Drown  desperate  sorrow  in  dead  Edward's  grave. 
And  plant  your  joys  in  Uving  Edward's  throne. 

Enter  Glostee,  Buckinghlol  Stanley,  Hastings, 
Eatcliff,  <md  other*. 

Olo.  Sister,  have  oomfort :  all  of  us  have  cause 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  shining  star ; 
But  none  can  cure  their  harms  by  wailing  them. — 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy, 
I  did  not  see  your  grace :  himibly  on  my  knee 
I  crave  your  blessinff. 

Duch.  God  bless  thee :  and  put  meekness  in  thy  breast, 
Love,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duty ! 

Glo.  Amen ;  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  man ! — 
That  is  the  butt-end  of  a  mother's  oiessing : —  [Aside, 

1  marvel,  that  her  grace  did  leave  it  out. 

Buck.  You  cloudy  princes,  and  heart-sorrowing  peers. 
That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan. 
Now  cheer  each  other  in  each  other's  love : 
Though  we  have  spent  our  harvest  of  this  king. 
We  are  to  reap  the  harvest  of  his  son. 
The  broken  rancour  of  your  high-swoln  hearts, 
But  lately  splinted,  knit,  and  join'd  together. 
Must  gently  be  preservM^  cherish'd,  and  kept: 
Me  seemeth  good,  that  with  some  little  train. 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  prince  be  fetch'd 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  king. 

Riv.  Why  with  some  little  train,  my  lord  of  Buckingham  ? 

BucJc,  Marry,  my  lord,  lest  by  a  mmtitude. 
The  new-heal'd  wound  of  malice  should  break  out ; 
Which  would  be  so  much  the  more  dangerous, 
By  how  much  the  estate  is  green,  and  yet  ungoveni*d : 
Where  every  horse  bears  his  oommanmng  rein. 
And  may  direct  his  course  as  please  himseU^ 
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As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent, 
In  my  oninion,  ought  to  be  prevented. 

Glo.  I  hope,  the  king  made  peace  with  all  of  us ; 
And  the  comp^t  is  firm,  and  true,  in  me. 

Riv.  And  so  in  me ;  and  so.  I  think,  in  all : 
Yet,  since  it  is  but  green,  it  snould  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach, 
Which,  naply,  by  much  companv  might  be  urged ; 
Therefore  1  sav,  with  noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  so  few  should  fetch  the  prince. 

Hast.  And  so  say  I. 

Glo.  Then  be  it  so ;  and  ^  we  to  determine 
Who  they  shall  be  that  straight  shall  post  to  Ludlow. 
Madam,— and  you  my  mother,--will  you  go 
To  give  your  censures*  in  this  weighty  business  ? 

[IlxeuiU  all  6m<  Buckingham  oM  Gloster. 

Buck.  My  lord,  whoever  journeys  to  the  prince, 
For  Grod's  sake  let  not  us  two  stay  at  home : 
For,  by  the  way,  I'll  sort  occasion. 
As  mdext  to  the  story  we  late  talk'd  of, 
To  part  the  queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  prince. 

Olo.  My  other  self,  my  counsel's  consistory, 
My  oracle,  my  prophet ! — My  dear  cousin, 
L  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 
Towards  Ludlow,  then,  for  well  not  stay  behind.  [Exeunt. 

SCEUTE  m.—The  same.    A  street. 
Enter  two  CITIZENS,  meeting. 

1  at.  Good  morrow,  neighbour :  Whither  away  so  fast  ? 

2  at.  I  promise  you,  I  scarcely  know  myself: 
Hear  you  the  news  abroad  ? 

1  at.  Yes ;  the  king 's  dead. 

2  at  111  news,  by'r  lady ;  seldom  comes  the  better : 
I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world. 

Enter  another  CITIZEN. 

8  at.  Neighbours,  God  speed ! 

1  at.  Give  you  good  morrow.  Sir. 

3  at.  Doth  the  news  hold  of  good  king  Edward's  death  ? 

2  at.  Av,  Sir,  it  is  too  true ;  God  help,  the  while ! 

3  at.  Then,  masters,  look  to  see  a  troublous  world. 

1  CU.  No,  no ;  by  God's  good  grace,  his  son  shall  reign. 
8  at.  Woe  to  that  land,  that's  govem'd  by  a  child ! 

2  at.  In  him  there  is  a  hoi)e  of  government ; 
That  in  his  nonage,  council  under  him. 

And.  in  his  ftill  and  ripen'd  vears,  himself, 
No  doubt,  shall  then,  and  till  then,  govern  well. 

1  at.  So  stood  the  state,  when  Henry  the  sixth 
Was  crown'd  in  Paris  but  at  nine  months  old. 


'  Opinion.  t  Preparatory. 
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3  Cfit.  Stood  the  state  so  P  No  no,  good  friends,  God  wot ; 
For  then  this  land  was  famously  enrich'd 
With  politic  grave  counsel ;  then  the  king 
Had  virtuous  uncles  to  protect  his  grace. 

1  at.  Why,  so  hath  this,  both  by  his  fother  and  mother. 

3  CU,  Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  his  father ; 
Or,  by  his  father,  there  were  none  at  all ; 
For  emulation  now,  who  shall  be  nearest. 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  Qod  prevent  not. 
O,  ftdl  of  danger  is  the  duke  of  Gloster ; 
And  the  queen's  sons,  and  brothers,  haught  and  proud : 
And  were  they  to  be  ruled,  and  not  to  rule, 
This  sickly  land  might  solace  as  before. 

1  CU,  Come,  comeL  we  fear  the  worst ;  all  will  be  welL 

8  CU,  When  clouds  are  seen^  wise  men  put  on  their  cloaks ; 
When  Great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at  lumd ; 
When  the  sun  sets,  who  doth  not  look  for  ni^ht  ? 
Untimely  storms  make  men  expecb  a  dearth : 
AU  may  he  well :  but,  if  God  sort  it  so, 
'Tis  more  than  we  deserve,  or  I  ezpectC 

2  at  Truly,  the  hearts  of  men  are  fUll  of  fear. 
You  cannot  reason  *  almost  with  a  man 

That  looks  not  heavily  and  full  of  dread. 

8  at.  Before  the  days  of  change,  still  is  it  so : 
By  a  divine  instinct,  men's  minds  mistrust 
Ensuing  danger ;  as  by  proof,  we  see 
The  water  swell  before  a  bcdsFrous  storm. 
Ffit  leave  it  all  to  God.    Whither  away  P 

2  at  Marry,  we  were  sent  for  to  the  justices. 

3  at  And  so  was  I ;  111  bear  you  company.  [:i^eeunt, 

SCSNH  IK'-The  same,    A  Soom  in  the  Falace, 

Enter  the  Archbishop  qf  YoBE,  the  young  DuJke  of  YoXE»  QUXBIC 
Elizabeth,  and  the  Duchess  qf  YoBE. 

Arch.  Last  night,  I  heard,  they  lay  at  Stony-Stratford ; 
And  at  Northampton  they  do  rest  to-night : 
To-morrow,  or  next  day,  they  will  be  here. 

Duch.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  see  the  prince ; 
I  hope,  he  is  much  grown  since  last  I  saw  him. 

Q.  JEUz.  But  I  hear,  no ;  they  say,  my  son  of  York 
Hath  almost  overtaken  him  in  his  growth. 

York,  Ay,  mdther,  but  I  would  not  have  it  so. 

JDuch.  Why,  my  young  cousin ;  it  is  good  to  grow. 

York.  Grandam,  one  night,  as  we  did  sit  at  supper. 
My  uncle  Rivers  talk*d  how  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  brother ;  Ap,  quoth  my  unde  Gloster, 
Small  herbs  home  grace,  great  weeds  do  grow  apace : 
And  since,  methinks,  I  would  not  erow  so  fest, 
Because  sweet  flowers  are  slow,  and  weeds  make  haste. 


*  Converse. 
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JDuch,  'Good  faith,  'good  fait^,  the  saying  did  not  hold 
In  him  that  did  ohject  the  same  to  thee : 
H^  was  the  wretched'st  thing,  when  he  was  young, 
So  lon|^  a  growing,  and  so  leisurely, 
That,  u  his  rule  were  true,  he  should  be  ^pracious. 

Arch.  And  so,  no  doubt,  he  i£L  my  gracious  madam. 

Duch.  I  hope,  he  is ;  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt. 

York.  Now,  by  my  troth-  if  I  had  been  remembered,* 
I  oould  have  given  my  uncle's  grace  a  flout. 
To  touch  his  growth,  nearer  than  he  touchM  mine. 

Duch.  How,  my  young  York  ?  I  pry'thee  let  me  hear  it. 

York.  Marry,  they  say,  my  uncle  grew  so  fast, 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  crust  at  two  hours  old ; 
*Twas  ftill  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
GrandauL  this  would  have  been  a  biUng  jest. 

Duch.  I  pr'ythee,  pretty  York,  who  told  thee  this  P 

York.  Grandam,  ms  nurse. 

Duch.  His  nurse  ?  why,  she  was  dead  ere  thou  wast  bom. 

York.  If  'twere  not  she,  I  cannot  tell  who  told  me. 

Q.  JSUz,  A  parlous  t  boy :  Go  to,  you  are  too  shrewd. 

Arch.  Qooa  madam,  be  not  angry  with  the  child. 

Q,  Uliz.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Unter  a  Messengeb. 

Arch.  Here  comes  a  messenger: 
What  news? 

Mess.  Such  news,  my  lord. 
As  grieves  me  to  unfold. 

O.  Miz.  How  doth  the  nrinoe  ? 

Mess.  WeXi,  madam,  ana  in  health. 

Duch.  What  is  thy  news  ? 

Mess.  Lord  Bivers,  and  lord  Grey,  are  sent  td  Pomfiret, 
With  them  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan,  prisoners. 

Duch.  Who  hath  committed  them? 

Mess.  The  mi«hty  dukes, 
Gloster  and  BucKingham. 

Q.  Miz.  For  what  ofience  ? 

Mess.  The  sum  of  alll  can,  I  have  disclosed; 
Whv,  or  for  what,  the  nobles  were  committed, 
Is  aU  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lady. 

Q.  UUz.  Ah  me.  I  see  the  ruin  of  my  house  I 
The  ti^r  now  hatn  seized  the  gentle  mnd ; 
Insultmg  tyranny  begins  to  jet  J 
Upon  the  innocent  and  aweless  throne : 
Welconve,  destruction,  blood,  and  massacreu 
I  see,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  or  all. 

Duch.  Accursed  and  unciuiet  wrangling  days ! 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eyes  beheld  ? 
My  husband  lost  his  life  to  get  the  crown ; 
And  often  up  and  down  my  sons  were  toss'd, 

*  If  I  had  thought  of  it.  f  PerUooi,  danceroito. 

t  Encroach  npcm. 
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For  me  to  joy,  and  weep,  their  gain,  and  loss : 
And.  being  seated,  and  domestio  broils 
Clean  over-blown,  themselves  the  conquerors, 
Make  war  upon  tnemselves ;  brother  to  brother 
Blood  to  blood,  self 'gainst  self .-— O,  preposterous 
And  frantic  courage,  end  thy  damned  spleen ; 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  death  no  more ! 

Q.  Eliz.  CJome,  come,  my  boy,  we  will  to  sanctuary. — 
Madam,  farewell. 

Dueh.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you. 

O.  Miz.  You  have  no  cause. 

Arch.  My  gracious  lady,  go,  [To  the  QuEEN. 

And  thither  bear  your  treasure  and  your  goods. 
For  my  part,  PU  resign  unto  your  grace 
The  seal  I  keep ;  And  so  betide  to  me. 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours ! 
Come,  Fll  conduct  you  to  the  sanctuary.  lEaiewit 


ACT  m. 

8CHKE  L—The  seme.    A  Street 

Tfie  Trvmpets  sound.    Enter  the  Prince  of  Wales,  Glosteb, 
BuCElNaHAM,  Cabdinal  BoUCHIEB,  and  others. 

Buck.  "Welcome,  sweet  prince,  to  London,  to  your  chamber.* 

Olo.  "Welcome,  dear  cousin,  my  thoughts'  sovereign : 
The  weary  way  hath  made  you  melancholy. 

Prince.  No,  uncle ;  but  our  crosses  on  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearisome,  and  heavy : 
I  want  more  uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Olo.  Sweet  nrince,  the  untainted  virtue  of  your  years 
Have  not  yet  dived  into  the  world's  deceit : 
No  more  can  you  distinguish  of  a  man. 
Than  of  his  outward  show ;  which,  God  he  knows. 
Seldom,  or  never,  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
Those  uncles,  which  you  want,  were  dangerous; 
Your  grace  attended  to  the  sugar'd  words, 
But  look'd  not  on  the  poison  of  their  hearts : 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  such  false  friends ! 

Prince.  God  keep  me  from  false  friends !  but  they  were  none. 

Glo.  My  lord,  the  mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet  you. 

JSnter  the  LOBD  Mayob,  and  his  Train, 

May.  God  bless  your  grace  with  health  and  happy  days ! 
Prince.  I  thank  you,  good  my  lord ; — and  thank  you  aH.— 

[JSxeunt  Mayob,  J^e, 

*  Camera  Regis. 
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I  thought  my  mother,  and  my  hrother  York, 
Would  long  ere  this  nave  met  us  on  the  way : 
Fie,  what  a  slug  is  Hasting !  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  us,  whether  they  wiU  come,  or  no. 

Snter  HASTINGS. 

Buck.  And  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  sweating  lord. 

Prince.  Welcome,  my  lord :  What,  will  our  mother  come  ? 

Hast.  On  what  occasion,  GUkI  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 
.  Have  taken  sanctuary :  The  tender  prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  grace 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  withheld. 

Bv4:k.  Fie !  what  an  mdirect  and  peevish  course 
Is  this  of  hers  ?— Lord  Cardinal,  will  your  grace 
Persuade  the  queen  to  send  the  duke  of  York 
Unto  his  princely  brother  presentlv  ? 
If  she  deny,— lord  Hastings,  go  with  him. 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Card.  My  lord  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak  oratory 
Can  from  ms.mother  win  the  duke  of  York, 
Anon  expect  him  here :  But  if  she  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreaties,  God  in  heaven  forbid 
We  should  infringe  theholv  privilege 
Of  blessed  sanctuary !  not  for  all  this  land. 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  so  deep  a  sin. 

Buck.  You  are  too  senseless-obstinate,  my  lord. 
Too  ceremonious,  and  traditional  :* 
Weigh  it  but  with  the  grossness  of  this  age. 
You  Dreak  not  sanctuary  in  seizing  him. 
The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 
To  those  whose  dealings  have  deserved  the  place, 
And  those  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place : 
This  prince  hath  neither  claimed  it.  nor  deserved  it ; 
And  therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it : 
Then,  taking  him  from  thence,  that  is  not  there. 
You  break  no  privilege  nor  charter  there. 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  sanctuary  men ; 
But  sanctuary  children,  ne'er  till  now. 

Card.  My  lord,  you  snail  o'errule  my  mind  for  once.- 
Come  on,  lord  Hastings,  will  you  go  wit^  me  ? 

HaH.  I  go,  my  lord. 

iVinoe.  Good  lords,  make  all  the  speedy  haste  you  may. 

[Exeunt  CxBDmAL  and  HastiKOS. 
Say,  uncle  Gloster,  if  our  brother  come. 
Where  shall  we  sojourn  till  our  coronation  ? 

Qlo,  Where  it  seems  best  unto  your  royal  self. 
If  I  may  counsel  you,  some  day,  or  two, 
Y(»it  highness  shall  repose  you  at  the  Tower : 
Then  where  you  please,  and  shall  be  thought  most  fit 
For  your  best  health  and  recreation. 

*  Too  observant  of  forms  and  traditions. 


y  Google 


2^  KINO  BICHABD  lU.  [AOT  HI. 

Prince.    I  do  not  like  the  Tower,  of  any  place : — 
Did  Julius  Gffisar  build  that  place,  m^  lord  ? 

Glo,  He  did,  my  gradous  lord,  begin  that  place; 
Which,  since,  succeeding  ages  have  re-edifieo. 

Prince.  Is  it  upon  record  ?  or  else  reported 
Suooessiyely  firom  age  to  age  he  built  it  ? 

Puck.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  lord. 

Prince.  But  say,  my  lord,  it  were  not  registered; 
Methinks,  the  truth  should  live  from  age  to  age, 
As  'twere  retail'd  to  all  posterity. 
Even  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

Qlo.  So  wise  so  young,  they  say,  do  ne*^  live  long.        [Aside 

Prince.  What  say  you,  uncle  ? 

Qlo.  I  say,  without  characters,  fame  lives  long. 
Thus,  like  the  formal*  vice.  Iniquity,    l    j^i^g 
I  moralize  two  meaninsB  in  one  word,   j  '^^'*^' 

Prince.  That  Julius  CsBsar  was  a  famous  man ; 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit, 
His  wit  set  down  to  make  his  valour  live : 
Death  makes  no  conquest  of  this  conqueror ; 
For  now  he  lives  in  fame^  though  not  m  life.— 
I  tell  you  what,  my  oousm  Buckingham. — 

Buck.  What,  my  gradous  lord  P 

Prince.  An  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
111  win  our  anciei\t  right  in  France  again, 
Or  die  a  soldier,  as  I  hved  a  kine. 

Qlo.  Short  summers  lightly  f  nave  a  forward  spring.     [Aside. 

Enter  YoBE,  Hastings,  and  the  Gabdikal. 

Buck.  Now,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  duke  of  York. 

Prince.  Bicnard  of  York !  how  fares  our  loving  brother  ? 

York.  Well,  my  dread  lord;  so  must  I  call  you  now. 

Prince.  Ay,  brother ;  to  our  grief,  as  it  is  yours : 
Too  latej  he  died,  that  might  have  kept  that  title, 
Which  by  his  death  hath  lost  much  maies^. 

Qlo.  How  fares  our  cousin,  noble  lora  of  York  ? 

York.  I  thank  you,  gentle  uncle.    O,  mv  lord, 
You  said,  that  idle  weeds  are  fast  in  growtn : 
The  prince  my  brother  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

QU).  He  hath,  my  lord. 

York.  And  therefore  is  he  idle  ? 

Qlo.  Pjjny  fair  cousin,  I  must  not  say  so. 

York.  Then  is  he  more  beholden  to  you,  than  I. 

Qlo.  He  may  command  me,  as  my  sovereign  : 
But  you  havd  power  in  me,  as  in  a  kinsman. 

York.  I  pray  you.  uncle,  then,  give  me  this  dagger. 

Qlo.  My  dagger,  little  cousin  ?  with  all  my  heirt. 

Prince.  A  b^gar,  brother  P 

York.  Of  my  kind  unde.  that  I  know  will  give; 
And,  being  but  a  toy,  which  is  no  grief  to  give. 

•  The  bnflbon  in  cdd  playt.  f  Commonly.  t  LaMy. 
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OU).  A  greater  gift  than  that  111  give  my  oonsin. 

York.  A  greater  gift !  O,  that's  the  sword  to  it  ? 

Olo,  Ay,  gentle  cousin,  were  it  light  enough. 

Tori.  O  then,  I  see,  youll  part  but  with  light  gifts ;      / 
In  weightier  things  you'll  say  a  beggar,  nay. 

Glo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  grace  to  wear. 

York.  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 

Oh.  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little  lord? 

York.  1  would,  that  I  might  thank  you  as  you  call  me. 

Glo.  now? 

York.  LitUe. 

Prince.  My  lord  of  York  will  still  be  cross  in  talk  ;:— 
Uncle,  your  grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

York.  You  mean,  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  me  :— 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me; 
Because  that  I  am  Uttle,  likd  an  ape, 
He  thinks  that  you  should  bear  me  on  jrour  shoulders. 

Bwk.  With  what  a  sharp-provided  wit  he  reasons ! 
To  mitigate  the  scorn  he  gives  his  uncle. 
He  premly  and  aptly  taunts  himself: 
So  cunning,  and  so  young,  is  wonderfhL 

Glo.  My  gracious  lord,  will't  please  you  pass  along  P 
Myself  and  my  good  cousin  Buckingham, 
Will  to  your  mother:  to  entreat  of  her. 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

York.  W  hat,  will  you  go  unto  the  Tower,  my  lord  ? 

Prince.  My  lord  protector  needs  will  have  it  so. 

York.  I  shall  not  sleep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 

Glo.  Why,  sir,  what  should  you  fear  ? 

York.  Marry,  my  uncle  Clarence'  angry  g^ost; 
My  ^randam  told  me,  he  was  murder'd  there. 

Prince.  I  fear  no  uncles  dead. 

Glo,  Nor  none  that  Uve,  I  hope. 

Prince.  An  if  they  Uve,  I  hoi)e,  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come,  my  lord,  and,  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  Tower. 

\ExetmtV3iiscE,  YoBK,  Hastings,  Cabdinal,  and 
AUendcmts. 

Buck.  Think  you,  my  lord,  this  little  prating  York 
Was  not  incensed*  by  his  subtle  mother, 
To  taunt  and  scorn  you  thus  opprobriously  P 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt :  O,  'tis  a  parlous  boy ; 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable  ;t 
He's  all  the  mother's,  nrom  the  top  to  toe. 

Buck.  Well,  let  them  rest- 
Come  hither,  gentle  Catesby ;  thou  art  sworn 
As  deeply  to  effect  what  we  intend. 
As  closely  to  conceal  what  we  impart : 
Thou  know'st  our  reasons  urged  upon  the  way  ;— 
What  think'st  thou  P  is  it  not  an  easy  matter 

«  Incited.  t  InteUigent. 
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To  make  WilUam  lord  Hastinss  of  our  mind. 
For  the  instalment  of  this  noble  duke 
In  the  seat  royal  of  this  famous  isle  ? 

Cote.  He  for  his  father's  sake  so  loves  the  prince. 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  auffht  against  him. 

BucJc.  What  think'st  thou  then  of  Stanley  ?  will  not  he  ? 

Cate.  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Hastings  doth. 

Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  but  this :  Go,  gentle  Catesby, 
And,  as  it  were  far  offl  sound  thou  lord  Hastings, 
How  he  doth  stand  affected  to  our  purpose ; 
And  summon  him  to-morrow  to  the  Tower, 
To  sit  about  the  coronation. 
If  thou  dost  find  him  tractable  to  us, 
Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reasons : 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy.  cold,  unwilling, 
Be  thou  so  too,  and  so  break  off  the  talk. 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination : 
For  we  to-morrow  hold  divided*  councils, 
Wherein  thyself  shalt  highly  be  employed. 

Qlo.  Commend  me  to  lord  Wilham :  tell  him,  Catesby, 
His  dangerous  knot  of  adversaries 
To-morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomfret  Castle ; 
And  bid  my  Mend,  for  joy  of  this  good  news, 
Give  mistress  Shore  one  gentle  kiss  the  more. 

Buck.  Good  Catesby,  go,  effect  this  business  soundly. 

Cate,  My  good  lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I  can. 

Qlo.  Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Catesby,  ere  we  sleep  ? 

Caie.  You  shall,  my  lord. 

Qlo.  At  Crosby-place,  there  shall  you  find  us  both. 

lllxit  Catemt. 

Btick.  Now,  my  lord,  what  shall  we,  if  we  i)erceive 
Lord  Hastings  will  not  yield  to  our  complots  ? 

Qlo.  Chop  off  his  head,  man ; — somewhat  we  will  do: — 
And,  look,  when  I  am  king,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  moveables 
Whereof  the  king  my  brother  was  possess'd. 

Buck,  m  claim  that  promise  at  your  grace's  hand. 

Qlo.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kindness. 
Come,  let  us  sup  betimes ;  that  afterwards 
We  may  digest  our  complots  in  some  form.        ,  \_Ea)euiU. 

SCHITB  II.—Btfore  Lord  HASTINGS*  Rouse. 
Enter  a  Mbssengba. 

Meet.  My  lord,  my  lord,—  ^KnoohinB. 

Hast.  \within\.  Who  knocks  ? 
Mets.  One  from  lord  Stanley. 
Hast.  \within\.  What  ist  o'clock P 
Mete.  Upon  tne  stroke  of  four. 

*  Scpar&tc 
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Enter  HASTINGS. 

Sast.  Cannot  thy  master  sleep  these  tedious  nights  ? 

Mess.  So  it  should  seem  by  that  I  have  to  say. 
First,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  lordship. 

Hast  And  then, — 

Mess.  And  then  he  sends  you  word,  he  dreamt 
To-night  the  boar  had  rased  off  his  helm : 
Besides,  he  says,  there  are  two  councils  held ; 
And  that  may  be  determined  at  the  one, 
Which  mav  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  the  other. 
Therefore- he  sends  to  know  your  lordship's  pleafiure,— 
If  presently,  you  will  take  horse  with  him. 
And  with  aU  speed  post  with  him  toward  the  north. 
To  shun  the  danger  that  his  soul  divines. 

Hast.  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  lord; 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  separated  councils ; 
His  honour,  and  myself,  are  at  the  one ; 
And,  at  the  other,  is  my  good  Mend  Catesby ; 
Where  nothing  can  proceed  that  toucheth  us, 
Whereof  I  shall  not  nave  intelligence. 
Tell  him  his  fears  are  shallow,  wanting  instance :  * 
And  for  his  dreams— I  wonder,  he's  so  fondf 
To  trust  the  mockery  of  unquiet  slumbers : 
To  fly  the  boar,  before  the  boar  pursues. 
Were  to  incense  the  boar  to 'follow  us, 
And  make  pursuit,  where  he  did  mean  no  chase. 
Gro,  bid  thy  master  rise  and  come  to  me ; 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower, 
Where,  he  shall  see,  the  boarj  will  use  us  kindly. 

Mess.  FU  go,,  my  lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  say.  \IilxU, 

Enter  Catesby. 

Gate.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  lord ! 

Hast.  Good  morrow,  Catesby ;  you  are  early  stirring : 
What  news,  what  news,  in  this  our  tottering  state  ? 

Gate.  It  IS  a  reeUng  world,  indeed,  my  lord ; 
And,  I  believe,  will  never  stand  upright, 
Till  Eichard  wear  the  garland  of  the  reahn. 

HcLst.  How !  wear  the  garland  ?  dost  thou  mean  the  crown  ? 

Gate.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Hast.  1*11  have  this  crown  of  mine  cut  from  my  shoulders. 
Before  Pll  see  the  crown  so  foul  misplaced. 
But  canst  thou  guess  that  he  doth  aim  at  it  ? 

Gate.  Ay,  on  my  Ufe ;  and  hopes  to  find  you  forward 
Upon  his  party,  for  the  gain  thereof: 
And,  thereupon,  he  sends  you  this  good  news,— 
Thai  this  same  very  day,  your  enemies. 
The  kindred  of  the  queen,  must  die  at  Pomfret. 

Hast.  Indeed,  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news, 

*  Example.  t  Weak. 

X  1-  e.  Gloster,  who  ba4  a  V>a*  <br  his  cognizance. 
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Because  they  have  been  still  my  adversaries : 
But,  that  rU  give  my  voice  on  Kichard's  side 
To  bar  my  master's  heirs  in  true  descent, 
Qod.  knows,  I  will  not  do  it.  to  the  deatii. 

Cate,  Qod  keep  vour  lordship  in  that  gracious  mind ! 

Sast.  But  I  shall  laugh  at  this  a  twelvemonth  hence, 
That  they  who  brought  me  in  my  master's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
Well,  Catesby,  ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
I'll  send  some  packing,  that  yet  think  not  on't. 

CcUe,  'Tis  a  vile  thing  to  die,  my  sracious  lord, 
When  men  are  unprepared,  and  look  not  for  it. 

Sast.  O  monstrous,  monstrous !  and  so  falls  it  out 
With  Bivers,  Yaughan,  Grejr :  and  so  'twill  do 
With  some  men  else,  wno  think  themselves  as  safe 
As  thou,  and  I ;  who,  as  thou  know'st,  are  dear 
To  princely  Richard,  and  to  Buckingham. 

Cate.  The  princes  both  make  high  account  of  you,— 
For  they  account  his  head  upon  the  bridge.  {Aside. 

East,  I  know,  they  do ;  and  I  have  well  deserved  ii 

Enter  Stanley. 

Gome  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  boar-spear,  man  ? 
Fear  you  tiie  boar,  and  go  so  unprovided  ? 

Stan.  My  lord,  good  morrow ;  and,  good  morrow,  Catesby : — 
Ton  may  jest  on,  but  by  the  holy  roo^ 
I  do  not  like  these  several  councils,  I. 

Hast.  My  lord,  I  hold  my  Ufe  as  dear  as  yours; 
And  never,  in  my  life,  I  do  protest. 
Was  it  more  precious  to  me  than  'tis  now : 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  state  secure^ 
I  would  be  so  triumphant  as  I  am  ? 

Stan.  The  lords  at  Pomfret,  when  they  rode  from  London, 
Were  jocund,  and  supposed  tneir  states  were  sure. 
And  they,  indeed,  had  no  cause  to  mistrust ; 
But  yet,  you  see,  now  soon  the  day  o'er-cast. 
This  sudden  stab  of  rancour  I  misdoubt ; 
Pray  God,  I  say,  I  prove  a  needless  coward ! 
What,  shall  we  toward  the  Tower  ?  the  day  is  spent. 

Hast.  Come,  come,  have  with  you. — Wot  *  you  what,  my  lord  ? 
To-day,  the  lords  you  talk  of  are  beheaded. 

Stan,  They,  for  their  truth,  might  better  wear  their  heads. 
Than  some,  that  have  accused  them,  wear  their  hats. 
But  oome,  my  lord,  lef  s  away. 

Bnter  a  PUESUIVANT. 

Hast.  Go  on  before,  I'll  talk  with  this  good  fellow. 

{Exeunt  STANLEY  and  Catesbt 
How  now,  sirrah  ?  how  goes  the  world  with  thee  ? 
Fwrs,  The  better,  t^t  your  lordship  please  to  ask. 

•  Know. 
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H<ui,  I  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now. 
Than  when  thou  mefst  me  last  where  now  we  meet ; 
Then  I  was  going  prisoner  to  the  Tower, 
By  the  suKgestion  of  the  queen's  allies ; 
But  now  I  tell  thee  (keep  it  to  thyself). 
This  day  those  enemies  are  put  to  deatn, 
And  I  in  better  stato  than  ere  I  viras. 

JPwrs,  Grod  hold  it,  to  your  honour's  good  content ! 

Hast,  Gramercy,  fellow:  There,  drink  that  for  me. 

[^Throwinghim  his  purM, 

JPnrs.  I  thank  your  honour.  lUxit  Puesuivant. 

JEnier  a  Pbiest. 

JV.  Well  met,  my  lord ;  I  am  glad  to  see  your  honour. 

Hast,  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my  heart. 
I  am  in  your  debt  for  your  last  exercise ; 
Come  the  next  Sabbath,  and  I  will  content  you. 

Enter  BUCEINGHIM. 

BucJc.  What  talking  with  a  priest,  lord  chamberlain  ? 
Your  Mends  at  Pomfret,  they  do  need  the  priest ; 
Tour  honour  hath  no  shriving*  work  in  hsmd. 

Rast.  'Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man. 
The  men  you  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  toward  the  Tower  ? 

Buck.  I  do,  my  lord ;  but  long  I  cannot  stay  there : 
I  shall  return  before  your  lordship  thence. 

Scut,  Nay,  like  enough,  for  I  stay  dinner  there. 

Bitch,  And  supper  too,  although  thou  know'st  it  not.    [Aside. 
Come^  will  you  go  ? 

Most.  Pll  wait  upon  your  lordship.  [Exeunt 

8CUNJE  m.—Bomftet.    Before  the  Castle. 

JSnter  "Ratcliff,  toith  a  gua/rdy  conducting  BlYEBS,  Geey,  at^d 
Vaughan,  to  Execution, 

Bat.  Come,  bring  forth  the  prisoners. 

Biv.  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff,  let  me  tell  thee  this,— 
To-day  shalt  thou  behold  a  subject  die, 
Por  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty.  ^ 

Cfrey.  God  keep  the  prince  from  all  the  pack  oPyou ! 
A  knot  you  are  of  damned  blood-suckers. 

Vangh.  Tou  live,  that  shaU  cry  woe  for  this  hereafter. 

Bat,  Despatch ;  the  Umit  of  xpur  lives  is  out. 

Biv,  O  Pomfret,  Pomfret !  O  thou  bloody  inrison. 
Pstal  and  ominous  to  noble  peers ! 
Within  the  guilty  closure  of  thy  walls, 
Sichard  the  second  here  was  hack'd  to  death : 

*  Confession. 
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And,  for  more  slander  to  thy  dismal  seat, 
We  give  thee  up  our  guiltless  hlood  to  drink. 

O-rey.  Now  Margaret's  curse  is  fallen  upon  our  heads, 
When  she  exclaim'd  on  Hastings,  vou  and  1, 
For  standing  by  when  Eichard  stabb'd  her  son. 

Riv.  Then  cursed  she  Hastings,  then  cursed  she  Buckinchasi, 
Then  cursed  she  Richard :— O,  remember,  God, 
To  hear  her  i)rayers  for  them,  as  now  for  us ! 
And  for  my  sister,  and  her  princely  sons, — 
Be  satisfied,  dear  God,  with  our  true  bloods, 
Which,  as  thou  know'st,  unjustly  must  be  spilt ! 

Rat.  Make  haste,  the  hour  of  death  is  expiate.  * 

Rifs.  Come,  Grey, — come,  Vaughan,— let  us  here  embrace : 
Farewell,  until  we  meet  again  in  heaven.  [JSxeunt. 

8CENJE  IV.— London,    A  Room  in  the  Tower. 

Buckingham,  Stanley,  Hastings,  the  Bishop  of  Ely, 
Catesby,  Lovel,  and  others^  sitting  at  a  table :  Officers  of 
the  Council  attending. 

Hast.  Now,  noble  peers,  the  cause  why  we  are  met 
Is— ^to  determine  of  the  coronation : 
In  God's  name,  speak,  when  is  the  royal  day  ? 

Buck.  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal  time  ? 

Stan.  They  are;  and  wants  but  nomination,  f 

My.  To-morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 

Buck.  Who  knows  the  lord  protecws  mind  herein  ? 
Who  is  most  inward  J  with  the  noble  duke  ? 

My.  Your  grace,  we  think,  should  soonest  know  his  mind. 

Btu:k.  We  know  each  other's  faces :  for  our  hearts, — 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine,  than  I  of  yours ; 
Nor  I,  of  his,  my  lord,  than  you  of  mine : — 
Lord  Hastings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Hast.  I  thank  his  prace,  I  know  he  loves  me  well.* 
But,  for  his  purpose  m  the  coronation, 
I  have  not  sounded  him,  nor  he  deUver*d  ' 

His  gracious  pleasure  any  T^ay  therein : 
But  you,  my  noble  lord,  may  name  the  tune; 
And  in  the  duke's  behalf  Fll  jjive  my  voice. 
Which,  I  presume,  he'll  take  m  gentle  part 

*  Enter  Glosteb. 

My.  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  duke  himself. 

Q-U).  My  noble  lords  and  cousin&  idl,  good  morrow : 
I  have  been  long  a  sleeper;  but,  I  trust, 
My  absence  doth  neglect  no  great  design. 
Which  bymy  presence  might  have  been  concluded. 

Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  cue,  §  my  lord, 

*  Completed.  ^  Naming  the  day. 

X  Intimate.  I  In  the  nick  of  tim» 
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William  lord  Hastinra  had  pronounced  your  p&rls— 
I  mean  your  voice,— Tor  crowning  of  the  king. 

Glo.  Than  my  lord  Hastings  no  man  might  be  bolder ; 
His  lordship  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  welL — 
My  lord  of  Ely,  when  I  was  last  in  Holbom, 
I  saw  good  strawberries  in  your  ^irden  there ; 
I  do  beseech  you  send  for  some  or  them. 

Ely.  Marr;y,  and  will,  mv  lord,  with  all  my  heart.  [JExit  Ely. 

Qlo,  Cousm  of  Buckmgham,  a  word  with  you. 

ITakes  Mm  aside, 
Catesby  hath  sounded  Hastings  in  our  business ; 
And  finds  the  testy  gentleman  so  hot, 
That  he  will  lose  his  head,  ere  give  consent, 
His  master's  child,  as  worshipf uUy  he  terms  it. 
Shall  lose  the  royalty  of  England's  throne. 

Suck.  Withdraw  yourself  awhile,  I'll  go  with  you. 

[JExeunt  Glosteb  and  BUCKINGHAM. 

Stan.  We  have  not  yet  set  down  this  day  of  triumph. 
To-morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  sudden ; 
For  I  nivself  am  not  so  well  provided. 
As  else  I  would  be,  were  the  day  prolonged. 

Jte-enter  Bishop  (^  Elt. 

My.  Where  is  my  lord  protector  ?  I  have  sent  for  these  straw* 
berries. 

Hast.  His  grace  looks  cheerfully  and  smooth  this  morning ; 
There's  some  conceit*  or  other  likes  him  well. 
When  he  doth  bid  good  morrow  with  such  spirit 
I  think,  there's  ne'er  a  man  in  Christendom, 
Can  lesser  hide  his  love,  or  hate,  than  he ; 
For  by  his  face  straight  shall  ye  know  his  heart. 

8t€m.  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  face. 
By  any  likelihood  he  show'a  to-day  ? 

Scut.  Mbxij,  that  with  no  man  here  he  is  ofi'ended; 
For,  were  he,  he  had  shown  it  in  his  looks. 

Se-enter  Glosteb  and  Buckingham. 

Qlo.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  deserve, 
That  do  conspire  my  death  with  devilish  plots, 
Of  damned  witchcraft ;  and  that  have  prevail'a 
Upon  my  body  with  their  hellish  charms  ? 

Scut.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  grace,  my  lord, 
Makes  me  most  forward  in  this  noble  presence 
To  doom  the  offenders:  Whosoe'er  thev  be, 
I  say,  my  lord,  they  have  deserved  deatn. 

6lo.  Then  oe  your  eyes  the  witness  of  their  evil. 
Look  how  I  am  bewitch'd ;  behold  mine  arm 
Is,  like  a  blasted  sapling,  wither'd  up :         • 
And  this  is  Edward's  wife,  that  monstrous  witch, 

•  Thooght. 
VOL.  IIL  X 
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Consorted  with  that  harlot  strumpet  Shore, 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  have  marked  me^ 

Scut,  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  noble  lord, 

Qlo,  If !  thou  protector  of  this  damned  strumpet, 
Talk'st  thou  to  me  of  i&  P—Thou  art  a  traitor  :— 
Oflf  with  his  head :— now,  by  Saint  Paul  I  swear, 
I  will  not  dine  until  I  see  the  same.— 
Lovel,  and  Catesby,  look  that  it  be  done ; 
The  rest  that  love  me,  rise,  and  follow  me. 

[Sxeunt  Council,  with  Glostbb  and  BuconghaX. 

Scut.  Woe,  woe,  for  Bnii^d !  not  a  whit  (gh  me ; 
For  I,  too  fond,  might  have  preyented  this : 
Stanley  did  drMm,  the  boar  did  rase  his  helm; 
But  I  disdained  it^  and  did  scorn  to  fly. 
Three  times  to-day  my  foot-doth  horse  did  stumble, 
And  startled,  when  he  look'd  upon  the  Tower, 
As  loath  to  bear  me  to  the  slaughter-house. 
O,  now  I  want  the  priest  that  spake  to  me : 
I  now  rei>ent  I  told  the  pursuivant. 
As,  too  triumphing,  how  mine  enemies, 
To-day  at  Pomfiret  bloodUy  were  butcher'd. 
And  I  myself  secure  in  grace  and  favour. 
O,  Margaret,  Mar^uret,  now  thy  heavy  curse 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Mastinra*  wretched  head. 

Cats.  Despatch,  my  lord,  the  duke  would  be  at  dinner; 
Make  a  short  shnft,  he  longs  to  see  your  head. 

Scut  O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men. 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  Qod ! 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  ftur  looks, 
lives  like  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast, 
Beady,  with  every  nod.  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

£ov.  Ck>me.  oom^  despatch ;  'tis  bootless  to  exclaim. 

Scut.  O,  bloody  Bichard !— miserable  England ! 
Iprophesy  the  fearftil'st  time  to  thee, 
That  ever  wretched  ase  hath  look'd  upon.— 
€k>me,  letA  me  to  the  olock,  bear  him  my  head ; 
They  smile  at  me,  who  shortly  shall  be  dead.  [JBxemtt^ 


SCJBNE  v.— The  seme.    The  Tower-walU. 

Enter  Glostbb  and  BTTCdtNGHAM,  in  rtuty  armour,  marveUoue 
Ul'favoured. 

Qlo.  Gome,  cousin,  canst  thou  qtiake,  and  change  thy  colour  ? 
Murder  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word,— 
And  then  again  begin,  and  stop  again, 
As  if  thou  wert  distraught,  and  mad  with  terror  ? 

Buck.  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  tragedian ; 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  side, 
Iremble  and  start  at  wagging  of  a  straw, 
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Intending*  deep  suspicion :  ghastly  looks 
Are  at  my  serviceu  like  enforced  smiles ; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices. 
At  any  time,  to  grace  my  stratagems. 
But  wl^  is  Catesby  gone  ? 
Qlo,  He  is ;  and,  see,  he  brings  the  mayor  al<mg. 

JSnter  the  LOBD  Mi.YOB  and  CatESBT. 

Buck.  Let  me  alone  to  entertain  him.— Lca^i  mayor, 

Glo,  Look  to  the  draw-bridge  there. 

Buck.  Hark,  hark !  a  drum. 

Qlo.  Catesby,  overlook  the  walls. 

Buck.  Lord  mayor,  the  reason  we  have  sent  for  you,— 

Glo,  Look  hack,  defend  thee,  here  are  enemies. 

Buck.  God  and  our  innocence  defend  and  guard  us ! 

JSnter  LOVEL  and  lUTCLtFF,  with  Hastinghs'  head, 

Glo.  Be  patient,  they  are  Mends;  Eatcliff,  and  Lovel. 

Lov.  Here  is  the  head  of  that  i^oble  traitor, 
The  dangerous  and  unsuiq)eoted  Hastings. 

Qlo.  So  dear  I  loved  the  man,  that  I  must  weep. 
I  took  him  for  the  plain^  hanmess't  creature. 
That  breathed  upon  the  eart^  a  Christian ; 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  soul  recorded 
The  history  of  all  her  secret  thoughts : 
So  smooth  he  daub'd  his  vice  with  show  of  virtue, 
That,  his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted.— 
I  mean,  his  conversationf  with  Shore^s  wife,— 
He  Uvea  from  all  attainder  of  suspect. 

Buck.  WeQ,  well,  he  was  the  coverfst  shelter'd  traitor 
That  ever  lived.— Ix)ok  you,  my  lord  mayor. 
Would  you  imagine,  or  almost  believe 
(Were't  not,  that  by  great  preservation 
We  Uve  to  tell  it  you),  the  subtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted  in  the  council-house. 
To  murder  me,  and  my  good  lord  of  doster  P 

May.  What!  had  he  so? 

Glo.  What!  think  jrou  we  are  Turks,  or  infidels ? 
Or  that  we  would,  a^nst  the  form  of  law. 
Proceed  thus  rashly  m  the  villain's  death ; 
But  that  the  extreme  peril  of  the  case. 
The  peace  of  England,  and  our  persons*  safety, 
Enforced  us  to  this  execution  ? 

May.  Now,  fair  befall  you !  he  deserved  his  death* 
And  your  good  graces  both  have  well  proceeded, 
Wo  warn  raise  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands, 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  mistress  Shore. 

Buck.  Yet  had  we  not  determined  he  should  die, 
dntil  your  lordship  came  to  see  his  end ; 

*  Preteadingr.  t  FamiUar  intercourse. 
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Which  now  the  loving  haste  of  these  our  (Hendi^ 
Somewhat  against  our  meaning,  h«l.h  prevented : 
Because,  mylord,  we  would  have  had  tou  heard 
The  traitor  speak,  and  timorouily  oonfess 
The  manner  and  the  purpose  of  nis  treasons ; 
That  you  mi^ht  well  nave  signiAed  the  same 
Unto  the  citizens,  who,  hapQr,  may 
Misconstrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 

Mav.  But,  mv  good  lord,  your  grace's  word  shall  tenB, 
As  well  as  I  had  seen,  and  heard  him  speak: 
And  do  not  douht^  right  noble  princes  both. 
But  m  acquaint  our  duteous  citisens 
With  all  your  just  proceeding  in  this  case. 

Glo.  Aiid  to  that  end  we  wish'd  your  lordship  here^ 
To  avoid  the  censures  of  the  carping  world. 

Buck.  But  since  you  came  too  late  of  our  intent, 
Yet  witness  what  you  hear  we  did  intend : 
And  so,  my  good  lord  mayor,  we  bid  fiirewelL 

lExU  Lord  MjlYOB. 

Olo,  Go  after,  after,  cousin  Buckingham.  - 
The  mayor  towards  Guildhall  hies  him  in  all  post:— 
There,  at  your  meetest  vantage  of  the  time, 
Infer  the  bastardy  of  Edward^  children : 
Tell  them,  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  citizen, 
Only  for  saying— he  would  make  his  son 
Heir  te  the  crown ;  meaning,  indeed  his  house, 
Which^  by  the  si^  thereof,  was  termed  so. 
Moreover,  urge  his  hatoftd  luxury. 
And  bestial  appetite  in  change  of  lust : 
Which  stj^teird  unto  their  servants,  daughters,  wives. 
Even  where  his  raxing  eye,  or  savage  heart, 
Without  control,  listed  to  make  his  prey. 
Nay,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  person :— 
TeU  them,  when  that  my  mother  went  with  child 
Of  that  insatiate  Edward,  noble  York. 
My  princely  father,  then  had  wars  in  Eranoe ; 
And,  by  just  computation  of  the  time, 
Found,  that  the  issue  was  not  his  begot; 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments, 
Being  nothing  like  the  noble  duke  my  father : 
Yet  touch  this  sparingly,  as  'twere  far  off; 
Because,  my  lord,  you  know,  my  mother  lives. 

Buck.  Doubt  no^  my  lord ;  I'll  play  the  orator. 
As  if  the  golden  fee,  for  which  I  plead. 
Were  for  myself:  and  so.  my  lord,  adieu. 

&lo.  If  you  thrive  well,  bring  tnem  to  Baynard's  castle ;         i 
Where  you  shall  find  me  well  accompanied. 
With  reverend  fathers,  and  well-learned  bishops.  • 

Buck.  1  go ;  and,  towards  three  or  four  o'dook, 
Look  for  the  news  that  the  Guildhall  affords. 

{Exit  BUCKI1IQHA3C, 

Glo.  GOj  Level,  with  all  speed  to  doctor  Shaw,— 
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Go  thou  [to  Catesbt]  to  iHar  P^aJcer  :~bid  ihem  both 
Meet  me,  within  tiiis  hour,  at  Baynard^s  oastle. 

[JS7ajtftw<  LovEL  and  Catesby. 
Now  will  I  in,  to  taJce  some  privy  order 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  out  of  sight, 
And  to  give  notice,  that  no  manner  of  person 
Have,  any  time,  recourse  unto  the  princes.  [Uxit 

8CBNJS  VI,— A  Street, 

Unter  a  SCEIVBNEB. 

<$S0r»o.  Here  is  the  indictment  of  the  good  lord  Hastings ; 
Which  in  a  set  hand  feirly  is  engro^d. 
That  it  may  be  to^y  read  o'er  in  Paul's. 
And  mark  now  well  the  sequel  han^  together : 
£leven  hours  I  have  spent  to  write  it  over. 
For  yesternight  by  Catesby  was  it  sent  me ; 
The  precedent*  was  full  as  bug  adoing : 
And  yet  within  these  five  hours  Hastings  lived 
Untainted,  unexamined,  finee,  at  Uberty. 
Here's  a  good  world  the  while  .'-—Who  is  so  gross, 
That  cannot  see  this  palpable  device  P 
Yet  who  so  bol^  but  savs—he  sees  it  not  ? 
Bad  is  the  world :  and  all  will  come  to  nought, 
When  such  bad  dealing  must  be  seen  in  thoughif  {Exit 

8CENJE  m.'-Tke  same.    Cowrt  of  Baynard^e  Castle 
JEwter  Glostbb  and  BirCETKOHAM,  meeting. 

Olo.  How  now,  how  now  ?  what  say  the  dtiz^is  ? 

Bftck.  Now  by  the  holy  mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  citizens  are  mum.  say  not  a  word. 

OU).  Touch'd  you  the  bastardy  of  Edward»'s  children  ? 

Buck.  I  did :  with  his  contr&ct  with  Lady  Lucy, 
And  his  contract  by  deputy  in  Prance : 
The  insatiate  greedmess  of  his  desires, 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  city  vdves : 
His  tyranny  for  trifles :  his  own  bastardy, — 
As  being  got,  your  fSEitner  then  in  France ; 
And  his  resemblance,  being  not  like  the  duke. 
WithaL  I  did  infer  your  lineaments, 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father. 
Both  in  your  form  and  nobleness  of  mind : 
Laid  open  all  your  victories  in  Scotland, 
Tour  discipline  in  war.  wisdom  in  peace^ 
Tour  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility ; 
Indeed,  left  nothing,  fittine  for  your  purpose, 
TTntoodi'd,  or  slightly  handled,  in  discourse. 

*  Original  dxaft.  t  In  silence. 
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And,  when  my  oratory  grew  to  an  end, 

I  bade  them,  that  did  love  their  conntry'B  sood^ 

Cry-— God  save  Miekard,  Bngland^s  roytU  king  ! 

Glo.  And  did  they  so  ? 

Suck,  No,  so  God  h^p  me,  they  9pak»  not  a  winrd; 
But,  Uke  dumb  statues,  or  brealmess  stones, 
Stared  on  each  other,  and  lodt'd  deadly  ^paki 
Which  when  I  saw,  I  reprehended  them : 
And  ask'd  the  mayor,  woskt  meant  this  wilftil  silence : 
His  answer  was,— the  people  were  not  used 
To  be  spoke  to,  but  by  the  recorder. 
Then  he  was  urged  to  tell  my  tale  again : 
ThusMUhihe&hg,  ikmi  hath  th€  duke  it^en/^df 
But  nothing  spoke  m  warrant  from  himseu. 
When  he  had  done,  some  foUowem  of  mine  own. 
At  lower  end  o'  the  1»U,  hitfi'd  up  their  csp^ 
And  some  ten  voices  orMd,  God  mpm  MmgMtakard! 
And  thus  I  took  the  yantage  of  the  few,-* 
Thanks,  gentle  citizens  amd  friends,  quoth  I ; 
This  general  a^lattse,  and  obeerfnl  sAotd, 
Argues  pour  wisdom,  and  four  love  to  Biekard : 
And  even  here  br^e  off  and  came  away* 

Gh.  What  toxigueless  blocks  were  tiiey;  Would  they  noi 
speakP 
Will  not  the  mayor  then,  and  his  bvetloen  oome  ? 

Buck,  The  mayor  is  here  at  hand;  intend*  some  fear ; 
Be  not  you  spoke  with,  but  by  mighty  suit ; 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  himd. 
And  stand  between  two  churchmen,  good  my  lord ; 
For  on  that  ground  111  make  a  holy  ctosoaat : 
And  be  not  easily  won  to  our  requests ; 
Play  the  maid's  part,  still  answer  nay.  and  take  ii 

Glo.  I  go ;  And  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them. 
As  I  can  say  nay  to  thee  fer  myself^ 
No  doubt  well  bring  it  to  a  happy  issue. 

Buck,  Go,  go,  up  to  the  leads ;  the  lord  mayor  knocks. 

[SdritQtoStMM. 

Unter  the  LoBD  Matob,  Aldermen,  and  OUkene, 

Welcome,  my  lord ;  I  dance  attendance  h»e ; 
I  think,  the  duke  will  not  be  spoke  withal. 

JEwter,  from  ihe  Castle,  GaTESBT. 

Now,  Gatesby !  what  says  your  lord  to  my  reatrest? 
Cote,  He  doth  entreat  your  grace,  my  noble  lord. 
To  visit  him  to-morrow,  or  next  day : 
He  is  within,  with  two  right  reverend  fethers, 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation ; 
And  in  no  worldly  suit  would  he  be  moved. 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exercise. 


*  Pretend. 
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Such  Beturn,  good  Gatesby,  to  the  gradotts  duke ; 
Tell  him,  m^sel^  the  nuTor,  and  aldermen,' 
In  deep  designs,  in  matter  of  great  moment, 
Ko  less  importing  than  our  general  good. 
Are  oome  to  have  some  oonferenoe  with  his  grace. 

date.  rU  offoSy  so  much  unto  him  t^zrai^t.  *  Exu. 

Buck.  Akfia,  my  lord,  this  prince  is  not  an  Edward ! 
He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  day-bed,* 
But  on  his  knees  at  meditation ; 
Not  dalMns[  with  a  Inaoe  of  courtenna, 
But  mecutatmg  with  two  de^  divines ; 
Kot  sleei>ing,  to  en^prossf  his  idle  body. 
But  praying,  to  enndi  his  watohM  soul : 
Happy  were  Englaiid,  would  this  virtuous  prinoe 
Take  on  himself  the  sovereignty  thereof: 
But  sure,  I  fear  we  shall  ne'er  win  him  to  it. 

Mav-  Blarry,  God  defend,  his  grace  should  say  us  nay ! 

Buek,  I  fear,  he  will :  Here  Citesby  comes  again  ir- 

Be-enter  Gatbsbt. 

Now,  Catesby,  what  says  his  grace  P 

Caie.  He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  assembled 
Such  troops  of  citizens  to  come  to  him, 
His  grace  not  being  wam'd  thereof  before; 
He  fears,  my  lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Bnck.  Sorry  I  am,  my  noble  cousin  should 
Suspect  me,  that  I  mean  no  ^^ood  to  him : 
By  neaven,  we  come  to  him  m  perfect  love ; 
And  so  once  more  return  and  tell  his  grace.       [Exit  Catesbt. 
When  holy  and  devout  relisious  men 
Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence ; 
So  sweet  is  zealous  contemplation. 

Enter  Glostbb,  in  a  GaOery  above,  between  two  Biehope. 
CjlTSBBY  returns. 

Map.  See,  where  his  Q-aoe  stands  'tween  two  clergymen ! 

Buck,  Two  props  of  virtue  for  a  Christian  prince^ 
To  stay  him  from  the  fall  of  vanity ; 
And,  see,  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand; 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man.—. 
Famous  Plantagenet,  most  gracious  prince. 
Lend  fitvourable  ear  to  our  requests ; 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion,  and  right-Chrislian  zeaL 

Glo.  My  lord,  there  needs  no  such  apology ; 
I  rather  do  beseech  you  iMtrdon  me. 
Who,  earnest  in  the  service  of  my  God, 
Neglect  the  visitation  of  my  friends. 
Bu^  leaving  this,  what  is  your  grace's  pleasure  ? 

Buck,  Even  that,  I  hope,  which  pleaseth  God  above. 
And  all  good  men  ef  this  ungovem  d  isle. 

*  A  coach.  t  Fatten. 
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Glo,  I  do  suspect,  I  have  done  some  offettoe» 
That  seems  disspradous  in  the  city's  e:^e ; 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Suck,  You  have,  my  lord ;  Would  it  might  please  your  grace. 
On  our  entreaties  to  amend  70ur  figiult ! 

Olo.  Else  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Christian  land  P 

£uck.  Know,  then,  it  is  your  fault,  that  you  resign 
The  supreme  seat,  the  throne  majestical. 
The  sceptred  office  of  your  ancestors, 
Tour  state  of  fortune,  and  your  due  of  birth. 
The  lineal  glory  of  your  royal  house, 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemish'd  stock : 
Whilst,  in  the  mildness  of  your  sleepy  thoughts 
(Which  here  we  waken  to  our  country's  good). 
The  noble  isle  doth  want  her  proper  hmbs ; 
Her  face  defaced  with  scars  of  infamy. 
Her  royal  stock  graft  with  ignoble  plants, 
And  almost  shoulder*d*  in  the  swallowing  gulf 
Of  dark  forgetfulness  and  deep  oblivion. 
Which  to  reQure.t  we  heartily  sohdt 
Your  ^fracious  self  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  kingly  government  of  this  your  land  * 
Not  as  prot^tor.  steward,  substitute, 
Or  lowly  factor  lor  another's  gain: 
But  as  successively  from  blood  to  olood, 
Your  right  of  birth,  your  empery,J  your  own. 
Per  this,  consorted  with  the  citizens. 
Your  very  worshipful  and  loving  friends, 
And  by  their,  vehement  instigation. 
In  this  just  suit  come  I  to  move  your  grace. 

Glo.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  silence, 
Or  bitterly  to  speak  in  your  reproof. 
Best  fitteth  my  degree,  or  your  condition : 
If  not  to  answer,— you  might  haply  think. 
Tongue-tied  ambition,  not  replymg,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  yoke  of  sovereignty. 
Which  fond^  you  woidd  here  impose  on  me ; 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  suit  of  yours. 
So  season'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me, 
Then,  on  the  other  side,  I  check'd  my  fhends. 
Therefore,— to  speak,  and  to  avoid  the  first ; 
And,  then  in  speaking,  not  to  incur  the  last,— 
Definitively  thus  I  answer  you. 
Your  love  deserves  my  thanks ;  but  my  desert 
Unmeritable,  shuns  your  high  request. 
First,  if  all  obstacles  were  cut  away. 
And  that  my  path  were  even  to  the  crown. 
As  the  ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth ; 
Yet  So  much  is  my  poverty  of  spirit, 
So  mighty,  and  so  many,  my  defects. 
That  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  greatness,— 

*  Thrust  Into.  +  Recover.  t  Empire. 
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Being  a  baik  to  brook  no  mighty  seiL— 
Than  in  my  greatness  oovet  to  be  hid, 
And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glory  smother'd. 
But,  God  be  tnank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  me ; 
(And  much  I  need*  to  help  you,  if  need  were) ; 
The  royal  tree  hath  lefb  us  royal  firuit, 
Which,  mellowed  by  the  stealing  hours  of  time, 
Will  well  become  the  seat  of  majesty, 
And  make,  no  doubly  us  hanny  by  his  reign. 
On  him  I  lay  what  you  would  lay  on  me. 
The  right  and  fortime  of  his  happy  stars,— 
Whio%  Gk>d  defend,  that  I  should  wring  fh>m  him ! 

Such,  My  lord,  this  argues  conscience  in  your  grace; 
But  the  rei^pects  thereof  are  nicef  and  trivial. 
All  circumsiiances  well  considered. 
Ton  say,  that  Edward  is  your  broth^s  son ; 
So  sav  we  too,  but  not  by  Edward's  wife : 
For  first  he  was  contr&ct  to  lady  Lucy, 
Tour  mother  lives  a  witness  to  his  vow ; 
And  afberwards  by  substitute  betrothed 
To  Bona,  sister  to  the  king  of  France. 
These  both  put  by.  a  poor  petitioner, 
A  care-crazed  mother  to  a  manv  son^, 
A  beauty-waning  and  distressed  widow. 
Even  in  the  afternoon  of  her  best  days. 
Made  prize  and  purchase  of  his  wanton  eye, 
Seduced  the  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 
To  base  declenfflon  and  loath'd  bigamy  : 
By  her,  in  his  unlawful  bed,  he  got 
This  Edward,  whom  our  manners  call—the  prince. 
More  bitterly  could  I  expostulate, 
Save  that,  for  reverence  to  some  alive, 
Igive  a  sparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 
Then,  good  my  lord^  take  to  your  royal  self 
This  proflfer'd  benent  of  digmty : 
If  not  to  bless  us  and  the  land  withal. 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  ancestary 
From  the  corruption  of  abusing  time. 
Unto  a  Uneal  true-derived  course. 

Moty,  Do,  good  my  lord:  your  citizens 'entreat  you. 

Buck.  Befuse  not,  mighty  lord,  this  proffer'd  love. 

CcUe.  O,  make  them  joyfuL  grant  their  lawfUl  suit. 

Glo,  Alas,  why  would  you  heap  those  cares  on  me  ? 
I  am  unfit  for  state  and  majesty : — 
I  do  beseech  you,  take  it  not  amiss ; 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  yield  to  you. 

£ueh,  IS  you  reflise  it— as  in  love  and  zeal. 
Loath  to  denose  the  chilo,  your  brother's  son ; 
Ab  well  we  know  your  tenderness  of  heart. 
And  gentle,  kind,  efTeminate  remorse,! 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  kindred, 

*  Want  ability.  f  Minute.  t  Pity. 
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And  equally,  indeed,  to  aU  estates,— 
Yet  know,  whe*r  you  accept  our  suit  or  no, 
Your  brother's  son  shall  never  reign  our  king ; 
But  we  will  plant  some  other  in  your  tiirone, 
To  the  dis^praoe  and  downfal  of  your  house. 
And,  in  tms  resolution,  here  we  leave  you ; 
Come,  citizens,  we  will  entreat  no  mwe. 

^Exeunt  BUOKIKGHAIC  md  OUizetu, 

Cote,  Gall  them  amin,  sweet  prince,  accept  their  suit ; 
If  you  deny  them,  aU  the  laand  will  me  it. 

&lo,  Wul  you  enforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares  ? 
Well,  call  them  again;  I  am  not  made  of  stone. 
But  penelanhle  to  your  kind  entreaties,  IJExH  Catesbt. 

Albeit  against  my  conscience  and  my  soul-^ 

Ee-enter  BuGKINeHUC  and  ike  resi. 

Cousin  of  Buckingham,— and  sage,  grave  men,— 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back. 
To  bear  her  burden,  whe'r  I  wilL  or  na 
I  must  have  patience  to  endure  the  loaa : 
But  if  black  scandal,  or  foul-faced  reproach. 
Attend  the  seouel  of  your  imposition. 
Your  mere  enforcement  shall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  stains  thereof; 
For  Gtod  he  knows,  and  you  may  partly  see. 
How  far  I  am  from  the  desire  of  tnis. 

Majf.  God  bless  your  grace !  we  see  it,  and  will  say  ii 

Olo.  In  saying  so,  you  shall  but  say  the  truth. 

Buck,  Then  1  salute  you  with  this  royal  title- 
Long  live  king  Bichard,  Unglahd's  wortny  king ! 

Au,  Amen! 

Buck,  To-morrow  may  it  please  you  to  be  crown*d  ? 

Oh.  Even  when  you  please,  since  you  will  have  it  so. 

Buck,  To-morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  grace ; 
And  so,  most  jjpyftilly  we  take  our  leave. 

&lo.  Gome,  let  us  to  our  holy  work  again :—    {To  tie  his^pg. 
Farewell,  good  cousin ;— farewell,  gentle  Mends.  ISseun^, 


ACT  IV. 
SCEITE  L-^B^ore  the  Tower, 

Enter  on  one  side,  QuBBN  EMZABETiaL  Dnc^eae  of  YOBK;  tmd 
Marquis  of  DoBSBT :  on  the  other,  Akitb,  Ducheee  qf  '*"*" 
TEB,  leading  LaDT  MaSG-ABBT  PLANTAeSKBT,  ClXS. 
young  daughter, 

Duch.  Who  meets  us  here  ?— my  niece  Plantagenet> 
Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  aunt  of  Gloster? 
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Now,  for  my  lif&  ahe's  wand'ring  to  the  Toirer, 
On  pure  heart's  loye,  to  greet  the  teader  prmoe.— 
Daughter,  well  met. 

Anne,  God  give  your  graces  both 
A  haprgr  and  a  joyml  time  of  daj ! 

(Xmiz.  As  much  to  you.  good  sitter !  Whith^  away  ? 

Anne.  No  fiirther  than  the  Tower;  and,  as  I  guess, 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  yourselves, 
To  gratulate  the  g^entle  princes  there. 

Q.  EUz,  Kind  sister,  thanks;  we^l  enter  all  together: 

JSnter  BSAKSNBITBT. 

And,  in  |;ood  time,  here  the  lieutenimt  oomes.— 
Master  heutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leavcL 
How  doth  the  prince,  and  my  youns  son  of  York  ? 

Br  ah.  Bight  well,  dear  madam :  By  your  patience, 
I  may  not  suffer  ^ou  to  visit  them ; 
The  King  hath  strictiy  charged  the  contrary. 

Q.  B&.  The  king !  who's  that  ? 

BvJe.  I  mean,  the  lord  protector. 

O.  Elut.  The  Jjord  protect  him  from  that  kingly  title ! 
Hath  he  set  bounds  between  their  love  and  me  P 
I  am  their  mother,  who  shall  bar  me  from  them  ? 

Dnch.  I  am  their  father's  mother,  I  will  see  them. 

Anne.  Their  aunt  I  am  in  law,  in  love  their  mother : 
Then  bring  me  to  their  siehts ;  111  bear  thy  blame. 
And  take  tny  office  from  thee,  on  thy  peril. 

BraJc.  No,  madam,  no.  I  may  not  leave  it  so ; 
I  am  bound  oy  oath,  ana  therefore  pardon  me. 

iExU  Bbakenbubt. 

Enter  ^liSTXY, 

Stan.  Let  me  but  meet  you,  ladies,  one  hour  henoe, 
And  111  salute  your  graoe  of  York  as  mother. 
And  reverend  looker-on  of  two  fiiir  queens.-* 
Gome^  madam,  you  must  straight  to  Westminstbr. 

r  2b  the  Dnokeee  cf  GlosteIu 
There  to  be  crowned  Bichard's  royal  queen. 

Q.  EUz.  Ah,  cut  my  laoe  asunder ! 
That  my  pent  heart  ma^  have  some  socqpe  to  beat, 
Or  else  I  swoon  with  this  dead-killing  news. 

Anne.  Despiteftil  tidings !  O  unpleasingnews ! 

Dor.  Be  of  eood  cheer ;— Mother,  how  rares  your  graoe  ? 

Q.  EUs.  O  Dorset,  speak  not  to  me,  get  thee  gooe^ 
Death  and  destruction  do^  thee  at  the  neels; 
1%7  mother's  name  is  ominous  to  ohiklreii: 
If  &0U  wilt  outstaip  death,  go  cross  the  seas, 
And  Eve  with  Bdchmond,  from  the  reach  of  nelL 
Go,  hie  thee,  hie  thee,  from  tiiis  slan^ter-house^ 
Lest  thou  increase  the  number  of  the  dead ; 
And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margaret's  cnrae,— 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor  England's.oounted  queen. 
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Stan,  Full  of  wise  care  is  this  your  oounsel,  madtjn: — 
Take  all  the  swift  adyantage  of  tne  hours ; 
You  shall  have  letters  from  me  to  my  son 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way : 
Be  not  ta'en  tajtly  by  unwise  delay. 

Duch.  O  ill  diq>er8ing  wind  of  misery  !^ 

0  my  acoursed  womb,  the  bed  of  death ; 

A  oookatrice*  hast  thou  hatch'd  to  the  world. 
Whose  unavoided  eye  is  murderous ! 

Stan,  Oomei  madanL  oome :  I  in  all  haste  was  sen! 

Jnne,  And  I  with  aU  unwillin^ess  will  go.— 
O,  would  to  God,  that  the  inolusive  verge 
Of  golden  metal,  f  that  must  round  my  orow. 
Were  red-hot  steel,  to  sear  me  to  the  brain ! 
Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadlv  venom ; 
And  die,  ere  men  can  say— God  sare  the  queen ! 

Q.  Miz.  Go,  go,  poor  soul,  I  envy  not  thy  glory ; 
To  feed  my  humour,  wish  thyself  no  harm.  •^ 

Anne.  No !  why  ? — ^When  he,  that  is  my  husband  now. 
Came  to  me,  as  I  followed  Henrrs  corse ; 
When  scarce  the  blood  was  well  wash'd  from  his  hands. 
Which  issued  from  my  other  angel  husband. 
And  that  dead  saint  which  then  1  weeping  followed; 
O,  when,  I  say,  I  look'd  on  Richard's  face, 
This  was  my  wish,— 5«  thou,  quoth  I,  acciMrsed, 
For  making  me,  so  iowng,  so  old  a  widow  I 
And,  when  thou  wedPst,  let  sorrow  haunt  thy  hsd: 
And  he  thy  wife  {if  any  he  so  mad) 
More  miserable  by  the  life  of  thee. 
Than  thou  hast  made  me  by  my  decvr  lord^s  death, 
Lo,  ere  I  can  repeat  this  curse  again. 
Even  in  so  short  a  spaoeL  my  woman's  heart 
Grossly  grew  captive  to  nis  noney  words, 
And  proved  the  sulject  of  mine  own  soul's  ouise : 
Which  ever  since  hath  held  mine  eyes  from  rest ; 
For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  bed 
Did  I  ei^oy  the  gold^a  dew  of  sleep. 
But  with  his  timorous  dreams  was  still  awaked. 
Besides,  he  hates  me  for  my  fiither  Warwick ; 
And  will,  no  doubt,  shortly  be  rid  of  me. 

Q.  EUz,  Poor  hkxt,  adieu;  I  pity  thy  complaining. 

Amne.  No  more  than  with  my  soul  I  mourn  for  yours. 

Dor.  Farewell,  thou  woeful  welcomer  of  glory ! 

AMtte„  Adieu,  poor  soul,  that  tak'st  thy  leave  of  it ! 

Duch,  Go  thou  to  Baomnond,  and  good  fortune  guide  thee ! 

[2b  Dorset. 
Go  thou  to  Bichard,  and  good  ansels  tend  thee !—  [To  Anne. 
Go  thou  to  sanctuary,  ana  good  thoughts  possess  thee ! 

[2b  QUBBN  ElIZABSTH. 

1  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  rest  lie  with  me. 

*  A  serpent  tappoeed  to  orlfdaate  from  a  codi't  %%%, 
t  Thearowm. 
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Eighty  odd  years  ot  sorrow  haye  I  seen, 

And  each  hour's  joy  wreck'd  with  a  week  of  teen.  * 

Q.  JSliz.  Stay  yet ;  look  back,  with  me  unto  the  Tower.— 
Pity,  you  ancient  stones,  those  tender  babes. 
Whom  enyy  hath  immured  within  your  walls ! 
Bough  crame  for  such  httle  pretty  ones ! 
B.ude  ragged  nurse !  old  sullen  play-fellow 
For  tender  princes,  use  my  babies  well ! 
So  foolish  sorrow  bids  your  stones  fiEurew^  [Exeunt 

8CBKE  n,^A  JRoom  cf  State  in  the  Palace. 

Flourish  of  Trwiypeta.    BiCHABD,  at  King  upon  Me  Tftrone ; 
BucKiNaHAM,  Gatesby,  a  Page,  and  othere. 

K.  Mch.  Stand  all  apart.    Cousin  of  Buckingham,-*- 

Buck,  My  ^nradous  sovereign. 

K.  lUch.  Give  me  thj  hand.    Thus  high,  by  thy  advioe, 
And  thy  assistance,  is  kins  Bichard  seated : — 
But  shall  we  wear  these  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  shall  they  last,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 

Buck.  Still  live  they,  and  lor  ever  let  them  last ! 

K.  Itich.  Ah.  Buokmgham,  now  do  I  play  the  touch,  f 
To  try  if  thou  be  current  gjold,  indeed  :— 
Foung  Edward  lives :-— Tmnk  now  what  I  would  speak. 

Buck.  Say  on,  mv  loving  lord. 

K.  Bich.  Why,  Buckingham,  I  say,  I  would  be  king. 

Buck.  Why,  so  you  are,  my  thrice-renowned  Hege. 

K.  Rich.  Ha !  am  I  king  ?  'Tis  so :  but  Edward  lives.  . 

Buck.  True,  noble  prince. 

K.  Bich.  O  bitter  consequence, 
That  Edward  still  should  nve,r--6rue,  noble  prince  !— 
Cousin,  thou  wast  not  wont  to  be  so  dull  ^— 
Shall  I  be  nlain  ?  I  wish  the  bastards  dead : 
And  I  would  have  it  suddenly  perform'd. 
What  say^at  thou  now !  speak  suddenly,  be  brief. 

Buck.  Your  grace  may  do  your  pleasure. 

K.  Bich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  ice,  thy  kindness  freezes : 
Say,  have  I  thy  consent  that  they  shall  die  ? 

Buck.  Give  me  some  breathy  some  httle  pause,  dear  lord. 
Before  I  positively  speak  in  tms : 
I  will  resolve  ;^our  grace  immediately.         [JExit  Buceingham. 

Gate.  The  kins  is  angry ;  see  he  gnaws  his  hp.  [Aside. 

K.  Bich.  I  will  oonverse  with  iron-witted  fools, 

[Deecendefrom  hit  throne. 
And  unrespective  %  bovs :  none  are  for  me, 
That  look  mto  me  with  considerate  eyes ; — 
High-roaching  Buckingham  grows  circumspect.— 
Bc^, 

Page.  My  lord. 

*  Sorrow.  ^  Toodlttoiie.  x  Inconsideratt. 
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f.  Mitik,  EnoVflt  thou  not  an^,  ^om  oornssMag  gold 
Would  tempt  unto  »  oloee  exploit  *  of  death  P 

Paff€,  I  know  a  diaoontented  gentleman. 
Whose  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  mind : 
Ck)ld  were  as  sood  as  twen^  orators, 
And  wilL  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  anything. 

JT.  Sioh,  What  is  his  name  ? 

Page,  His  name,  m  j  lord,  is— TyrreL 

K.  Miek.  I  partly  know  tiie  man;  Go,  call  him  hither,  hoy.— 

lEadt  FiGB. 
The  deep-revolTing  witty  f  Buckingham 
No  more  shall  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counsels : 
Hath  he  so  long  held  out  with  me  untired 
And  fstffj^  he  now  for  breath  P—well,  be  it  sa- 

Unter  Stanley. 

How  now;  lord  Stanley  ?  what* s  the  news  ? 

Stan.  Know,  my  loving  lord. 
The  marquis  Dorset^  as  Ihear,  is  fled 
To  Bichmond,  in  the  parts  where  he  abides. 

K,  Bich.  Come  hither,  Catesby :  rumour  it  abroad. 
That  Anne,  lAy  wife,  is  very  ^evous  sick ; 
I  wiU  take  order  for  her  keepmg  close. 
Inquire  me  out  some  mean-borngentleman. 
Whom  I  will  marry  straieht  to  Clarence's  daughter : — 
The  boy  is  foolish,  and  I  fear  not  him. — 
Look,  how  thou  dream*st ! — I  say  again,  give  out. 
That  Anne  my  queen  is  sick,  ana  like  to  die : 
About  it ;  for  it  stands  me  much  X  upon. 
To  stop  all  hopes,  whose  growth  may  dsunage  me.— 

lExU  Catesbt 
I  must  be  married  to  my  brother's  daushter, 
Or  else  my  kingdom  stands  on  brittle  glass  ^— 
Murder  her  brothers,  and  then  marry  ner ! 
Uncertain  wav  of  gain !  but  I  am  in 
So  fiar  in  blood,  that  sin  will  j)luck  on  sin. 
Tear-Ming  pity  dwells  not  m  this  eye.— 

Be-enter  Page,  with  Ttbbel. 

Is  thy  name— Tvrrd  ? 

Tyr.  James  l^nrel,  and  your  most  obedient  subject 

K.  Bich,  Art  thou,  indeed  P 

Tyr.  Prove  me.  my  gracious  lord. 

K.  Bich.  Dar'si  thou  resolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine  ? 

Tyr.  Please  you :  but  I  had  rather  kill  two  enemies. 

A.  Bich.  Why,  then  thou  hast  it ;  two  deep  enemies. 
Foes  to  my  re^  and  mv  sweet  sleep's  disturbers, 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  l^ee  deal  upon : 
Tyrrel,  I  mean  those  bastards  in  the  Tower. 

•  Secret  act.  tCtDining. 

t  Isoftheatmootoooaeiittence. 
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Tyr,  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them. 
And  soon  I'll  rid  you  m>m  the  fear  of  them. 

K.  lUch.  Thou  sing'st  sweet  musia  Hark,  come  hither,  Tvrrel ; 
Go,  hy  this  token  ^— Uise^  and  lend  thine  ear :  [  Whispers. 

There  is  no  more  but  so :— Say,  it  is  done, 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prerer  thee  for  it. 

Tifr,  I  will  despatch  it  straight.  ^Exit 

Se-enler  BUCEINGHAM. 

Such.  My  lord,  I  have  consider'd  in  my  mind 
The  late  demand  that  you  did  sound  me  m. 

K,  JUch,  WelL  let  that  rest.    Dorset  is  fled  to  Bichmond. 

Bitch.  I  hear  the  news,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley,  he  is  your  wife's  son :— Well,  look  to  ;t. 

Butch.  My  lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  promise, 
For  which  your  honour  and  your  faith  is  pawn'd ; 
The  earldom  of  HerefoTd,  and  the  moveables, 
Which  70U  have  promised  I  shall  possess. 

K.  BacK,  Stanley,  look  to  your  wife ;  if  sl^e  convey 
I/etters  to  Richmond,  you  shall  answer  it. 

Buch.  What  says  your  highness  to  my  just  request  P 

K.  Bich.  I  do  remember  me,— Henry  the  sixth 
Did  prophesy,  that  Bichmond  should  be  king, 
When  Bichmond  was  a  Uttle  peevish*  boy. 
A  king !— perhaps 

Buch.  Mylord, 

K.  Bich.  How  chance,  the  prophet  could  not  at  that  time, 
Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  I  should  kill  him  ? 

Buch.  My  lord,  your  promise  for  the  earldom,— 

K.  Bich.  Bichmond !— When  last  I  was  at  Exeter, 
The  mayor,  in  courtesy,  showed  me  the  casfie, 
And  calrd  it— -Bouge-mont :.  at  which  name,  I  started ; 
Because  a  bard  of  Ireland  told  me  once, 
I  should  not  live  long  after  I  saw  Bichmond. 

Buch.  Mylord, 

K.  Bieh.  Ay,  whaf  s  o'clock  ? 

Bueh.  I  am  thus  bold 
Toput  your  grace  in  mind  of  what  you  promised  me. 

K.  Bich.  Well,  but  what  is't  o'clock  ? 

Buch.  Upon  the  stroke 
Often. 

K.  Bich.  Well,  let  it  strike. 

Buch.  Why,  let  it  strike  ? 

K.  Bich.  Because  that  like  a  Jack,  f  thou  keep'st  the  stroke 
Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditanon. 
I  am  not  in  the  givmg  vein  to-day. 

Buch.  Why,  then  resolve  me  whe'r  you  wHl  or  no. 

K.  Bich.  Thou  troublest  me :  I  am  not  in  the  vein. 

IJExeunt  KiNG  BiCHABD  and  train. 

Buch.  And  is  it  thus  ?  repays  he  my  deep  service 
With  such  contempt  ?  made  I  him  king  for  this  ? 

*  Foolish.  t  An  image  that  struck  the  hours  on  a  church- clock. 
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O,  let  me  think  on  Hastines ;  and  be  gpnt 

To  Breoknook,  while  my  fearfUl  head  is  on.  IKrii- 

SCEITE  UL—The  9ame, 

JESh^Ttsbbl. 

TjfT.  The  tyrannons  and  bloody  act  is  done ; 
The  most  aron  deed  of  piteous  massacre, 
That  OTer  yet  this  land  was  guilty  ofl 
Dighton  and  Forrest,  whom  I  did  suborn 
To  do  this  piece  of  ruthless  butchery, 
Albeit  they  were  flesh'd  villains,  bloody  dogs, 
Melting  with  tenderness  and  mUd  compassion, 
Wept  like  two  children,  in  their  death's  sad  story. 
O  thus,  quoth  Bighton,  lay  the  gentle  babes,— 
Thus,  thus,  quoth  Forrest,  gircUing  one  another 
Within  their  alabaster  innocent  arms : 
Their  lips  were  four  red  roses  on  a  stalk, 
Which,  in  their  summer  beauty  kis^d  each  other, 
A  book  of  prayers  on  their  pillow  lay : 
Which  once,  auoth  Forrest,  almost  changed  my  mind: 
But,  O.the  demlr—theirt  the  villain  stopp'd ; 
When  I)ighton  thus  told  on, — we  smothered 
The  most  replenished  sweet  work  of  nature, 
That,  from  the  prime  creation,  t^er  she  framed, — 
Hence  both  are  gone ;  with  conscience  and  remorse. 
They  could  not  speak ;  and  so  I  left  them  both, 
To  bear  this  tidings  to  the  bloody  king. 

Unter  KiKG  BiCHARD. 

And  here  he  comes :— All  health,  my  sovereign  lord ! 

K.  Mich.  Kind  Tyrrel !  am  I  happy  in  thy  news  ? 

Tyr.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in  charge 
Beget  your  happiness,  be  happy,  then. 
For  it  18  done. 

K.  Mich,  But  didst  thou  see  them  dead? 

Tyr.  I  did,  my  lord. 

K.Mich,  And  buried,  gentle  Tyrrel  P 

Tyr,  The  chaplain  of  tne  Tower  hath  buried  them ; 
But  where,  to  say  the  truth,  I  do  not  loiow. 

K,  Mich,  Come  to  me,  Tyrrel,  soon,  at  after  supper. 
When  thou  shalt  tell  the  process  of  tneir  death. 
Mean  time,  but  think  how  I  may  do  thee  good. 
And  be  inheritor  of  thy  desire. 
Farewell,  till  then. 

Tyr,  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Krii, 

K.  Mich.  The  son  of  Cuurence  have  I  penn'd  up  close ; 
His  daughter  meanly  have  I  matched  in  marriage; 
The  sons  of  Edward  sleep  in  Abraham's  bosom. 
And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  the  world  good  night. 
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Now,  for  I  know  the  Bretagne*  E-ichmond  aims 
At  young  Elizabeth,  my  brother's  daughter, 
And,  by  that  knot,  looks  proudly  on  the  crown. 
To  her  go  I,  a  jolly  thrlvmg  wooer. 

SfUer  Catesby. 

Cate.  My  lord, — 

K.  Mich.  Good  news  or  bad.  thatiihou  com'st  in  so  bluntly  ? 

Cate,  Bad  news,  my  lord :  Morton  f  is  fled  to  Eichmond ; 
And  Buckineham.  back'd  with  the  hardy  Welshmen, 
Is  in  the  field,  and  still  his  power  increaseth. 

K,  Etch.  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more  near, 
Than  Buckingham  and  his  rash-levied  strength. 
Come, — I  have  leam'd,  that  fearful  commenting 
Is  leaden  servitor  to  dull  delay ; 
Delay  leads  impotent  and  snail-paced  be^ary; 
Then  fiery  expedition  be  mv  wing. 
Jove's  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  king 
Gro,  muster  men :  My  counsel  is  ihy  shield ; 
We  must  be  brief  when  traitors  brave  the  field.  [Exeunt, 

SCENJS  IK— The  same,    Before  the  Falace. 

Enter  QuEEN  Maboabet. 

Q.  Mar.  So,  now  prosperity  begins  to  mellow 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death. 
Here  in  these  confines  slyly  have  I  lurk'd. 
To  watch  the  waning  of  mine  enemies. 
A  dire  induction^  am  I  witness  to, 
And  will  to  France ;  hoping,  the  consequence 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  blaick,  and  tragical. 
Withdraw  thee,  wretched  Margaret !  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  QuEEN  Elizabeth  <md  the  Duchess  of  York, 

Q.  Eliz.  Ah,  my  poor  princes !  ah,  my  tender  babes ! 
My  unblown  flowers,  new-appearing  sweets ! 
If  yet  your  gentle  souls  fly  in  the  air, 
And  be  not  fix'd  in  doom  i)erpetual, 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wings, 
And  hear  your  mothers  lamentation ! 

Q.  Mar.  Hover  about  her ;  say,  that  right  for  right 
Hath  dimm'd  your  infant  mom  to  aged  night. 

I>uch,  So  many  miseries  have  crazed  my  voice. 
That  my  woe-wearied  tongue  is  still  and  mute, — 
Edward  Plantagenet,  why  art  thou  dead  ? 

Q,  Mar.  Plantogenet  doth  quit  Plantagenet, 
Edward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying  debt. 

*  The  coantiy  in  which  Richmond  had  taken  niage. 
t  Bishop  of  Ely.  t  Introduction. 

VOL.  Ill,  Y 
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Q.  Mix,  Wilt  thou.  O  God,  fly  from  such  gentle  lambs, 
And  throw  them  in  the  entrails  of  the  wolf  ? 
When  didst  thou  sleep  when  such  a  deed  was  done  ? 
Q.  Mar.  When  holy  Harry  died,  and  my  sweet  son. 
Jjuch.  Dead  Ufe,  bhnd  sight,  poor  mortal-lining  ghost, 
Woe*s  scene,  world's  shame,  grave's  due  by  life  usurp'd. 
Brief  abstract  and  record  of  tedious  days. 
Best  thy  unrest  on  England's  lawful  earth,  [Sitting  down. 

Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blood ! 

Q.  JEUz.  Ah,  that  thou  wouldst  as  soon  afford  a  grave. 
As  thou  canst  yield  a  melancholy  seat ; 
Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  rest  them  here ! 
Ah,  who  has  any  cause  to  mourn,  but  we  ?    [Sitting  down  hy  her. 
A  -h*^^  re  ancient  sorrow  be  most  reverent, 

le  benefit  of  seniory,  * 

priefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand. 

I  admit  sodetv,  [Sitting  down  loith  them. 

r  woes  again  by  viewing  mine : — 

vard,  till  a  Eichard  kilPd  him : 

Eind.  till  a  Bichard  kiU'd  him ; 

n  Edward,  till  a  Bichard  kilrd  him ; 

k  Bichard,  till  a  Bichard  kiU'd  him. 

id  a  Bichard  too,  and  thou  didst  kill  him; 

and  too,  thou  holp'st  to  kill  him. 

hou  hadst  a  Clarence  too,  and  Bichard  kill'd  him. 

he  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept 

1,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death : 

at  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes, 

lbs,  and  Ian  their  gentle  bl<x)d ; 

!acer  of  God's  handy-work ; 

it  grand  tyrant  of  the  earth, 

n  galled  eyes  of  weeping  souls, 

(t  loose,  to  chase  us  to  our  graves.— 

ist.  and  true-disi)osing  God, 

Eknk  thee,  that  this  carnal  cur 

issue  of  his  mother's  body, 

ler  pew-fellow  t  with  others'  moan  ! 

larrjr's  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes 

with  me,  I  nave  wept  for  thine. 

ear  with  me,  I  am  hungry  for  revenge, 

loy  me  with  beholding  it. 

he  is  dead,  that  kill'd  my  Edward ; 

iward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward ; 

he  is  but  boot  J:  because  both  they 

le  hi^h  perfection  of  mv  loss. 

)  he  IS  dead,  that  stabbM  my  Edward ; 

)lders  of  this  tragic  play, 

te  Hastings.  Bivers,  vaughan,  Grey, 

other'd  in  tneir  duskv  graves. 

ives,  hell's  black  intelhgencer; 

i  their  flEbctor,  to  buy  souls, 

t  Companion.  t  Thrown  in  to  boot 
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And  send  them  thitlier :  Bat  at  hand,  at  hand, 
Ensues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end : 
.Eartii  gapes,  hell  bums,  nends  roar,  saints  pray, 
To  have  him  suddenly  conveyed  from  hence : — 
Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God^  I  pray, 
That  I  may  live  to  say,  The  dog  is  dead ! 

Q.Miz.  O,  thou  didst  prophesy  the  time  would  come. 
That  I  should  wish  for  thee  to  help  me  curse 
That  bottled  spider,  that  foul  bunoh-back'd  toad. 

Q.  Mar.  I  aill'd  thee  then,  vain  flourish  of  my  fortune ; 
I  call'd  thee  then,  poor  shadow,  painted  queen ; 
The  presentati9n  of  but  what  I  was, 
.The  flattOTing  mdex*  of  a  direful  pageant, 
One  heaved  a  high,  to  bQ  hurFd  down  below : 
A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  babes ; 
A  dream  of  what  thou  wast;  a  garishf  flag. 
To  be  the  aim  of  every  dangerous  shot : 
A  sign  of  dignity,  a  breath,  a  bubble ; 
Aqueen  in  jest,  only  to  fill  the  scene. 
"Wnere  is  thy  husband  now  ?    Where  be  thy  brothers ? 
Where  be  thy  two  sons  ?    Wherein  dost  thou  joy  ? 
Who  sues,  and  kneels,  and  savs— God  save  the  queen  ? 
Where  be  the  bending  peers  that  flattered  thee  ? 
Where  be  the  thronging  troops  that  follow'd  thee  ? 
Decline!  all  this,  and  see  what  now  thou  art. 
Por  happy  wife,  a  most  distressed  widow ; 
Por  joyful  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name ; 
For  one  being  sued  to,  one  that  humbly  sues ; 
For  queen,  a  very  caitiff"  crown'd  with  care ; 
Por  one  that  scom'd  at  me,  now  scom'd  of  me; 
Por  one  being  fear*d  of  all,  now  fearing  one; 
Por  one  commanding  aJl^  obey'd  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  course  of  justice  wheel'd  about. 
And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time ; 
Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  wert. 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 
Thou  didst  usurp  my  place.  And  dost  thou  not 
Usurp  the  just  proportion  of  my  sorrow  ? 
Now  thy  proud  neck  bears  half  my  burden'd  yoke ; 
Prom  which  even  here  I  slip  my  wearied  head. 
And  leave  the  burden  of  it  all  on  thee. 
Earewell,  York's  wife, — and  queen  of  sad  mischance,— 
These  English  woes  shall  make  me  smile  in  Prance. 

Q.  Miz.  O  thou  weU  skilVd  in  curses,  stay  a  while. 
And  teach  me  how  to  curse  mine  enemies. 

Q,  Mar.  Porbear  to  sleep  the  night,  and  fisist  the  day ; 
Compare  dead  Imppiness  with  living  woe; 
Think  that  thy  babes  were  fairer  than  they  were, 
And  he,  that  slew  them,  fouler  than  he  is : 
Bettering  thy  loss  makes  the  bad-causer  worse ; 
Bevolving  tms  will  teach  thee  how  to  curse. 

*  Preface,  programme.  t  Flaring.  t  Go  through. 
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O.  Miz.  My  words  are  dull,  0,  oiolidkeii  them  wii&  thine  t 
Q.M<tr.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  sharp,  and  i^eroe  like  mine. 

[JSxit  OUBBN  MABeASBT. 

Duoh.  Why  should  calamity  be  full  of  words  ? 

Q.  Miz.  Windy  attorneys  to  their  client  woes. 
Airy  suooeeders  of  intestate  joys, 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miseries ! 
Let  them  have  scope :  though  what  they  do  impart 
Help  nothing  else,  yet  do  they  ease  the  heart. 

Duch.  If  so,  then  be  not  tongue-tied :  go  with  me. 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  let's  smother 
My  damned  son,  that  thy  two  sweet  fsoma  smother'd. 

I  hear  his  drum,— be  oopious  in  exclaims. 

Unter  KufQ  ElCHABD,  and  Ms  Train,  marcUng. 

K,  Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedition  P 

Duch.  Oj  she.  that  might  have  intercepted  thee, 
By  stranglmg  tnee  in  her  accursed  womb, 
From  all  the  slaughters,  wretch,  that  thou  hast  done. 

Q.  Eliz.  Hid*st  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden  crown. 
Where  should  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right. 
The  slaughter  of  the  prince  that  owea*  that  crown. 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  sons,  and  brothers  ? 
Tell  me,  thou  villain-slave,  where  are  my  children  ? 

Duch.  Thou  toad,  thou  toad,  where  is  thy  brother  Clarence  ? 
And  little  Ned  Plantagenet,  his  son  ? 

Q.  Eliz.  Where  is  the  gentle  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey  ? 

Duch.  Where  is  kind  Hastings  ? 

K.  Itich,  A  flourish,  trumpets !— strike  alarum,  drums ! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  these  tell-tale  women 
Bail  on  the  Lord's  anointed :  Strike,  I  say.— 

IMourUh,    Alarums. 
Either  be  patient,  and  entreat  me  fair, 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamations.  * 

Duch.  Art  thou  my  son  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay;  I  thank  God,  my  father,  and  yourselil 

Duch.  Then  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition. 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 

Duch.  O,  let  me  speak. 

K.  Rich.  Do,  then :  but  I'll  not  hear. 

Duch.  I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  my  words. 

K.  Rich.  And  brief,  good  mother ;  for  I  am  in  haste. 

Duch.  Art  thou  so  nasty  ?  I  have  staid  for  thee, 
God  knows,  in  torment  and  in  agony. 

K.  Rich.  And  came  I  not  at  last  to  comfort  you  ? 

Duch.  No,  by  the  holy  rood,  thou  know'st  it  well, 
Thou  cam'st  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  heU. 
A  grievous  burden  was  thy  birth  to  me ; 

*  Owned 
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Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  inftincy ; 

Thy  school-days,  Mghtftil,  desperate,  wild,  and  furious ; 

Thy  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold,  and  venturous ; 

Thy  age  confirm'd,  proud,  subtle,  sly^  and  bloody. 

More  mild,  but  yet  more  harmftil,  kmd  in  hatred : 

What  comifortaDle  hour  canst  thou  name, 

That  ever  graced  *  me  in  thy  company  ? 

K,  Rich,  'Faith,  none,  but  Humphrey  Hour,  that  call'd  your 
grace 
To  breaJdast  once,  forth  of  my  company. 
If  I  be  so  dissracious  in  your  sight, 
Let  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  you,  madam. — 
Strike  up  the  drum. 

J)uch.  I  pr*ythee,  hear  me  speak. 

K.  Rich.  You  Q)eak  too  bitterly. 

DucK  Hear  me  a  word; 
For  I  shall  never  speak  to  thee  again. 

K,  Rich.  So. 

Buch.  Either  thou  wilt  die,  by  God's  just  ordinance. 
Ere  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror; 
Or  I  with  nrief  and  extreme  age  shall  pensh, 
And  never  look  upon  thy  face  again. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  most  heavy  curse ; 
Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more. 
Than  all  the  c6mplete  armour  that  thou  wear'st ! 
My  prayers  on  ttie  adverse  party  fight ; 
And  there  the  htde  souls  of  Edward's  children 
Whisper  the  snirits  of  thine  enemies. 
And  promise  them  success  and  victory. 
Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end ; 
Shame  serves  t  thv  life,  and  doth  thy  death  attend  [Hxit. 

§.  Bliz.  Though  far  more  cause,  yet  much  less  spirit  to  curse 
Abides  in  me ;  I  say  Amen  to  her.  [  Going. 

K.  Rich.  Stey,  madam,  I  must  speak  a  word  with  you. 

Q.  Miz.  I  have  no  more  sons  of  the  royal  blood. 
For  thee  to  murder:  for  my  daughters,  Eichard,— 
They  shall  be  praying  nuns,  not  weeping  queens ; 
Ana  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

K,  Rich.  You  have  a  daughter  call'd— Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  ftiir,  royal  andf  gracious. 

O.  BU».  And  must  she  die  for  this  ?  O,  let  her  live, 
And  ril  corrupt  her  manners,  stain  her  beauty ; 
Slander  myself,  as  false  to  Edward's  bed ; 
Throw  over  her  the  vdil  of  infamy : 
So  she  mav  Uve  unscarr'd  of  bleeding  slaughter ; 
I  will  confess  she  was  not  Edward's  daughter. 

K.  Rich.  Wrong  not  her  birth,  she  is  of  royal  blood. 

Q.  Mix.  To  save  her  life,  I'll  say— she  is  not  so. 

K,  Rich.  Her  life  is  safest  only  in  her  birth. 

Q.  Mie.  And  only  in  that  safety  died  her  brothers. 

K.  Rich,  Lo,  at  their  births  good  stars  were  opposite. 

^  Blessed.  t  Attends. 
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Q.  Miz.  No.  to  their  lives  bad  friends  were  ooii1a«ry* 

A.  Bich,  AU  unayoided  *  is  the  doom  of  destiny. 

Q.  EUz,  True,  when  avoided  graoe  makes  destiny : 
My  babes  were  destined  to  a  fairer  death, 
If  naoe  had  bless'd  thee  with  a  Mrer  life. 

K,  Rich,  You  speak,  as  if  that  I  had  slain  my  cousins. 

Q.  EUz,  Cousins,  indeed ;  and  by  their  unde  ooien'd 
Of  oomfort,  kingd<mi.  kindrod,  freedom,  life. 
Whose  hands  soever  lanoed  their  tender  hearts. 
Thy  head,  all  indirectly,  »ve  direction : 
No  doubt  the  murderous  knife  was  dull  and  Uunt, 
IHU  it  was  whetted  on  thy  stone-hard  heart, 
To  revel  in  the  entrails  of  my  lambs. 
But  that  still  t  use  of  grief  makes  wild  gri^  tame, 
Mv  tongue  should  to  thy  ears  not  name  my  boys, 
Till  that  my  nails  were  anchored  in  thine  eyes ; 
And  I,  in  such  a  desperate  bay  of  death. 
Like  a  noor  bark,  of  sails  and  tackling  reft, 
Eush  all  to  pieces  on  thv  rocky  bosom. 

K,  Rich,  Madam,  so  thrive  I  in  my  enterprize, 
And  dangerous  success  of  bloody  wars» 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours, 
Than  ever  you  or  yours  by  me  were  harmd ! 

Q.  EUz.  What  good  is  covered  with  the  fisuse  of  heaven^ 
To  D6  discovered,  that  can  do  me  good  P 

K,  Rich,  The  advancement  of  vour  children,  gentle  lady. 

Q.  Elix.  Up  to  some  scaffold,  there  to  lose  their  heads  ? 

K,  Rich,  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune, 


Canst  thou  demise  to  any  (£ild  of  mine? 

K,  Rich.  Even  all  I  have :  av,  and  myself  and  all. 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  chila  or  thine ; 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  soul 
Thou  drown  the  sad  remembranoe  of  those  wrongs, 
Whi(^thou  supposestv  I  have  done  to  thee. 

Q,  JSUz,  Be  bnef,  lest  that  the  process  of  thy  kindness 
Last  longer  tellins  than  thy  kincmess*  date. 

K,  Rich,  Then  Know,  that  from  m^  soul  I  love  thy  daughter. 

Q,  JSUz,  1^  daughter's  mother  thinks  it  with  her  souL 

K.  Rich,  What  do  you  think  ? 

Q.  JEUe.  That  thou  dost  love  my  daughter,  from  thy  soul : 
So,  from  thy  soul's  love,  didst  thou  love  her  brothers ; 
AsA,  from  mv  heart's  love,  I  do  thank  thee  for  it. 

K,  Rich,  Be  not  so  hasty  to  confound  mv  meaning : 
I  mean,  that  with  my  soul  I  love  thy  dauehter. 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  queen  of  England. 

Q.  Eliz,  Well,  then,  who  dost  tl^ou  mean  shall  be  her  kins  ? 

K,  Rich,  Even  h&  that  makes  her  queen :  Who  else  shoidd  be  ? 

Q.I!Ue,  What^&ouP 

•  Unavoidabte.  t  Constant.  t  A  crown^ 
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K.  Rich.  Even  go :  What  think  jou  of  it,  madam  ? 

Q.Miz,  How  oanst  thou  woo  her  ? 

K.  Rich.  That  I  would  learn  of  yon, 
As  one  being  best  acquainted  with  her  humour. 

Q.  Blit.  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me  ? 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart. 

Q.  Eliz.  Send  to  ner,  by  the  man  that  slew  her  brothers^ 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts ;  thereon  engrave, 
Edward,  and  York,  then,  haply,  will  she  weep : 
Therefore  present  to  her.— as  sometime  Margaret 
Bid  to  thy  father,  steen'a  in  Rutland's  blood,— 
A  handkerchief :  which,  say  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  sap  nrom  her  sweet  brothers'  body. 
And  Did  ner  wipe  her  weeping  eyes  withaL' 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love, 
Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds ; 
TeU  her,  thou  mad'st  away  her  unde  Clarence, 
Her  uncle  Bivers ;  ay,  and,  for  her  sake, 
Mad'st  (luick  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt  Anne. 

K,  Rich.  You  mock  me,  madam ;  this  is  not  the  way 
To  win  your  daughter. 

(XMtz.  There  is  no  other  way; 
Unless  thou  oouldst  put  on  some  other  shape. 
And  not  be  Eichard  that  hath  done  aJl  this. 

K,  Rich,  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her. 

Q.  JSJUz,  Nay,  then,  indeed,  she  cannot  choose  but  have  thee, 
Having  bought  love  with  such  a  bloody  spoil. 

K,  Mich.  Look,  what  is  done  cannot  be  now  amended : 
Men  shall  deal  unadvisedly  sometimes. 
Which  after-hours  give  leisure  to  repent. 
If  I  did  take  the  kingdom  from  your  sons. 
To  make  amends  111  give  it  to  your  daugnter. 
If  I  have  kill'd  the  issue  ofyour  womb. 
To  quicken  your  increase,  I  will  beget 
Mine  issue  of  your  blood  unon  your  daughter. 
A  grandam's  name  is  little  less  m  love, 
Tlum  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother ; 
They  are  as  children,  but  one  step  below. 
Even  of  your  metal,  of  your  very  blood ; 
Of  all  one  pain,— save  for  a  night  of  groans 
Endured  or  her,  f<»r  whom  you  bid,  *  like  sorrow. 
Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth. 
But  mine  shall  be  a  oomfort  to  your  aoe. 
The  loss  you  have,  is  but— a  son  being  king. 
And,  by  that  loss,  your  daughter  is  wade  queen. 
I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would. 
Therefore  accept  such  kindness  as  I  can. 
Dorset,  your  son,  that,  with  a  fearful  soul. 
Leads  discontented  steps  in  foreisn  soil. 
This  fiiir  allianoe  quickW  shall  call  home 
To  high  promotions  and  great  dignity : 
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The  king,  that  calls  your  beauteous  daughter— wife, 

Familiarly  shall  call  thy  Dorset— brother ;  » 

Again  shall  you  be  mother  to  aHng, 

And  all  the  ruins  of  distressful  tiines 

R^^air^d  with  double  riches  of  content. 

What !  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  see : 

The  liquid  drops  of  tears  that  you  have  shed. 

Shall  come  agam,  transformed  to  orient  pearl ; 

Advantaging  their  loan,  with  interest 

Of  ten  times  double  gain  of  happiness. 

Go  l^en,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go ; 

Make  bold  her  bashnil  years  with  your  experienoa ; 

Prep«ure  her  ears  to  hear  a  wooer's  tale ; 

Put  in  her  tender  heart  the  aspiring  flame 

Of  golden  sovereignty :  acquaint  the  princess 

With  the  sweet  suent  hours  of  marriage  joys ; 

And  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  oh&stised 

The  pettjr  rebel,  duU-brain'd  Buckingham, 

Bound  with  triumphal  garlands  will  I  come. 

And  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  conqueror's  bed ; 

To  whom  I  will  retail*  my  conquest  won. 

And  she  shall  be  sole  victress,  Cseair's  Csesar. 

Q.  EUz.  What  were  I  best  to  say  P  her  father's  brother 
Would  be  her  lord  ?  Or,  shall  I  sav,  her  uncle  ? 
Or,  he  that  slew  her  brothers  and  her  uncles  P 
Under  what  title  shall  I  woo  for  thee. 
That  God,  the  law,  m^  honour,  and  her  love, 
Can  make  seem  pleasmg  to  her  tender  years  P 

JT.  Rich.  Infer  fair  England's  peace  by  this  alliance. 

Q.  Eliz.  Which  she  shul  purchase  with  still  lasting  war. 

K.  Eich.  Tell  her,  the  king,  that  may  command^  entreats. 

Q.  SUz,  That  at  her  hands,  which  the  kiAg's  King  forbids. 

K.  Mich.  Say,  she  shall  be  a  high  and  mighty  queen. 

Q.  Mix.  To  wail  the  title,  as  her  mother  doth. 

K.  Sich.  Say,  I  will  love  ner  everlastingly. 

Q.  EUz.  But  how  long  shall  that  title,  ever,  lastP 

Jr.  Rich.  Sweetly  in  force,  unto  her  fair  life's  end. 

Q.  EUz.  But  how  long  fairly  shall  her  sweet  tife  last  P 

K,  Rich.  As  long  as  heaven,  and  nature  lengthens  it. 

Q.  EUz.  As  long  as  hell,  and  Bichard  likes  of  it. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  I,  her  sovereign,  am  her  subject  low. 

Q.  EUz.  But  she,  your  subject,  loaths  such  sovereignty. 

K.  Rich.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 

Q.  EUz.  An  honest  tale  speeds  best,  being  plainly  told. 

K,  Rich.  Then,  in  plain  terms,  tell  ner  my  loving  tale. 

Q.  EUz.  Plain,  and  not  honest,  is  too  harsh  a  style. 

K.  Rich.  Your  reasons  are  too  shallow  and  too  quick. 

Q.  EUz.  O,  no,  my  reasons  are  too  deep  and  dead: — 
Too  deep  and  dead,  poor  infimts,  in  their  graves. 

JT.  Rich.  Harp  not  on  that  string,  madam ;  that  is  past. 

Q.  EUz.  Harp  on  it  still  shall  I,  till  heartstrings  breaJc 
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JT.  Eich,  Now  by  my  George,  my  Garter,  and  my  Crown,— 

Q.  Mix,  Profaned,  dishonour'd,  and  the  third  usurped. 

K,  Rich,  I  swear. 

Q.  Eliz,  By  nothing :  for  this  is  no  oath. 
Thy  Georg^  profaned,  nath  lost  his  holy  honour ; 
Thy  garter  Diemish'd,  pawn'd.  his  knightly  yirtue 
Thy  crown,  usurped,  disgraoed  his  kinglv  ilory : 
If  something  thou  woulost  swear  to  be  oelieYed, 
Swear  then  Dy  something  that  thou  hast  not  wronged. 

K,  BicK  Now  by  the  world,— 

Q.  Miz.  Tis  fim  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 

K,  Rich,  My  father's  death,— 

a  SUz,  Thy  life  hath  that  dishonoured. 

K,Rich,  Then,  by  myself,— 

Q.  Miz,  Thyself  is  self-misused. 

K,  Rich,  WiiT  then,  by  God,— 

O.  BUz,  GU>d's  wrong  is  most  of  alL 
If  thou  hadst  feared  to  oreak  an  oath  by  him, 
The  unil^  the  king  thy  brother  made, 
Had  not  oeen  broken,  nor  my  brother  slain : 
If  thou  hadst  feared  to  break  an  oath  by  him, 
The  imperial  metal,  circling  now  thy  head. 
Had  graced  the  tender  temples  of  my  child ; 
And  both  the  princes  had  been  breathing  here. 
Which  now,  two  tender  bed-fellows  for  dust, 
Thy  broken  faith  hath  made  a  prey  for  worms. 
What  canst  thou  swear  by  now  ? 

K,  Rich,  By  the  time  to  come. 

Q.  Eliz,  That  thou  hast  wrong*d  in  the  time  o'erpast ; 
For  I  myself  have  many  tears  to  wash 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  past,  wrong'd  by  thee. 
The  children  Uve.  whose  parents  thou  hast  slaughtered, 
Ungovem'd  youtn,  to  wail  it  in  their  age : 
The  parents  live,  whose  children  thou  hast  butchered. 
Old  barren  plants,  to  wail  it  with  their  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come ;  for  that  thou  hast 
Misused  ere  used,  by  times  ill-used  oeerpast. 

K,  Rich,  As  I  intend  to  prosper,  and  repent ! 
So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  attempt 
Of  hostile  arms !  myself  myself  confound! 
Heaven,  and  fortune,  bar  me  happy  hours ! 
Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light ;  nor,  nighty  thy  rest  \ 
Be  opposite  all  planets  oi  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding,  if,  with  pure  heartes  love. 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts. 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  princely  daughter ! 
In  her  consists  my  happiness,  and  thine ; 
Without  her,  follows  to  myself,  and  thee, 
Herself,  the  land,  and  manv  a  Christian  soul, 
D^h,  desolation,  ruin,  and  decay : 
It  cannot  be  avoided,  but  by  ^is ; 
It  will  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this ; 
Therefore,  dear  mother  (I  must  call  you  so), 
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Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her. 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been ; 
Not  my  deserts,  but  what  I  will  deserve : 
Urge  the  necessity  and  state  of  times. 
Ana  be  not  peevish*  found  in  great  designs. 

Q.  Eliz.  Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  devil  thus? 

K,  Rich,  Ay,  if  the  devil  tempt  thee  to  do  good. 

Q^EUz.  Shall  I  forget  mysell;  tobe  myself? 

£*.  BioK  Ay.  if  your  self  s  remembrance  wrong  yourself, 

Q.  EUz,  But  thou  didst  kill  my  children. 

K,  Mch.  But  in  your  daughters  womb  I  bury  them : 
Where,  in  that  nest  of  spioery,t  ihey  shall  breed 
Selves  of  themselves,  to  your  recomforture. 

Q.  Eliz.  Shall  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  will  ? 

K.  Sich,  And  be  a  happy  mother  bv  the  deed. 

Q.  Eliz,  I  go.— Write  to  me  very  snortly, 
And  you  shall  understand  from  me  her  mmd. 

K,  EicK  Bear  her  my  larue  love's  kira,  and  bo  farewell.  . 

\Ki99ing  her.     Exit  QUBEN  ELIZABETH. 

Belenting  fooL  and  shallow,  changing—woman ! 
How  now  ?  wnat  news  ? 

EfOer  Batcliff  ;  Catbsby  following. 

Eat.  Most  mighty  sovereign,  on  the  w^tem  coast 
Bideth  a  puissant  navv :  to  the  shore 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  Mends, 
Unarm'd,  and  imresolved  to  beat  them  back : 
Tis  thought,  that  Bichmond  is  their  admiral ; 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham,  to  welcome  them  ashore. 

K.  Eieh.   Some  light-foot  fiiend  post  to  the  duke  of  Nor* 
folk:- 
Batelifl^  thyself,--or  Catesby ;  where  is  he  ? 

Caie.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Eich.  Castesby,  fly  to  the  duke. 

Caie.  I  will,  my  lord,  with  all  convenient  haste. 

K.  Eioh.  Batoliff,  come  hither :  Post  to  Salisbury ; 
When  thou  com'st  thither,— DuU,  unmindful  vilhun, 

[2b  Catbsbt. 
Why  stay'st  thou  her^  and  go'st  not  to  the  duke  ? 

Cate.  rirst,  mighty  uege,  tell  me  your  highness*  pleasure. 
What  from  your  grace  I  shall  deliver  to  him. 

K.  Eich.  0,  true,  good  Catesby :— Bid  him  levy  straight 
The  greatest  strength  and  power  ne  can  make. 
And  meet  me  suddenly  at  Salisbury. 

Caie.  I  go.  [ExU. 

Eat.  What  may  it  please  you.  shall  I  do  at  Salislniry  ?    . 

JT.  Eich.  Why,  what  woulost  thou  do  there,  before  1  go  ? 

Eat,  Your  highness  told  me,  I  should  post  before. 
J^»^  Stanley. 

K.  Eich,  My  mind  is  changed.— Stanley,  what  news  with  you? 
«  Foolish.  t  The  phoenix's  nost 
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Stem.  None  good,  my  liege,  to  please  you  with  the  hearing ; 
Nor  none  so  ba<L  but  well  may  be  reported. 

K.  Rich.  Heyday,  a  riddle !  neither  good  nor  bad ! 
What  need'st  thou  run  so  many  miles  about, 
When  thou  mayst  tell  thy  tale  the  nearest  way  P 
Once  more  what  news  ? 

Stan.  Eichmond  is  on  the  seas. 

K.  Rich.  There  let  him  sinl^  and  be  the  seas  on  hirn ! 
White-Uver*d  runagate^  what  doth. he  there  ? 

Sta/n.  I  know  not,  mighty  sovereign,  but  by  guess. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  as  you  guess  ? 

Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dorset,  Buckingham,  and  Morton, 
He  makes  for  England,  here  to  claim  the  crown. 

K.  Rich.  Is  the  chair  empty  ?  is  the  sword  unsway'd  P 
Is  the  king  dead  ?  The  empire  unpossess'd  ? 
What  heir  of  York  is  there  alive,  out  we  ? 
And  who  is  England's  king,  but  great  York's  heir  P 
Then,  tell  me,  what  makes  ne  upon  the  seas? 

Stwn,  TTnless  for  that,  my  liege,  I  cannot  guess. 

JT.  Rich.  Unless  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  liege. 
You  cannot  guess  wherefore  the  Welshman  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stan,  No,  mighty  Uege ;  therefore  mistrust  me  not. 

K.  Rich.  Wh^  is  thy  i)ower,  then,  to  beat  him  back  P 
Where  be  thy  tenants,  and  thy  followers  P 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  western  shore, 
Safe-c6nducting  the  rebels  from  their  ships  P 

Stan.  No,  my  good  lord,  my  friends  are  in  the  north. 

K.  Rich.  Cold  mends  to  me :  wha;t  do  they  in  the  north, 
When  thev  should  serve  their  sovereign  in  the  west  ? 

Sta/n.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  king 
Pleaseth  your  miyesty  to  give  me  leave, 
I'll  muster  up  my  friends ;  and  meet  your  grace. 
Where,  and  what  time,  your  majesty  shall  please. 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  ay,  thou  wouldst  be  gone  to  join  withBichmond: 
I  will  not  trust  yotu  Sir. 

Stan,  Most  mighty  sovereign. 
You  have  no  cause  to  hold  my  friendship  doubtful ; 
I  never  was^nor  never  will  be,  ftJse. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  go,  muster  men.    But,  hear  you,  leave  behind 
Your  son,  Qeorge  Stanley ;  look  your  heart  be  firm. 
Or  else  ms  heao^s  assurance  is  but  fraiL 

Stan,  So  deal  with  him  as  I  prove  true  to  you. 

ISxit  Stanley. 
JEnter  a  Messengeb. 

Meu,  My  nradous  sovereigxi^  now  in  Devonshire, 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  adv^tised. 
Sir  Edward  Courtney,  and  the  haughty  prelate, 
Bishop  of  Exeter,  ms  elder  brother. 
With  many  more  confederates,  are  in  arms. 

Unter  another  Mbssbngeb. 
2  Mess.  In  Kent,  my  liege,  the  Guildfords  are  in  arms ; 
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And  every  hour  more  oompetitors* 

Flock  to  the  rebels,  and  their  power  grows  strong. 

JBfUer  another  Messenger. 

3  Mess,  My  lord,  the  army  of  great  Buckingham— 

K.  Mich.  Out  on  ye,  owls !  nothing  but  songs  of  death  ? 

{_Me  strikes  him. 
There,  take  thou  that,  till  thou  bring  better  news. 

3  Mess.  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  majesty. 
Is,— that,  by  sudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters. 
Buckingnam's  army  is  dispersed  and  scattered ; 
And  he  nimself  wander*d  away  alone,* 
No  man  knows  whither. 

K.  jRich.  O,  I  cry  you  mercy : 
There  is  my  nurse  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 
Hath  any  well-advised  friend  proclaimed 
Beward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in  ? 

3  Mess.  Such  proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  liege. 

Enter  another  Messengeb. 

4  Mess.  Sir  Thomas  Level,  and  lord  marquis  Dorset^ 
'Tis  said,  my  liege,  in  Yorkshire  are  in  arms. 

But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  your  highness,— 
The  Bretagne  navy  is  dispersed  by  tempest : 
Biohmond,  in  Dorsetshire,  sent  out  a  boat 
Unto  the  shore,  to  ask  those  on  the  banks. 
If  they  were  his  assistants,  yea  or  no : 
Who  answer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  pEurty :  he,  mistrusting  them, 
•  Hois^d  sail,  aod  made  hi&oourse  a^^ain  for  Bretagne. 
K.  Sich.  March  on,  march  on,  smoe  we  are  up  in  anos ; 
If  not  to  fight  with  foreign  enemies, 
Yet  to  beat  down  these  rebels  here  at  home. 

Enter  Gatesby. 

Gate.  My  liege,  the  duke  of  Buckingham  is  taken. 
That  is  the  best  news ;  That  the  earl  of  Bichmond 
Is  with  a  mightar  power  landed  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  news,  but  yet  they  must  be  told. 

K.  Rich.  Away  towards  Salisbury;  while  we  reason  here, 
A  royal  battle  might  be  won  and  lost  :— 
Some  one  take  order,  Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salisbury ;— the  rest  march  on  with  me.  [Exeunt, 

HCENE  V.-^A  Room  in  LoBD  STANLEY'S  jECouse. 

Enter  Stanley  and  Sib  Chbistophbb  Ubswick. 

Stan.  Sir  Christonher,  tell  Bichmond  this  from  me; — 
That,  in  the  sty  of  this  most  bloody  boor, 

*  J.  e.  to  us. 
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My  son  George  Stanley  is  frank'd*  up  in  hold ; 
If  I  revolt,  off  goes  young  George's  head ; 
The  fear  of  that  withholds  my  wesent  aid. 
But,  tell  me,  where  is  princelyltichmond  now  ? 

Chris,  At  Pembroke,  or  at  Ha'rford-west,  in  "Wales. 

Sta/n.  What  men  of  name  resort  to  him  ? 

Ckris.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  soldier ; 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbert,  Sir  William  Stanley; 
Oxford,  redoubted  Pembroke,  Sir  James  Blunt, 
And  Eice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  crew ; 
And  many  other  of  great  fame  and  worth : 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  course, 
If  by  the  wav  they  be  not  fought  withal 

Sta/tt,  Well,  hie  thee  to  thy  lord ;  commend  me  to  him ; 
Tell  him,  the  queen  hath  heartily  consented 
He  shall  espouse  Elizabeth  her  daughter. 
These  letters  will  resolve  him  of  my  mind. 
Farewell,  iQi/oet  ^papers  to  Si»  Chbistophkb.    HxeunU 


ACT  V. 

SCBNJES  I. — Salisbury.    An  open  place. 

Enter  the  Shbeiff,  and  Ghia/rd^  with  BUCKINGHAM,  led  to 
execution. 

Buck.  Will  no*  king  Richard  let  me  speak  with  him  ? 

Sher.  No,  my  good  lord ;  therefore  be  patient. 

Buck.  Hastings,  and  Edward's  children,  Rivers,  Grey, 
Holy  king  Henry,  and  thy  fair  son  Edward, 
Yaughan,  and  ail  that  have  miscarried 
By  underhand  corrupted  foul  injustice; 
If  that  your  moody  discontented  souls 
Do  through  the  clouds  behold  this  present  hour. 
Even  for  revenge  mock  my  destruction ! 
This  is  All-Souls'  day,  fellows,  is  it  not  ? 

Sher.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Buck.  Why,  then  All-Souls^  day  is  my  body's  doomsday. 
This  is  the  day,  which,  in  king  Edward's  time, 
I  wish'd  might  fall  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
False  to  his  children,  or  his  wife's  allies. 
This  is  the  dajr,  wherein  I  wish'd  to  fall 
By  the  false  faith  of  Mm  whom  most  I  trusted ; 
This,  this  All-Souls'  day  to  my  fearful  soul. 
Is  the  determined  respite  f  of  my  wrongs.  J 
That  high  All-seer  which  I  dallied  with. 
Hath  tum'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head, 

*  Sticd  up. 

f  /.  e.  time  to  which  the  respite  of  puiiishment  was  finally  limited. 

t  EtU  doings. 
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And  given  in  eamert  what  I  begflf  d  in  jest 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  swords  of  wicked  men 
To  turn  their  own  points  on  their  masters'  hosoms : 
Thus  Margarets  curse  faXis  heavy  on  my  neck,— 
When  he,  quotk  she,  shcUl  split  thy  heart  with  sorrow. 
Remember  Margaret  was  a  prophetess. — 
Come,  Sirs,  convey  me  to  the  bk>ck  of  shame ; 
Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  blame. 

[Sxeunt  BuCKUroiTAM,  See. 

SCENE  II.— Plain  near  Tamworth. 

Enter,  with  drum  and  colours,  RICHMOND.  OxPOBD,  SlE  James 
Blunt,  Sib  Walter  Hebbebt,  and  others,  with  forces, 
marching, 

Eiohm.  Fellows  in  arms,  and  my  most  loving  fHends, 
Bruised  underneath  the  yoke  of  tyranny. 
Thus  fiur  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 
Have  we  march'd  on  without  impediment ; 
And  here  receive  we  ftrom  our  father  St-anley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement. 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  usun^g  bcwir, 
That  spoil'd  your  summer  fields,  and  fruitful  vines, 
Swills  your  warm  blood  like  wash,  and  makes  his  trough 
In  your  embowell'd  bosoms,— this  foul  swine 
Lies  now  even  in  the  centre  of  this  isle, 
Near  to  the  town  of  Leicester,  as  we  learn : 
From  Tamworth  thither,  is  but  one  day's  march. 
In  God's  name,  cheerly  on,  courageous  friends. 
To  reap  the  harvest  of  perpetual  peace 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  sharp  war. 

Oaf.  Every  man's  conscience  is  a  thousand  swords, 
To  fight  against  that  bloody  homicide. 

Herb,  idoubt  not,  but  his  friends  will  turn  to  us. 

Bluwt.  He  hath  no  friends,  but  who  are  friends  for  fear ; 
Which,  in  his  dearest  need,  will  flv  from  him. 

Eiehm.  All  for  our  vantage.    Then,  in  God's  name,  march : 
True  hope  is  swift,  and  flies  with  swaUow's  wings, 
Kings  it  makes  gods,  and  meaner  creatures  kings.  [Exeunt. 

SCEUTE  III.—BoswoHh  Field. 

Enter  King  BichabD,  aM  forces ;  the  Duke  of  NOBFOLK,  JEori 
(l/'SUBBEY,  and  others. 

K.  Eich.  Here  pitch  our  tents,  even  here  in  Bosworth  field.— 
My  lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  so  sad  ? 
Sur.  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  looks. 

K.  Eich.  My  lord  of  Norfolk, 

Nor.  Here,  most  gracious  liege. 

JT.  Eich.  Norfolk,  we  must  Imve  knocks ;  Ha !  must  we  not? 

Nor.  We  must  both  give  and  take,  my  loving  lord. 
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JT.  Sich,  Up  with  my  tent :  Here  will  I  lie  to-night; 

[Soldiers  begin  to  set  up  the  Kin^s  tent. 
But  where  to-morrow  P— Well,  all's  one  for  that.— 
Who  hath  descried  the  number  of  the  traitOTS  ? 

Nor.  Six  or  seven  thousand  is  ttieir  utmost  power. 

K,  Rich,  Why,  our  battalia  trebles  that  account : 
Besides,  the  king's  name  is  a  tower  of  strength, 
Which  they,  upon  the  adverse  faction  want. 
Tip  with  the  tent.— Come,  noble  gentlemen, 
Let  us  survey  the  vantage  of  the  ground ; — 
Call  for  some  men  of  sound  direction :  ^^^ 
Let's  want  no  discipline,  make  no  delay ; 
For,  lords,  to-morrow  is  a  busy  day.  [Mpeunt, 

Enter,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Jield.  ElCHMOND,  SlE  WiLLIAM 
BBAin)ON,  Oxford,  and  other  Lords.  Some  cf  the  soldiers 
pitch  BlCHMOND's  tent. 

Bichm.  The  weary  sun  hath  made  a  golden  set. 
And,  by  the  bright  track  of  his  fiery  car. 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow — 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  shall  bear  my  standard.— 
Give  me  some  ink  and  paper  in  my  tent  ;— 
I'll  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle. 
Limit  t  eaon  leader  to  his  several  charge. 
And  part  in  just  proportion  our  small  power. 
My  lord  of  Oxford,— you,  Sir  WilUam  Brandon,— 
And  you,  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  stay  with  me : 
The  earl  of  Pembroke  keeps  X  his  re^ment  ;— 
Good  captain  Blunt,  bear  my  good  m^ht  to  him, 
And  by  the  second  hour  in  the  mommg 
Desire  the  earl  to  see  me  in  my  tent : 
Tet  one  thine  more,  good  captain,  do  for  me ; 
Where  is  lord  Stanley  quarter'd,  do  you  know  ? 

Bhtnt.  Unless  I  have  nusta'en  his  colours  much 
(Which,  well  I  am  assured.  I  have  not  done). 
His  regiment  lies  half  a  mile  at  least 
South  nrom  the  mighty  jwwer  of  the  king. 

Bichm.  If  without  peril  it  be  possible. 
Sweet  Blunt,  make  good  some  means  to  speak  with  him. 
And  give  him  from  me  tins  most  needful  note. 

Blunt.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  I'll  undertake  it ; 
And  so,  God  give  you  quiet  rest  to-nicht ! 

Bichm.  Good  night,  good  captain  Blunt.    Come,  gentlemen, 
Let  us  consult  upon  to-morrow's  business ; 
In  to  my  tent»  the  air  ii  taw  and  cold. 

ITThey' withdraw  into  the  tevf. 

Enter,  to  his  tent,  KiNG  RlCHABD,  NOEFOLK,  E^TCLTPF,  and 
Catesbt. 

K.  Bich.  What  is't  o'clock  ? 

*  I.e.  judgment.  f  Appoint.  t  Remains  with. 
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Caie.  Ifs  sapper  time,  my  lord: 
It's  six  o'<dook. 

K.  jRich,  I  will  not  sup  to-night- 
Give  me  some  ink  and  paper.— 
What,  is  my  beaver  easier  tiian  it  was  P— 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent  ? 

Gate,  It  is,  my  liege,  and  all  things  are  in  readiness. 

K.  Rich,  Good  Noriolk,  hie  thee  to  thv  charge ; 
Use  careful  watch,  choose  trusty  sentineb. 

Nor.  I  go.  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stir  with  the  laric  to-morrow,  gentle  Norfolk. 

Nor,  I  warrant  you,  my  lord.  [JEjr*/. 

K,  Rich,  Eatcliflt 

Rat.  My  lord? 

K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  pursuivant  at  arms 
lo  Stanley's  regiment :  bid  him  bring  his  power 
Before  sun-rising,  lest  nis  son  George  Ml 
Into  the  bUnd  cave  of  eternal  night- 
Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine.— Give  me  a  watch :  •—      [To  Catesb Y. 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to-morrow. 
Look  that  my  staves  t  be  sound,  and  not  too  heavy. 
BatcHflt — 

JJoTMylord? 

K,  Rich,  Saw'st  thou  the  melancholy  t  lord  Northumberland  ? 

Rat  Thomas  the  earl  of  Surrey,  and  himself, 
Much  about  cock-shut  §  time,  from  troop  to  troop. 
Went  through  the  army,  cheering  up  the  soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  satisfieo.    Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine : 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  spirit. 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have.— 
So,  set  it  down.— Is  ink  and  paper  ready  ? 

Mat  It  is,  my  lord.  • 

K,  Rich,  Bid  my  guard  watch ;  leave  me. 
About  the  mid  of  night  come  to  my  tent 
And  help  to  arm  me.— Jjeave  me,  I  say. 

[King  Bichasd  retires  into  hu  tent,    Exeunt  Eatcltff 
and  Catesby. 

BlCH]COin)'s  tent  opens^  and  ditcovers  him  and  his  officers,  Sec. 
Enter  Stanlby. 

Stan.  Fortune  and  victory  sit  on  thy  helm ! 

Richm,  All  comfort  that  the  dark  mght  can  afford, 
Be  to  thy  person,  noble  father-in-law ! 
Tell  me,  how  fares  our  loving  mother  ? 

Stan.  I,  by  attorney,  |l  bless  thee  from  thy  mother, 
Who  prays  continually  for  Bichmond's  good ; 
So  much  for  that— The  silent  hours  steal  on, 
And  flaky  darkness  breaks  within  the  east 
In  brief,  for  so  the  season  bids  us  be, 

*  A  watch-Ught.  t  Wood  of  the  lances. 

t  Stdlenly  indifllerent.  4  Twilight.  |  Depatatton. 
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Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning ; 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  the  arbitrement 
Of  bloody  strokes,  and  mortal-staring  war. 
I,  as  I  may,  (that  which  I  would,  I  cannot,) 
W  ith  best  advantage  will  deceive  the  time. 
And  aid  th^e  in  this  doubtful  shock  of  arms ; 
But  on  thy  side  I  may  not  be  too  forward. 
Lest,  being  seen,  thy  brother,  tender  George, 
Be  executed  in  nis  father's  sight : 
Farewell :  The  leisure  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love. 
And  ample  interchange  of  sweet  discourse, 
Which  so  long  sunder d  friends  should  dwell  upon  ; 
God  give  us  leisure  for  these  rites  of  love  I 
Once  more,  adieu : — Be  vahant  and  speed  well ! 

Richm.  Good  lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regiment ; 
I'll  strive,  with  troubled^thoughts,  to  take  a  nap ; 
Lest  leaden  slumber  peise*  me  down  to-morrow, 
When  I  should  mount  with  wings  of  victory : 
Once  more  good  night,  kind  lords  and  gentlemen. 

{Exeunt  LOEDS,  Sco.  tvUk  STANLEY. 
O  Thou !  whose  captain  I  account  myself. 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye ; 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruisine  irons  of  wrath. 
That  they  may  crush  down  witn  a  heavy  fall 
The  usurping  helmets  of  our  adversaries ! 
Make  us  thy  ministers  of  chastisement, 
That  we  may  praise  thee  in  thy  victory ! 
To  Thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  soul, 
Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes ; 
Sleeping,  and  waking,  O  defend  me  still !  [Sleeps. 

The  Ghost  of  Peince  Edwaed,  son  to  Henet  the  Sixth,  rises 
between  the  two  tents. 

Ghost,  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to-morrow ! 

[To  King  Eichaed. 
Think,  how  thou  stab'dst  me  in  my  prime  of  youth 
At  Tewkesbury :  Despair,  therefore,  and  die ! — 
Be  cheerful,  Richmond ;  for  the  wrong'd  souls 
Of  butcher'a  princes  fight  in  thy  behalf: 
King  Henry's  issue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee. 

The  Ghost  o/King  Heney  the  Sixth  rises. 

Ghogt.  When  I  was  mortal,  my  anointed  body 

[To  KING  RlCHABD. 

By  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes : 
Think  on  the  Tower,  and  me ;  Despair,  and  die ! 
Harry  the  sixth  bids  thee  despair  and  die- 
Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  conqueror !  [To  Richmond. 
Harry,  that  prophesy'd  thou  should'st  be  king. 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  thy  sleep :  Live,  and  flourish ! 
*  Weigh. 
VOL.  III.                                           Z 
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The  Ghost  <^Claeence  rises. 

Ghost.  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to-morrow ! 

ITo  King  Eichakix 
L  that  was  wash*d  to  death  with  fulsome  wme, 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betra/d  to  death ! 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  *  thy  edgeless  sword ;  Despair  and  die ! — 

Thou  oflB^ring  of  the  house  of  Lancaster,        [  To  Bichmond!. 
The  wronff*d  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee ; 
G<x)d  angels  guard  thy  battle !  Live,  and  flourish ! 

The  Ghosts  o/Eivees,  Geey,  and  Vaughan,  rise. 

Riv.  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to-morrow 

{To  King  Richabd. 
Kivers,  that  died  at  Pomfret !    Despair  and  die ! 
Orey.  Think  upon  Grey,  and  let  thy  soul  despair ! 

[jTo  King  Bichaed. 
Vaugh.  Think  upon  Vaughan ;  and,  with  guilty  fear. 
Let  fall  thy  lance !  Despair,  and  die !—       \To  King  Ktchabi). 
All.  Awake !  and  think,  our  wrongs  in  Eichard's  bosom 

\_To  ElCHMOND. 

Will  conquer  him ;— awake,  and  win  the  day ! 
The  Ghost  of  Hastings  rises. 

Ghost.  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake,  [roKiNoEiCHAED. 
And  in  a  bloody  battle  end  thy  days ! 
Think  on  lord  Hastings ;  and  despair,  and  die  !— 

Quiet  untroubled  soul,  awake,  awake !  [To  EiCHJlOND. 

Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  England's  sake! 

The  Ghosts  of  the  two  Young  Peinces  rise. 

Ghosts.  Dream  on  thy  cousins  8mother*d  in  the  Tower; 
Let  us  be  lead  within  thy  bosom,  Eichard, 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  shame,  andL  death ! 
Thy  nephews*  souls  bid  thee  despair,  and  die. — 

Sleep,  Eichmond,  sleep  in  peace,  and  wake  in  joy ; 
Good  angels  guard  thee  from  the  boar's  annoy ! 
Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  kings ! 
Edward's  unhappy  sons  do  bid  thee  flourish. 

I%e  Ghost  of  Queen  Anne  rises. 

Ghost.  Eichard,  thy  wife,  that  wretched  Anne  thy  wife^ 
That  never  slept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee. 
Now  fills  thy  sleep  with  perturbations  : 
To-morrow  m  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgeless  sword ;  Despair  and  die ! — 

ITiou,  quiet  soul,  sleep  thou  a  quiet  deep;       [ To  Eichmond. 
Dream  of  success  and  happy  victory : 
Thy  adversary's  wife  dotn  pray  for  thee. 

*  Let  faU. 
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The  Ghost  of  Buckingham  rises. 

Ghost.  The  first  was  I,  that  help*d  thee  to  the  crown : 

[To  King  Richard. 
The  last  was  I  that  felt  thy  tyranny : 
O,  in  the  battle  think  oft  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltiness ! 
Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  death ; 
Painting,  despair ;  despairing,  yield  thy  breath  f— 

ITo  Richmond. 

I  died  for  hope,*  ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid : 
But  cheer  thy  h^irt,  and  be  thou  not  disma^'d : 
€ro<L  and  good  angels,  fi^ht  on  Richmond's  side: 
And  Richard  falls  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

[The  Ghosts  vmish.  King  Richabd  stcurts  out  cfhis  dream. 

K.  JUch.  Give  me  another  horse,— bind  up  my  wounds,— 
Have  mercy,  Jesu !— Soft ;  I  did  but  dream. — 

0  coward  conscience,  how  dost  thou  ^ict  me ! — 
The  lights  bum  blue.— It  is  now  dead  midnight 
Cold  fearful  drops  stand  on  my  trembling  flesh. 
What  do  I  fear  ?  myself?  there's  none  e&e  by : 
Richard  loves  Richard ;  that  is,  I  am  I. 

Is  there  a  murderer  here  ?    No ; — Yes ;  I  am : 

Then  fly,— What,  from  myself?  Great  reason :  Why  P 

Lest  I  revenge.    What  ?    Myself  on  myself? 

1  love  myself.    Wherefore  ?  for  any  good, 
That  I  myself  have  done  unto  myself? 
O,  no:  alas,  I  rather  hate  myself, 

Por  hateful  deeds  committed  by  myself. 
I  am  a  villaui :  Yet  I  lie.  I  am  not. 
Pool,  of  thyself  speak  well :— Fool,  do  not  flatter. 
My  conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues. 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale. 
And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 
Perjury,  perjury,  in  the  high'st  degree. 
Murder,  stem  murder,  in  the  dir'st  degree ; 
All  several  sins,  all  used  in  each  degree ; 
Throng  to  the  bar.  crying  all,— Guuty !  guilty ! 
I  shall  despair. — There' is  no  creature  loves  me; 
And,  if  I  me,  no  soul  will  pity  me  :— 
Nay.  wherefore  should  they  ?  since  that  I  myself 
Pina  in  myself  no  pity  to  myself. 
Methought,  the  souls  of  aU  that  I  had  murder'd 
Game  to  my  tent :  and  every  one  did  threat 
To-morrows  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 

Snter  Ratcliff. 

Eat,  My  lord, 

K.  Rich.  Who's  there  ? 

Rat.  Ratcliff,  my  lord ;  'tis  I.    The  early  village  cock 
Hath  twice  done  salutation  to  the  mom ; 
Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  armour. 


*  Hoping  well  to  ^ou. 
Z  2 
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K.  Rich.  O,  Eatcliff,  1  have  dream'd  a  fearftil  dream ! 
What  thinkest  thou  ?  will  our  friends  prove  all  true  ? 

Eat.  Nodoubt.  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  EatchfiF,  I  fear,  I  fear,— 

Rat.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  afraid  of  shadows. 

K.  Rich.  By  the  apostle  Paul,  shadows  to-night 
Have  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  substance  of  ten  thousand  soldiers, 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  shallow  Richmond. 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.    Come,  go  with  me ; 
Under  our  tents  I'll  play  the  eaves-dropper, 
To  hear,  if  any  mean  to  shrink  from  me. 

[Exeunt  KiNG  RiCHABD  and  RatCLIFF. 

Richmond  waJces.    JEnter  Oxfoed  and  others. 

Lords,  Grood  morrow,  Richmond. 

Richm.  'Cry  mercy,  lords,  and  watchful  gentlemen, 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  sluggard  here. 

Lords.  How  have  you  slept,  mv  lord  ? 

Richm.  The  sweetest  sleep,  and  fairest-boding  dreams, 
That  ever  enter'd  in  a  drowsy  head, 
Have  I  since  your  departure  had,  my  lords. 
^Methought,  their  souls,  whose  bodies  Richard  murder'd. 
Came  to  my  tent,  and  cried— On  !  victory ! 
I  promise  you.  my  heart  is  very  jocund 
In  the  remembrance  of  so  fair  a  dream. 
How  far  into  the  morning  is  it,  lords  ? 

Lords.  Upon  the  stroke  of  four. 

Richm,  Why,  then  'tis  time  to  arm,  and  give  direction. — 

{^He  advances  to  the  troops. 
]\Iore  than  I  have  said,  loving  countrymen. 
The  leisure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 
Forbids  to  dwell  on.    Ye™member  this, — 
God,  and  our  good  cause,  fight  upon  our  side ; 
The  prayers  oi  holy  saints,  and  wronged  souls, 
Like  high-rear'd  bulwarks,  stand  before  our  faces ; 
Richard  except,  those,  whom  we  fight  against. 
Had  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 
For  what  is  he  they  follow  ?  truly,  gentlemen, 
A  bloody  tyrant,  and  a  homicide ; 
One  raised  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  established ; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 
And  slaughter'd  those  that  were  the  means  to  help  him ; 
A  base  foul  stone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
Of  England's  chair,*  where  he  is  falsely  set ; 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy : 
Then,  if  you  fight  against  God's  enemy, 
God  will,  in  justice,  wardf  you  as  his  soldiers;        .  , 

If  you  do  sweat  to  put  a  tyrant  down. 
You  sleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  slain ; 
If  you  do  fight  against  your  country's  foes. 


*  Throne.  t  Guard. 
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Your  country's  fat  shall  pav  your  pains  the  hire ; 

If  you  do  fight  in  safeguard  of  your  wives, 

Your  wives  will  welcome  home  the  conquerors ; 

If  you  do  free  your  children  from  the  sword, 

Your  children's  children  quit*  it  in  your  a«e. 

Then  in  the  name  of  Grod,  and  all  these  rignts, 

Advance  your  standards,  draw  your  wilUng  swords ; 

For  me,  the  ransomf  of  my  bold  attempt 

Shall  be  this  cold.coriwe  on  the  earth's  cold  face ; 

But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt 

The  least  of  you  shall  share  ms  part  thereof. 

Sound,  drums  and  trumpets,  boldly  and  cheerfully ; 

God,  and  Saint  George !  Eichmond,  and  victory !  [JExeunt. 

Re-enter  KiNG  B10HA.BD,  Batcliff,  AUendanU,  and  Forces. 

K.  Rich.  What  said  Northumberland,  as  touching  Bichmond? 

Rat.  That  he.  was  never  trained  up  in  arms. 

K.  Rich.  He  said  the  truth :  And  what  said  Surrey  then  ? 

Rat.  He  smiled  and  said,  the  better  for  our  puri)ose. 

K.  Rich.  He  was  i'the  right ;  and  so,  indeed,  it  is. 

\_ClocJc  strikes. 
Tell  the  clock  there.— Give  me  a  calendar.— 
"Who  saw  the  sun  to-day  ? 

Rat.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  he  disdains  to  shine ;  for,  by  the  book, 
He  should  have  braved  J  the  east  an  hour  ago : 
A  black  day  will  it  be  to  somebody.— 
Batcliff, 

Rat.  My  lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  The  sun  will  not  be  seen  to-day; 
The  sky  doth  frown  and  lour  upon  our  army. 
I  would,  these  dewy  tears  were  from  the  ground. 
Not  shine  to-day  !    Why,  what  is  that  to  me, 
More  than, to  Bichmond  ?  for  the  self-same  heaven 
That  frowns  on  me,  looks  sadly  upon  him. 

JEnter  Noefolk. 

Nor.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord ;  the  foe  vaunts  in  the  field. 
K.  Rich.  Come,  bustle,  bustle  ^—Caparison  my  horse ; — 
Call  up  lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  power : — 
I  will  lead  forth  my  soldiers  to  the  plain. 
And  thus  my  battle  shall  be  ordered. 
My  forewara  shall  be  drawn  out  all  in  length. 
Consisting  equally  of  horse  and  foot ; 
Our  archers  shall  be  placed  in  the  midst : 
John  duke  of  NorfolK,  Thomas  earl  of  Surrey, 
•  Shall  have  the  leading  of  this  foot  and  horse. 
They  thus  directed,  we  ourself  will  follow 
In  the  main  battle ;  whose  puissance  on  either  side 

*  Requite.  t  Fine.  t  Made  it  splendid 
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Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  ohiefest  horse. 

This,  and  Saint  Georg^e  to  boot !  *— What  think'st  thou,  Norfolk  f 

Nor.  A  good  direction,  warlike  sovereign.— 
This  found  I  on  my  tent  this  morning.  [  Qieing  a  scroll. 

K,  Bich.  Jocky  of  Norfolk,  he  not  too  hold,  [Eeads. 

For  Dickon  thy  master  is  hought  and  sold, 
A  thing  deyised  by  the  enemy, — 
Go,  gentlemen,  every  man  unto  his  charge: 
Let  not  our  babbling  dreams  affiright  our  souls, 
Conscience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  use. 
Devised  at  first  to  keep  the  strong  in  awe : 
Our  strong  arms  be  our  conscience,  swords  our  law. 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell-mell ; 
If  not  to  heaven,  then  nand-in-hand  to  hell. 

What  shall  I  say  more  than  I  have  inferr'd. 
Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal ; 
A  sortf  of  vagabonds,  rascals,  and  run-aways, 
A  scum  of  BretagnesJ:  and  base  lackey  peasants. 
Whom  their  o'er-oloyed  country  vomits  forth 
To  desperate  ventures  and  assured  destruction, 
You  sleeping  safe,  they  bring  you  to  unrest ; 
You  havmg  lands,  and  bless^  with  beauteous  wives, 
They  would  restrain  the  one,  distain  the  other. 
And  who  doth  lead  them,  but  a  paltry  fellow, 
Lou^  kept  in  Bretagne  at  our  mother's  cost  ? 
A  milk-sop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 
Felt  so  much  cold  as  over  shoes  in  snow  ? 
Let's  whip  these  stragglers  o'er  the  seas  again ; 
Lash  hence  these  over-weening  rags  of  !France, 
These  famish'd  beggars,  weary  of  their  Uves; 
Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit, 
Eor  want  of  means,  poor  rats,  had  hanged  themselves : 
If  we  be  conquered,  let  men  conquer  us. 
And  not  these  bastard  Bretagnes ;  whom  our  fathers 
Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,  bobb'd,  and  thump'd. 
And.  on  record,  lefb  them  the  heirs  of  shame. 
Shall  these  enjoy  our  lands  ?  he  with  our  wives  ? 
Ravish  our  daughters  ?— Hark,  I  hear  their  drum. 

IDrum  afar  off. 
Fight,  gentlemen  of  England !  fight,  bold  yeomen ! 
Draw,  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head; 
Spur  your  piroud  horses  hard,  and  ride  in  blood ; 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  staves  I  § 

JESnter  a  Messbkgeb. 

What  says  lord  Stanley  ?  will  he  bring  his  power  ? 

Mess,  My  lord,  he  doth  denv  to  come. 

K.  Mch.  Off  instantly  with  his  son  Gorge's  head !  -  • 

Nor,  My  lord,  the  enemy  is  pass'd  the  mai^ ; 
After  the  battle  let  G^rge  Stanley  die. 

*  To  help.  t  Company. 

t  Bietons.  ^  AfOnght  the  sides 
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K.  Rich.  A  thousand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bosom : 
Advance  our  standards,  set  upon  our  foes ; 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  Saint  Greorge, 
Inspire  us  with  the  spleen  or  fiery  dragons ! 
Upon  them !    Victory  sits  on  our  helms.  [^Exetmt. 

SCENE  IK— Another  part  of  the  Field. 

Alarum :  Excursions. — Enter  NOEFOLK,  and  Forces ;   to  him 
Catesbt. 

Cate.  Bescue,  my  lord  of  Norfolk,  rescue,  rescue ! 
The  king  enacts  more  wonders  than  a  man. 
Daring  an  opixMite  to  every  danger ; 

His  horse  is  slain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights,  , 

Seeking  for  Bichmond  in  the  throat  of  death ; 
Bescue,  fair  lord,  or  else  the  day  is  lost ! 

Alarum.— Enter  KiNG  ElCHABD. 

K.  Rich.  A  horse  I  a  horse !  mv  kingdom  for  a  horse ! 

Cate.  Withdraw,  my  lord.  111  help  you  to  a  horse. 

K.  Rich.  Slave,  i  have  set  my  life  upon  a  cast, 
And  I  will  stand  the  hazard  of  the  die  : 
I  think,  there  be  six  Bichmonds  in  the  field ; 
Five  have  I  slain  to  day,  instead  of  him : 
A  horse !  a  horse !  my  kingdom  for  a  horse !  [Exewit. 

Alarums.  Enter  KlNQ  BlCHABD  and  Richmond  ;  and  exeunt 
Jighting.  Retreat,  cmdjlourish.  Then  enter  RICHMOND,  STAN- 
LEY, bearing  the  erown,  vjith  divers  other  Lords,  and  Forces. 

Richm.  Grod,  and  your  arms,  be  praised,  victorious  friends ; 
The  day  is  ours,  the  bloody  dog  is  dead. 

Stan.  Courageous  Bichmond,  well  hast  thou  acquit  thee  ! 
liO,  here,  this  long-usurped  royalty, 
From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch 
Have  I  pluck'd  oflf,  to  izrace  thy  brows  withal; 
Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  and  make  much  of  it 

Richm.  Great  God  of  heaven,  say.  Amen,  to  all  :— 
But  tell  me  first,  is  young  George  Stanley  living  ? 

Stan.  He  is,  my  lord,  and  safe  in  Leic^ter  town ; 
Whither,  if  it  please  you,  we  may  now  withdraw  us. 

Richm.  What  men  of  name  are  slain  on  either  side  ? 

Stan.  John  duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  lord  Ferrers, 
Sir  Bobert  Brakenbury,  and  Su:  William  Brandon. 

Richm.  Inter  their  bodies  as  becomes  their  births. 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  soldiers  fled, 
That  in  submission  will  return  to  us ; 
And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  sacrament, 
We  will  unite  the  white  rose  with  the  red  :— 
Smile  heaven  upon  this  fair  conjunction^ 
That  long  hath  frowned  upon  their  enmity  !— 
What  traitor  hears  me,  and  says  not,— -Amen  F 
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England  hath  Ions  been  mad,  and  scarr'd  herself; 
The  brother  blindly  shed  the  brother's  blood. 
The  father  rashly  slaughtered  his  own  son, 
The  son,  compell'd,  been  butoher  to  the  sire : 
All  this  divided  York  and  Lancaster, 
Divided,  in  their  dire  division. — 
O.  now,  let  Eichmond  and  Elizabeth, 
Tne  true  succeeders  of  each  royal  house. 
By  God*s  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together ! 
And  let  their  heirs  (God,  if  thy  will  be  so), 
Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  smooth-faced  peace, 
With  smiling  plenty,  and  fair  prosperous  days ! 


Abate  *  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord, 

That  would  reducef  these  Dloody  days  again. 

And*  make  poor  England  weep  in  streams  of  blood ! 

Let  them  not  Uve  to  taste  this  land's  increase. 

That  would  with  treason  wound  this  fair  land's  peace ! 

Now  civil  wounds  are  stopp'd,  peace  lives  again ; 

That  she  may  long  live  here,  God  say—Amen.  lEsceunt, 

*  liower.  t  Brinflt  back.    ' 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


KING  HENRY  THE  EIGHTH. 
CARDINAL  WOLSEY. 
CARDINAL  CAMPEIUS. 
CAPUCIUS,  Am6as8ador  from  the 

Emperor  Charles  V.    , 
CRANMER,  Archbishop  of  Canter- 

bury. 
DUKE  OF  NORFOLK.. 
DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM. 
DUKE  OF  SUFFOLK. 
EARL  OF  SURREY. 
LORD  CHAMBERLAIN. 
LORD  CHANCEIJ.OR. 
GARDINER,  Bishop  of  Winchester. 
BISHOP  OF  LINCOLN. 
LORD  ABERGAVENNY. 
LORD  SANDS. 
SIR  HENRY  GUILDFORD. 
SIR  THOMAS  LOVELL. 
SIR  ANTHONY  DENNY. 
SIR  NICHOLAS  VAUX. 
SECRETARIES  to  Wolsey. 
CROMWELL,  Servant  to  Wolsey. 
GRIFFITH,     Gentieman-Ushtr    to 

Queen  ^athari^e.  -    . 

THREE  OTHER  GENTLEMEN^. 
DOCTOR  BUTTS,  Phy9ician  toM§ 

King. 


GARTER,  King  at  Arms. 

SURVEYOR  to  the  Duke  of  Back- 
ingham. 

BRANDON,  and  a  Sergeant  at  Arms. 

DOOR-KEEPER  of  the  Council- 
Chamber. 

PORTER,  and  his  Man. 

PAGE  to  Gardiner. 

A  CRIER. 


QUEEN  .  KATHARINE,  Wife  to 
King  Henry;  afterwards  divorced. 

ANNE  BULLEN,  her  Maid  of  Ho- 
nour;  afterwards  Queen. 

AN  OLD  LADY,  Friend  to  Anne 
Bullen. 

PATIENCE,  Woman  to  Queen  Ka- 
tharine. 


Several  Loans  and  Ladies  in  the 
Dumb  Shows;  Women  attending 
upon  the  Queen j  Spirits  which 
appear  to  her;  Scribes,  Ofpi- 
CERS,  Guards,  and  other  At- 
tendants. 


Scene,  chiefly  in  London  and  Westminster ;  once  at  Eimbolton, 


PROLOGUE. 

I  COME  no  inore  to  mtfke  you  laugh ;  things  now, 
That  bear  a  weighty  and  a  serious  brow. 
Sad.  high,  and  working,  full  of  state  and  woe, 
Sucii  noble  scenes  as  draw  the  eye  to  flow, 
We  now  present.    Those  that  can  pity,  here 
May,  if  they  think  it  well,  let  fall  a  t^ ; 
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The  subject  will  deserve  it.    Such,  as  ^ve 

Their  money  out  of  hope  they  may  beueve, 

May  here  find  truth  too.    Those,  that  come  to  see 

Only  a  show  or  two,  and  so  a^ee. 

The  play  may  pass ;  if  they  be  still,  and  willing, 

I'll  undertake,  may  see  away  their  shilling 

Richly  in  two  short  honrs.    Only  ttiey. 

That  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  play, 

A  noise  of  targets ;  or  to  see  a  fellow 

In  a  long  motley  coat,  guarded*  with  yellow, 

Will  be  deceived;  for,  gentle  hearers,  know, 

To  rank  our  chosen  truth  with  such  a  show 

As  foot  and  fight  is,  beside  forfeiting 

Our  own  brains,  and  the  opinion  that  we  bring, 

(To  make  that  only  true  we  now  intend,t) 

W  ill  leave  us  never  an  understanding  friend. 

Therefore,  for  goodness'  sake,  and  as  you  are  known 

The  first  and  luippiest  hearers  of  the  town. 

Be  sad,  as  we  would  make  ye:  Think,  ye  see 

The  very  persons  of  our  noble  story. 

As  they  were  living ;  think,  you  see  them  great. 

And  followed  with  the  general  throng,  and  sweat, 

Of  thousand  friends ;  then,  in  a  moment,  see 

How  soon  this  mightiness  meets  misery  I 

And,  if  you  can  be  merry  then.  Til  say, 

A  man  may  weep  upon  nis  wedding  day. 


ACTI. 
SCENE  L-^London,   An  Ante-chamber  im  Palace. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  at  one  doors  ai  the  other,  the 
Duke  cfBxJOEIS&RAM,  and  the  LOBD  AbebgatbKNT. 

Euch,  Good  morrow,  and  well  met    How  have  you  done. 
Since  last  we  saw  in  France  P 

Nor.  1  thank  your  ^race: 
Healthful ;  and  ever  smoe  a  fresh  admirer 
Of  what  I  saw  there, 

Suck,  An  untimely  ague 
Stay'd  me  a  prisoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
Those  suns  of  glory,  those  two  lights  of  menj 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde. 

Nor.  'Twlxt  Ouynesand  Arde:§ 
I  was  then  present  saw  them  salute  on  hoiaebaek ; 
Beheld  them,  when  they  Hghted,  how  they  clung 
In  their  embraoement^  aa  they  grew  together; 

♦Laced.  f  Pretend. 

t  Henry  VIII.  and  Fimncit  I.  t  Aidrefe. 
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Which  had  they,  what  four  Ihroned  ones  could  hare  weigh'd 
Such  a  compounded  one  ? 

Buck.  All  the  whole  time 
I  was  my  chamber's  prisoner. 

Nar,  Then  you  lost 
The  view  of  earthly  glory :  Men  might  say, 
Till  this  time,  pomp  was  single ;  but  now  married 
To  one  above  itself.    Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day's  master,  till  the  last 
Made  former  wonders  if  s :  To-day,  the  French 
All  clinquant,*  all  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods. 
Shone  down  the  English :  and,  to-morrow,  they 
Made  Britain,  India:  every  man,  that  stood, 
Show'd  like  a  mine.    Their  dwarfish  pages  were 
As  cherubims,  all  ^It :  the  madams,  too. 
Not  used  to  toil,  did  almost  sweat  to  bear 
The  pride  upon  them,  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  painting:  now  this  mask 
Was  cried  incomparable ;  and  the  ensuing  night 
Made  it  a  fool,  and  beggar.    The  two  kings, 
Equal  in  lustre,  were  now  best,  now  worst, 
As  presence  did  present  them ;  him  in  eye, 
StiH  him  in  praise :  and,  being  present  bom, 
'Twas  said,  tney  saw  but  one ;  and  no  discemer 
Durst  wag  his  tongue  in  censure,  f    When  these  suns 
(For  so  they  phrase  them,)  by  their  heralds  challenged 
.  The  noble  spirits  to  arms,  thev  did  perform 
Beyond  thought's  compass ;  that  former  fabulous  story, 
Beingnow  seen  possible  enough,  got  credit. 
That  Bevis  J  was  belieVd. 

Buck,  O,  you  go  (at. 

Nor.  As  I  belong  to  worship,  and  affect 
In  honour  honesty,  the  tract  of  everything 
Would  by  a  good  discourser  lose  some  life, 
Which  acticHd's  self  was  tongue  to.    All  was  royal ; 
To  the  disposing  of  it  nought  rebell'd, 
Order  gave  each  thing  view ;  the  office  did 
Distinctlyhis  full  flmction. 

Buck.  Who  did  guide  ? 
I  mean,  who  set  the  bodv  and  the  limbs 
Of  this  rareat  sport  together,  as  ^ou  guess  ? 

Nar.  One,  certes,  §  that  promises  no  element  || 
In  such  a  business. 

Buck,  I  pra^  you,  who,  mv  lord  ? 

Nor.  All  this  was  orderd  dv  thegood  discretion 
Of  the  risht  reverend  cardinal  of  York. 

Buck,  The  devil  speed  him !  no  man's  pie  is  freed 
Prom  his  ambitious  finger.    What  had  he      ^ 
To  do  in  these  fierce  %  Ydmties  P  I  wonder 

*  Guttering,  shining.  t  Decision  between  them. 

t  SirBevis,  an  old  romance.  I  Certainly, 

I  Pnctloa.  f  Proud* 
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That  suoh  a  keeoh  *  can  with  his  very  bulk 
Take  up  the  rays  o'  the  beneficial  sun. 
And  keep  it  from  the  earth. 

Nor.  Surely,  Sir, 
There's  in  him  stuff  that  pufs  him  to  these  ends : 
For,  being  not  propp'd  by  ancestry,  (whose  grace 
Chalks  successors  their  way,)  nor  calFd  upon 
For  high  feats  done  to  the  crown ;  neither  allied 
To  eminent  assistants,  but,  spider  like, 
Out  of  his  self-drawing  web,  he  gives  us  note, 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way ; 
A  gifb  that  heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  king. 

Aber.  I  cannot  tell 
What  heaven  hath  given  him,  let  some  graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that ;  but  I  can  see  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him :  whence  has  he  that  ? 
If  not  from  nell  the  de^il  is  a  niggard : 
Or  has  given  all  before,  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himself. 

Buck,  Why  the  devil. 
Upon  this  French  going-out,  took  he  upon  him, 
Without  the  privity  o'  the  king,  to  appoint 
Who  should  attend  on  him  ?  He  makes  up  the  filef 
Of  all  the  gentry ;  for  the  most  part  such 
Too,  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon :  and  his  own  letter. 
The  honourable  Ixmrd  of  council  out. 
Must  fetch  him  in  tl^e  papers.  X 

Aber,  I  do  know 
Kinsmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  least,  that  have 
Bv  this  so  sicken'd  their  6State6j  that  never 
Tney  shall  abound  as  formerly. 

Buck.  O,  many 
Have  broke  their  backs  vrith  laying  manors  on  them 
For  this  ^eat  journey.    What  did  this  vanity, 
But  minister  conunumcation  of 
A  most  poor  issue  ? 

Nor,  Grievingly  I  think. 
The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values 
The  cost  that  did  condude  it. 

Buck.  Everyman. 
After  the  hideous  storm  that  follow'd,  was 
A  thing  inspired :  and,  not  consulting,  brdce 
Into  a  general  propheqy,— That  this  tempest, 
Dashing  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboded 
The  sudden  breach  on't 

Nor.  Which  is  budded  out ; 
For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  league,  and  hath  attached 
Our  merchant's  goods  at  Bordeaux 

*  Lump  of  flat.  t  Lift. 

1 1,  e.  sets  down  in  his  letter  without  consulting:  the  ooundL 
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Aber,  Is  it  therefore 
The  ambassador  is  silenc'd  ? 

Nor.  Marry,  is^t. 

Aber.  A  proper  title  of  a  peace ;  and  purchas'd 
At  a  superfluous  rate ! 

Buck.  Why,  all  this  business 
Our  reverend  cardinal  carried  * 

Nor.  'Like  it  your  grace, 
The  state  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  cardinal.    I  advise  you, 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  wishes  towards  you 
Honour  and  plenteous  safety,)  that  you  read 
The  cardinal  s  malice  and  his  potency 
Together :  to  consider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effect,  wants  not 
A  minister  in  his  power :  You  know  his  nature, 
That  he's  revengeful ;  and  I  know,  his  sword 
Hath  a  sharp  edge :  it's  long,  and,  it  may  be  said, 
Tt  reaches  fiur ;  and  where  'twill  not  extend^ 
Thither  he  darts  it.    Bosom  up  my  counsel. 
You'll  find  it  wholesome.    Lo,  where  comes  that  rock. 
That  I  advise  your  shunning. 

Enter  Cardinal  WOLSEY,  {the  purse  borne  before  Am,)  certain 
of  the  guardj  and  two  Sw:reta.B,IE8  with  papers.  I7te  Cardinal 
in  his  passage  Jlxeth  his  eye  on  Buc^INaHAM,  and  BUCKING- 
HAM on  him,  bothf\dl  of  disdain. 

Wol.  The  duke  of  Buckingham's  surveyor?  ha? 
Where's  hii  examination  ? 

I  Seer.  Here,  so  please  you. 

Wol.  Is  he  in  person  ready  ? 

1  Seer.  Av,  please  your  grace. 

Wol.  WelL  we  shall  then  know  more ;  and  Buckingham 
Shall  lessen  tids  big  look. 

{Exeunt  WoLSEY  and  train. 

Buck.  This  butcher's  cur  f  is  venom-mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him ;  therefore,  best 
Not  wake  him  in  his  slumber.    A  beggar's  look 
Out-worth's  a  noble's  blood.  X  * 

Nor.  What,  are  you  chaf 'd  ? 
Ask  God  for  temperance ;  that's  the  appliance  only 
Which  your  disease  requires. 

Buck.  I  read  in  his  looks 
Matter  against  me ;  and  his  eye  revil'd 
Me,  as  his  abject  object :  at  this  instant 
He  bores  §  me  with  some  trick :  he's  gone  to  the  king ; 
I'll  follow,  afnd  out-stare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  lord. 
And  let  your  reason  with  your  cHoler  question 

*  Conducted.  t  Wolsey  was  said  to  be  the  son  of  a  butcher. 

X  A  beggar's  learning  is  thought  more  highly  of  than  a  nobleman's 
descent.  i  Stabs. 
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"VVbat  'tis  you  go  about :  to  climb  steep  hills, 
Requires  slow  pace  at  first :  Anger  is  Bke 
A  full-hot  horse :  who  being  allowed  his  way, 
Self-mettle  tires  nim.    Not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advise  me  like  you :  be  to  yourself 
As  you  would  to  your  friend. 

Buck.  I'll  to  the  king ; 
And  from  a  mouth  of  honour  quite  cry  down 
This  Ipswich  fellow's  insolence ;  or  proclaim, 
There^  difference  in  no  persons. 

Nor.  Be  advised; 
Heat  not  a  furnace  for  vour  foe  so  hot 
That  it  do  sin^e  yourself:  We  may  outrun. 
By  violent  swiitness,  that  which  we  run  alL 
And  lose  by  over-running.    Know  you  noi, 
The  fire,  that  mounts  the  liquor  till  it  run  o'er. 
In  seemmg  to  augment  it,  wastes  it  ?  Be  advised : 
I  say  again,  there  is  no  English  soul 
More  stronger  to  direct  you  than  vourself : 
If  with  the  sap  of  reason  you  would  quench. 
Or  but  allay,  ttxe  fire  of  passion. 

Buck.  Sir. 
I  am  thankful  to  you ;  and  I'll  go  along 
By  your  nrescription ;-— but  this  top-proud  fellow, 
(Whom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
j^om  sincere  motions,)  by  intelligence, 
.And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  Jmyj  when 
We  see  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treasonous. 

Nor.  Sav  not,  treasonous. 

Buck.  To  the  king  I'll  say't;  and  make  my  vouch  as  strong 
As  shore  of  rock.    Attend.    Tnis  holy  fox. 
Or  wolf,  or  both,  (for  he  is  equal  ravenous. 
As  he  is  subtle;  and  as  i)rone  to  mischief. 
As  able  to  perform  it :  his  mind  and  place 
Infecting  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally,) 
Only  to  show  his  pomp  as  well  m  France 
As  nere  at  home,  suggests*  the  kin^  our  master  • 
To  this  ]pst  costly  treaty,  the  interview. 
That  swallowed  so  much  treasure,  and  like  a  glass 
Did  break  i'  the  wrenching,  f 

Nor.  'Faith,  and  so  it  did. 

Buck.  Pray  give  me  favour,  Sir.    This  cunning  cardinal 
The  articles  o'  the  combination  drew, 
As  himself  pleas'd ;  and  they  were  ratified, 
Aa  he  cried.  Thus  let  it  be ;  to  as  much  end. 
As  give  a  cmtch  to  the  dead :  but  our  count-cardinal 
Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well ;  for  worthy  Wolsey, 
TVho  cannot  err,  he  did  it.    Now  this  follows, 
(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 
To  the  old  dam,  treason,)— Charles  the  emperor, 

*  Excites.         .  t  Rinsinr. 
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Under  pretence  to  see  the  queen  his  aunt 
(For  'twas,  indeed,  his  colour ;  but  he  came 
To  whisper  Wolsey,)  here  makes  visitation : 
His  fears  were,  that  the  interview,  betwixt 
England  and  France^  might,  through  their  amity^ 
Breed  him  some  prejudice :  for  from  this  league 
Peen'd  harms  that  menaced  him :  He  privily 
Deals  with  our  cardinal ;  and,  as  I  trow, — 
"Which  I  do  well ;  for,  I  am  sure,  the  emperor 
Paid  ere  he  promWd ;  whereby  his  suit  was  granted. 
Ere  it  was  ask'd  ,*— but  when  the  way  was  made. 
And  paved  with  gold,  the  emperor  thus  desir^ ; — 
That  ne  wotdd  please  to  alter  the  king's  course. 
And  break  the  aforesaid  peace.    Let  the  kinj<  know, 
(As  soon  he  shall  hy  me,)  that  thus  the  cardinal 
Does  buy  and  sell  ms  honour  as  he  pleases, 
.  And  for  his  own  advantage. 

JVor.  I  am  sorry 
To  hear  this  of  him ;  and  could  wish  he  were 
Something  mistaken  in't. 

JBuck.  No,  not  a  syllable ; 
I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  shape, 
He  shall  appear  in  proof. 

£nter  Bbandon  ;  a  Sebgeant  at  Arms  lefare  him,  and  two  or 
three  of  the  guard. 

Bran.  Your  office,  sergeant ;  execute  it. 

Serg.  Sir, 
My  lord  the  duke  of  Buckingham,  and  earl 
Of  Hereford,  StaflTord,  and  Northampton,  I 
Arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  in  the  name 
Of  our  most  sovereign  king. 

Buck.  Lo  you,  my  lord. 
The  net  has  fallen  upon  me ;  I  shall  perish 
Under  device  and  practice.  * 

Bran.  I  am  sorry 
To  see  you  ta'en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  business  present :  'tis  his  highness'  pleasure 
You  shall  to  the  Tower. 

Buck.  It  will  help  me  nothing, 
To  ^lead  mine  innocence ;  for  that  die  is  on  me, 
Which  makes  my  whitest  part  black.    The  will  of  heaven 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things !— I  obey, — 
O  my  lord  Aberg'any,  fare  you  welL 

Bran,  Nay,  he  must  bear  you  company :  The  king 

[To  Abebgayennt. 
Is  pleased  you  shall  to  the  Tower,  till  you  know 
How  he  determines  further. 

Aber.  As  the  duke  said. 
The  will  of  heaven  be  done,  and  the  king's  pleasure 
By  me  obeyd. 

Bran.  Here  is  a  warrant  from 

*  Unfair  stratagems. 


y  Google 


352  ,  niNG  HBNBY  VTIL  [aCT  I. 

The  king,  to  attach  lord  Montacute ;  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  duke's  confessor,  John  de  la  CJourt, 
One  Gilbert  Peck,  his  chancellor, — 

Buck.  So,  so : 
These  are  the  limbs  of  the  plot :  no  more,  I  hope. 

JBran.  A  monk  o'  the  Chartreux. 

Buck.  O,  Nicholas  Hopkins  ? 

Bran,  He. 

Buck.  Mv  surveyor  is  false ;  the  o*er  great  cardinal 
Hath  showed  him  gold :  my  Ufe  is  spanned*  already; 
I  am  the  shadow  of  noor  Buckingham ; 
Whose  figure  even  this  instant  clouds  put  on. 
By  darkening  my  clear  sun.— My  lord,  farewell.  [JExeunt 

SCENE  11.— The  Council- Chamber. 

ComeUr^Enter  KiNG  Henet.  Cabdinal  Wolsey,  the  Lords 
of  the  Council,  SlE  Thomas  Lovell,  Officers ,  and  Attendants. 
The  King  enters,  leaning  on  the  Cabdinal's  shoulder. 

K.  Hen.  IMhr  life  itself,  and  the  best  heart  of  it. 
Thanks  you  K)r  this  greaj^  care :  I  stood  i'the  levelf 
Of  a  full-charged  confederacy,  and  give,  thanks 
To  you  that  choked  it. — ^Let  be  caird  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's :  in  person 
ril  hear  him  his  confessions  justify ; 
And  point  by  point  the  treasons  oi  his  master 
He  shall  agam  relate. 

The  King  takes  his  state.X  The  Lords  of  the  Council  take  their 
sevef-al  places.  The  Caedlnal  places  himself  under  the  King's 
feet  on  his  right  side. 

A  noise  within  crying,  Hoom  for  the  Queen.  Enter  the  Queen, 
ushered  hy  the  Dukes  of  NOEFOLK  and  SUFFOLK :  she  kneel.x. 
The  King  riseth  from  his  state,  takes  her  up,  kisses,  and 
placeth  her  hy  him. 

Q.  Kath.  Nay,  we  must  longer  kneel ;  I  am  a  suitor. 

K.  Hen.  Arise,  and  take  place  by  us :— Half  your  suit 
Never  name  to  us ;  you  have  half  our  power : 
The  other  moiety,  ere  you  ask,  is  given ; 
Eepeat  your  will,  and  take  it 

Q.Kath.  Thank  your  majesty. 
That  you  would  love  yourself ;  and,  in  that  love, 
Not  unconsidered  leave  your  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  point 
Of  mypetition. 

K.  Hen.  Lady,  mine  !— proceed. 


O.  Kath.  I  am  solicited,  not  by  a  few, 
jadr  "  


And  those  of  true  condition,  that  vour  subjects 

Are  in  great  grievance :  there  hath  been  commissions 

*  Measured.  f  ^^  the  aim.  %  Seats  himself  on  his  throne. 
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Sent  down  amon^  them,  which  have  flawed  the  heart 

Of  all  their  loyalties :— wherein,  although, 

My  good  lord  cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 

Most  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter-on 

Of  these  exactions,  yet  the  king  our  master, 

(AVhose  honour  heaven  shield  from  soil !)  even  he  escapes  not 

Language  unmannerly,  yea^  such  which  breaks 

The  sides  of  loyalty,  and  ahnost  appears 

In  loud  rebellion. 

Nor.  Not  almost  appears. 
It  doth  appear :  for,  upon  these  taxations. 
The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  spinsters,  carders,  luUers,  weavers,  who. 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compelled  by  hunger 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  desperate  manner 
Baring  the  event  to  the  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar. 
And  (mnger  serves  among  them. 

K,Hen.  Taxation! 
Wherein  ?  and  what  taxation  ? — ^My  lord  cardinal. 
You  that  are  blamed  for  it  alike  with  us, 
Know  you  of  this  taxation  P 

Wol.  Please  you,  Sir, 
J  know  but  of  a  single  part,  in  aught 
Pertains  to  the  state ;  and  front  but  in  that  file* 
Where  others  tell  steps  with  me. 

Q.  Kath.  No,  my  lord. 
You  know  no  more  than  others :  but  you  frame 
Things,  that  are  known  alike ;  which  are  not  wholesome 
To  those  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  must 
Perforce  be  their  acciuaintancye.    These  exactions. 
Whereof  my  sovereign  would  have  note,  they  are 
Most  pestilent  to  the  hearing ;  and,  to  bear  them, 
The  back  is  sacrifice  to  the  load.    They  say, 
They  are  devised  by  you ;  or  else  you  sufler 
Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

K.  Sen.  Still  exaction ! 
The  nature  of  it  ?    In  what  kind,  let's  know 
Is  this  exaction  ? 

Q.  Kath.  I  am  much  too  venturous 
In  tempting  of  your  patience ;  but  am  bolden'd 
Under  your  promised  pardon.    The  subject's  grief 
Comes  through  commissions,  which  compel  from  each 
The  sixth  part  of  his  substance,  to  be  levied 
Without  delay ;  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  named,  jrour  wars  in  France :  This  makes  bold  mouths : 
Tongues  spit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them ;  their  curses  now. 
Live  where  their  prayers  did ;  and  if  s  come  to  pass, 
That  tractable  obedience  is  a  slave 
To  each  incensed  will.    I  would,  your  highness 

•  I  am  only  one  among  the  other  counsellors. 
VOL.  III.  2  A 
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Would  give  it  quick  consideration,  for 
There  is  noprimer*  business. 

K.Sei^  By  my  life, 
This  is  af;;ainst  our  pleasure. 

Wol.  And  for  me, 
I  have  no  farther  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  single  voice ;  and  that  not  pass'd  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judsee. 
If  I  am  traduced  by  tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  faculties,  nor  person,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  domg,— let  me  say, 
'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brakef 
That  virtue  must  go  through.    "We  must  not  stint  % 
Our  necessary  actions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope§  malicious  censurers :  which  ever. 
As  ravenous  fishes,  do  a  vessel  follow 
That  is  new  trimmed ;  but  benefit  no  fiirther 
Than  vainly  longing.  -  What  we  oft  do  best. 
By  sick  interpreters,  once  ||  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allowed ;  i  what  worst,  as  oft. 
Hitting  a  grosser  quaUty,  is  cried  up 
For  our  best  act.    If  we  shall  stand!^  still. 
In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mock*d  or  carp*d  at. 
We  should  take  root  here  where  we  sit,  or  sit 
St<ate  statues  only. 

K.  Sen.  Things  done  weU, 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  themselves  from  fear ; 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  issue 
Are  to  be  fear'd.    Have  you  a  precedent 
Of  this  commission  ?    I  believe,  not  any. 
We  must  not  rend  our  subjects  fh)m  our  laws. 
And  stick  them  in  our  will.    Sixth  part  of  each  ? 
A  trembUng  contribution !    Why,  we  take. 
From  every  tree,  lop,**  bark,  and  part  o*  the  timber : 
And,  though  we  leave  it  witn  a  root,  thus  hack'd. 
The  air  will  drink  the  sap.    To  every  county^ 
Where  this  is  question'd,  send  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  denied 
The  force  of  this  commission :  Pray,  look  to*t ; 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

Wol.  A  word  with  you.  ITothe  Secbeta b y. 

Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  every  shire. 
Of  the  king's  ^race  and  pardon.    The  grieved  commons 
Hardly  conceive  of  me ;  let  it  be  noised. 
That,  through  our  intercession,  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes :  I  shall  anon  advise  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  \_JExit  Secbbtaby 

Enter  SUBVBYOB. 
sQ.  Kaih.  I  am  sorry,  that  the  duke  of  Buckingham 
And  m  in  your  displeasure. 

•^®  ^  ^  urgent.  t  Thicket.  t  Retard.  S  Encounter. 

^Approved.  *«  Branch. 
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JT.  Hen.  It  grieves  many : 
The  gentleman  is  learn'd,  and  a  most  rare  speaker. 
To  nature  none  more  bound ;  his  training  such. 
That  he  may  furnish  and  instruct  great  teachers, 
And  never  seek  for  aid  out  of  himself. 
Yet  see. 

When  these  so  noble  benefits  shall  prove 
Not  well  disposed,  the  mind  growing  once  corrupt, 
They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.    This  man  so  c6mplete. 
Who  was  enroll'd  'mongst  wonders,  and  when  we. 
Almost  with  ravish'd  list'ning,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  speech  a  minute;  he,  my  lady, 
Hath  into  monstrous  habits  put  the  graces 
That  once  were  his.  and  is  become  as  black 
As  if  besmear'd  in  nell.    Sit  by  us ;  you  shall  hear 
(This  was  his  gentleman  in  trust,)  of  hun 
Things  to  strike  honour  sad.— -Bid  him  recount 
The  fore-recited  practices ;  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

Wol.  Stand  forth ;  and  with  bold  spirit  relate  what  you. 
Most  like  a  careful  subject,  have  collected 
Out  of  the  duke  of  Buckingham. 

K.  Hen,  Speak  freely. 

8wn).  First,  it  was  usual  with  him,  every  day 
It  would  infect  his  speech,  That  if  the  king 
Should  without  issue  die,  he'd  carry*  it  so 
To  make  the  sceptre  his :  These  very  words 
I  have  heard  him  utter  to  his  son-in-law. 
Lord  Aberga'ny ;  to  whom  by  oath  he  menaced 
Bevenge  upon  the  cardinal 

Wol.  Please  your  highness,  note 
This  dangerous  coucei)tion  in  this  point. 
Not  Mended  by  his  wish,  to  your  high  person 
His  will  is  most  malignant ;  and  it  stretches 
Beyond  you,  to  your  friends. 

Q.  Kath.  My  leam'd  lord  cardinal, 
Denver  all  with  charity. 

K.Hen.  Speak  on: 
How  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown. 
Upon  our  fail ;  to  this  point  hast  thou  heard  him 
At  any  time  speak  aught  ? 

Svrv.  He  was  brought  to  this 
By  a  vain  prophecy  of  Nicholas  Hopkins. 

K.  Hen.  What  was  that  Hopkins  ? 

Su/rv.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  firiar. 
His  confessor ;  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  sovereignty. 

K.  Hen.  How  know'st  thou  this  ? 

&urv.  Not  long  before  your  highness  sped  to  Prance, 
The  duke  being  at  the  Rose,t  within  the  parish 

•  Conduct,  manag^e.  f  Now  Merchant  Taylors*  Schoo' 
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Haint  Lawrence  Poultney,  did  of  me  demand 

What  was  the  speech  amongst  the  Londoners 

Concerning  the  French  journey :  I  replied, 

Men  fear'd,  the  French  would  prove  perfidious. 

To  the  king's  danger.    Presently  the  duke 

Said,  'Twas  the  fear,  indeed ;  and  that  he  douhted, 

'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 

Spoke  by  a  holy  monk ;  That  oft,  says  he, 

Hath  sent  to  9»«,  wishing  tne  to  permit 

John  de  la  Court,  my  chaplain,  a  choice  hour 

To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  some  moment : 

Whom  after  under  the  confession's  seal 

He  solemnly  had  sworn,  that,  what  he  spoke, 

My  chaplain  to  no  creature  Uving,  but 

To  me,  should  utter,  with  demure  coi\fidence 

This  pausingly  ensued, — Neither  the  king,  nor  hts  heirs, 

( Tell  you  the  duke,)  snail  prosper :  bid  him  strive 

To  gain  the  love  of  the  commonalty  ;  the  duke 

Shall  govern  England. 

Q.  Kath.  If  I  know  you  well. 
You  were  the  duke's  surveyor,  and  lost  your  office 
On  the  complaint  o'  the  tenants :  Take  good  heed, 
Tou  charge  not  in  your  spleen  a  noble  person. 
And  spoil  your  nobler  soul !  I  say,  take  heed ; 
Yes,  heartily  beseech  you. 

K.  Hen.  het  him  on : — 
Go  forward. 

Surv.  On  my  soul,  Pll  speak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  lord  the  duke,  By  the  devil's  illusions 
The  monk  might  be  deceived  •,  and  that  'twas  dang'rou^  for  him. 
To  ruminate  on  this  so  far,  until 
It  forged  him  some  design,  which,  being  believed. 
It  was  much  Uke  to  do:  He  answer'd,  Ikish  ! 
It  can  do  me  no  damage :  adding  further^ 
That,  had  the  king  in  his  last  sickness  fail'd, 
The  cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell's  heads 
Should  have  gone  oflf. 

K.Hen.  Ha!  what,  so  rank?*  Ah,  ha! 
There's  mischief  in  this  man : Canst  thou  say  further  ? 

Surv.  I  can,  my  Hege. 

K.  Hen.  Proceed. 

Surv.  Being  at  Greenwich, 
After  your  highness  had  reproved  the  duke 
About  Sir  Wuham  Blomer, — 

K.  Hen.  I  remember. 
Of  such  a  time  -.—Being  my  servant  sworm 
The  duke  retain'd  him  nis. But  on ;  What  hence  ? 

Surv.  If  quoth  he,  I  for  this  had  been  committed, 
As  to  the  Tower,  I  thought, — I  would  have  played 
The  part  my  father  meant  to  act  upon 
The  usurper  Richard :  who,  being  at  Salisbury, 

*  7.  e.  as  strong  weeds 
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Made  suit  to  come  in  his  presence  ;  which  if  granted. 
As  he  made  semblance  of  his  duty,  would 
Have  put  his  knife  into  him. 

K.  Hen.  A  giant  traitor ! 

Wbl.  Now,  madam,  may  his  highness  live  in  fireedom. 
And  this  man  out  of  prison  ? 

Q.  Kath.  God  mend  all ! 

K,  Sen.  There's  something  more  would  out  of  thee ;  What 
say'st! 

8urv.  After— the  duke  his  father, — with  the  knife, — 
He  stretch'd  him,  and,  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger, 
Another  spread  on  his  breast,  mounting  his  eyes. 
He  did  discharge  a  horrible  oath ;  whose  tenour 
Was,— Were  he  evil  used,  he  would  outgo 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irresolute  purpose. 

K.Hen.  There's  nis  period. 
To  sheath  his  knife  in  us.    He  is  attached ; 
Call  him  to  present  trial :  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  m  the  law,  'tis  his ;  if  none, 
Let  him  not  seek't  of  us :  By  day  and  night! 
He's  traitor  to  the  height.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— A  Eoom  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  the  LoBD  CHAMBERLAIN  and  LoBD  Sands. 

Cham.  Is  it  possible,  the  spells  of  Prance  should  juggle 
Men  into  such  strange  mysteries  ?* 

Sands.  New  customs. 
Though  they  be  never  so  ridiculous. 
N^,  let  them  be  unmanly,  yet  are  roUow'd. 

Cham.  As  far  as  I  see,  all  the  good  our  English 
Have  got  by  the  late  voyage,  is  but  merely 
A  fitf  or  two  o'  the  face ;  but  they  are  shrewd  ones ; 
Por  when  they  hold  them,  you  would  swear  directly, 
Their  very  noses  had  been  counsellors 
To  Pepin-or  Clotharius,  they  keep  state  so. 

Sands.  They  have  all  new  lees,  and  lame  ones ;  one  would  take  it, 
That  never  saw  them  pace  before,  the  spavin 
And  springhaltt  reign'd  among  them. 

Cham.  I5eath !  my  lord, 
Their  clothes  are  after  such  a  pagan  cut  too. 
That,  sure,  they  have  worn  out  Christendom.    How  now  ? 
What  news.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell  ? 

Enter  SiB  THOMAS  LoVELL. 

Zov.  'Paith,  my  lord, 
I  hear  of  none  but  the  new  proclamation 
Thaf  s  clapp'd  upon  the  court-gate. 

*  Artificial  fashions.  t  Grimace.  t  Conyulsions  in  horses. 
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Cham.  What m for? 

Lov.  The  reformation  of  our  travell'd  gallants, 
That  fill  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  tailors. 

Cham.  I  am  glad,  'tis  tnere ;  now  1  would  pray  our  monsieurs 
To  think  an  English  courtier  may  be  wise, 
And  never  see  the  Louvre. 

Lov.  They  must  either 
'(For  so  run  the  conditions)  leave  these  remnants 
Of  fool,  and  feather,  that  tnejr  got  in  France, 
With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ijmoranco, 
Pertaining  thereunto  (as  fights,  and  fireworks ; 
Abusing  better  men  than  they  can  be. 
Out  of  a  foreign  wisdom),  renouncing  clean 
The  faith  they  have  in  tenni^  and  tail  stockings. 
Short  blister'd*  breeches,  and  those  types  of  travel. 
And  understand  again  like  honest  men ; 
Or  pack  to  their  old  playfellows :  there  I  take  it. 
They  may,  cum  privtlegio,  wear  away 
The  lag  end  of  their  lewdness,  and  be  laugh'd  at. 

Sands.  *Tis  time  to  give  them  physic,  their  diseases 
Are  grown  so  catching. 

Cham.  What  a  loss  our  ladies 
Will  have  of  these  trim  vanities ! 

Lov.  Ay,  marry. 
There  will  be  woe  indeed,  lords ;  the  slv  whoresons 
Have  got  a  speeding  trick  to  lay  down  ladies ; 
A  French  song,  and  a  fiddle,  has  no  fellow. 

Sands.  The  devil  fiddle  them !  I  am  glad  they're  going 
(For,  sure,  there's  no  converting  of  them) ;  now 
An  honest  country  lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain  song. 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing;  ana,  by'r-lady. 
Held  current  music  too. 

Cham.  Well  said,  lord  Sands; 
Your  coifs  tooth  is  not  cast  yet. 

Sands.  No.  my  lord: 
Nor  shall  not,  while  I  nave  a  stump. 

Cham.  Sir  Thomas, 
Whither  were  you  a-going  ? 

Lov.  To  the  cardinal's ; 
Your  lordship  is  a  guest  too. 

Cham.  O.  'tis  true : 
This  night  ne  makes  a  supi)er,  and  a  great  one, 
To  many  lords  and  ladies ;  there  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,  I'll  assure  you. 

Lov.  That  churchman  bears  a  bounteous  mind  indeed^ 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us : 
His  dew  falls  everywhere. 

Cham.  No  doubt,  he's  noble; 
He  had  a  black  mouth,  that  said  other  of  him. 

Sands.  He  may,  my  lord,  he  has  wherewithal ;  in  him, 

*  I.  e.  puffed. 
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Sparing  would  show  a  worse  sin  than  ill  doctrine : 
Men  of  hifi  way  should  be  most  Uberal, 
They  are  set  here  for  examples. 

(Mam.  True,  they  are  so ; 
But  few  now  give  so  great  ones.    My  barge  stays  ;* 
Your  lordship  shall  along :— Come,  good  Sir  Thomas, 
We  shall  be  uite  else :  which  I  would  not  be, 
For  I  was  spoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guildford, 
This  night  to  be  comptrollers. 

Sands,  I  am  your  lordship's.  lExeunt 

SCENE  IV. — The  Fretence-charnber  in  York-place. 

Hatdboys. — A  tmall  table  under  a  state  for  the  CARDINAL,  a 
longer  tahlefor  the  guests.  Enter  at  one  door  Anne  Bullen, 
and  divers  Lords,  Ladies,  and  Gentlewomen,  as  guests;  at 
another  door,  enter  SiB  Heney  Guildfoed. 

Ouild.  Ladi^a  general  welcome  from  his  grace 
Salutes  ye  all :  This  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content,  and  you :  none  here,  he  hopes, 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad ;  he  would  have  all  as  merry 
As  first-good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome 
Can  make  good  people. O,  my  lord,  you  are  tardy ; 

Enter  LoED  Chambeelain,  Loed  Sands,  and  SiE  Thomas 

LOVELL. 

The  very  thought  of  this  fair  company 
Cl^p*d  wings  to  me. 

Cham.  Tou  are  young,  Sir  Harry  Guildford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  had  the  cardinal 
But  half  my  lay-thoughts  in  him,  some  of  these 
Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  rested, 
I  think,  would  better  please  them :  By  my  life. 
They  are  a  sweet  society  of  fair  ones. 

Lav.  O,  that  your  lordship  werf)  but  now  confessor 
To  one  or  two  of  these ! 

Sands.  I  would,  I  were ; 
They  should  find  easy  penance. 

Lov.  'Eaith,  how  easy  ? 

Sands.  As  easv  as  a  down-bed  would  afford  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  please  you  sit  ?  Sir  Harry, 
Place  you  that  side,  V\\  take  tne  charge  of  this : 
His  grace  is  entering.— Nay,  you  must  not  freeze ; 
Two  women  placed  together  makes  cold  weather : 
My  lord  Sanos,  you  are  one  will  keep  them  waking ; 
Pray,  sit  between  these  ladies. 

Sands.  By  my  faith. 
And  thank  your  lordship.— By  your  leave,  sweet  ladies : 

ISeats  himself  between  Anne  Bullen,  and  another  Lady. 

*  The  speaker  is  at  Bridewell,  and  the  Cardinal's  house  was  at  Whitehall . 
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If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  foi^ve  me ; 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 

Anne.  Was  he  mad.  Sir  ? 

Sands.  O,  ver^  mad,  exceeding  mad;  in  love  too : 
But  he  would  bite  none ;  just  as  I  do  now, 
He  would  kiss  you  twenty  with  a  breath.  [Kisses  her. 

Cham.  Well  said,  my  lord. — 
So,  now  you  are  fairly  seated : — Gentlemen, 
The  penance  hes  on  you,  if  these  fair  ladies 
Pass  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  httle  cure. 
Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys.— Unter  Cabdinal  Wolsey,  attended  j  and  takes  his 
state.* 

Wol.  Tou  are  welcome,  my  fair  guests ;  that  noble  lady. 
Or  gentleman,  that  is  not  freely  merry. 
Is  not  my  friend :  This,  to  confirm  my  welcome ; 
And  to  you  all  good  health.  \_Brinks. 

Sands.  Your  grace  is  noble ; — 
Let  me  have  such  a  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks, 
And  save  me  so  much  talking. 

Wol.  Mv  lord  Sands, 
I  am  beholden  to  you :  cheer  your  neighbours.— 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry  j— Gentlemen, 
Whose  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands.  The  red  wine  first  must  rise 
In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  lord;  then  we  shall  have  them 
Talk  us  to  silence. 

AnTie.  Tou  are  a  merry  gamester. 
My  lord  Sands. 

Sands.  Yes ;  if  I  make  my  play. 
Here's  to  your  ladyship ;  and  pledge  it,  madam, 
Por  'tis  to  such  a  thing, 

Anne.  You  cannot  show  me. 

Sands.  I  told  your  grace,  they  would  talk  anon. 

[Drum  and  trumpets  within :  chambers^  discharged, 

Wol  What* s  that  ? 

Cham.  Look  out  there,  some  of  you.  [Exit  a  Sebvant. 

'  Wol.  What  warlike  voice  ? 
And  to  what  end  is  this  ? — Nay,  ladies,  fear  not ; 
By  all  the  laws  of  war  you  are  privileged. 

He-enter  Sebvant. 

Cham.  How  now  ?  what  is 't  ? 

Serv.  A  troop  of  noble  strangers ; 
For  so  they  seem :  they  have  left  their  barge,  and  landed ; 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambassadors 
From  foreign  princes. 

Wol.  Good  lord  chamberlain, 

*  Seats  himself  iu  his  chair  of  state.  f  SmiOl  cannon. 
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(to,  give  them  welcome,  you  can  speak  the  French  tongue ; 
And,  pray,  receive  them  nobly  •  and  conduct  them. 
Into  our  presence,  where  this  heaven  of  beauty 
Shall  shine  at  full  upon  them :— Some  attend  him. — 

[Exit  Chahbeelain,  attended.    All  arise,  and  tables 
removed. 
You  have  now  a  broken  banquet ;  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  Kood  digestion  to  you  all :  and,  once  more, 
I  shower  a  welcome  on  you ; — Welcome  all. 

Hautboys, — Enter  the  KiNG,  and  twelve  others,  as  MasJcer.% 
habited  like  Shepherds,  ioith  sixteen  Torch-bearers;  ushered 
by  the  LOBD  Chambeelain.  They  pass  directly  before  the 
Cabdinal,  and  gracefully  salute  him. 

A  noble  company !  what  are  their  pleasures  ? 

Cham.  Because  they  speak  no  English,  thus  they  pra/d 
To  tell  your  op-ace ;— That,  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  so  noDle  and  so  fair  assembly 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  less, 
Out  of  the  great  respect  they  bear  to  beauty. 
But  leave  their  flocks ;  and,  under  your  fair  conduct, 
Crave  leave  to  view  these  ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  revels  with  them. 

Wol.  Say.  lord  Chamberlain, 
They  have  done  my  poor  house  grace:  for  which  I  pay  them 
A  thousand  thanks,  and  pray  them  take  their  pleasures. 

[^Ladies  chosen  for  the  dance.    The  King  chooses 
Anne  Bullen. 

K.  Hen.  The  fairest  hand  I  ever  touch'd !    O,  beauly, 
Till  now  I  never  knew  thee.  \_Music.    Dance. 

Wol.  My  lord, 

Cham.  Your  grace  ? 

Wol.  Prajr,  tell  them  thus  much  from  me : 
There  should  be  one  amongst  them,  by  his  person, 
More  worthy  this  place  than  myself :  to  whom, 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 
I  would  surrender  it, 

Cham.  I  wilL  my  lord. 

[Chambeelain  goes  to  the  company^  and  returns. 

Wol.  What  say  they? 

Cham.  Such  a  one,  they  all  confess. 
There  is,  indeed;  which  they  would  have  your  grace 
rind  out,  and  he  will  take  it* 

Wol.  Let  me  see  then.—-  [  Comes  from  his  state. 

By  all  your  good  leaves,  gentlemen ; — Here  Til  make 
Mlj  tojbX  choice. 

K.  Men.  You  have  found  him.  cardinal :  '  [  Unmasking. 

You  hold  a  fair  assembly ;  you  do  well,  lord : 
You  are  a  churchman,  or,  Til  tell  you,  cardinal, 
I  should  judge  now  unhappily.f 

*  /.  f .  the  chief  place.  t  Mischie vonsly. 
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Wol.  I  am  glad. 
Your  grace  is  grown  so  pleasant. 

K.  Men,  My  lord  cbaoiberlain, 
Prithee,  come  hither :  What  fkir  lady 's  that  P 

Cham.  An*t  please  your  grace,  Sir  Thomas  Bullen*s  daughter, 
The  viscount  Sochford,  one  of  her  highness*  women. 

JT.  Men.  By  heaven,  she  is  a  dainty  one.— Sweetheart, 
I  were  unmannerly,  to  take  you  ou^ 
And  not  to  kiss  you.— A  health,  gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round. 

Wol  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  is  the  hanquet  ready 
I*  the  privy  chamber  ? 

Lov.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Wol.  Your  grace, 
I  fear,  with  daaoing  is  a  little  heated 

K.  Men.  I  fear:  too  much. 

Wol.  There's  nresher  air,  my  lord. 
In  the  next  chamber. 

K.  Men.  Lead  in  your  ladies,  every  one.— Sweet  partaier, 
I  must  not  yet  forsake  you  :^Let's  be  merry ; — 
Crood  mv  lord  cardinal.  I  have  half  a  dozen  healths 
To  drink  to  these  fair  ladies,  and  a  measure 
To  lead  them  once  again ;  and  then  lef  s  dream 
Who's  best  in  favour.— Let  the  music  knock  it. 

[JExeuwif  with  trumpets. 


ACT  n. 

SCJENJE  I.— A  Street. 
JEnter  two  GENTLEMEN,  meeting. 

1  Gent.  Whither  away  so  fest  ? 

2  Oent.  O,— God  save  you  ! 

Even  to  the  nail  to  hear  what  shall  become  / 

Of  the  great  duke  of  Buckingham. 

1  G^ent.  ril  save  you 

That  labour,  Sir.    All's  now  done,  but  the  ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  prisoner. 

2  Ghni.  Were  you  there  ? 

1  Gent.  Yes,  indeed,  was  L 

2  Gent.  Pray,  speak,  what  has  happen'd? 

1  Ghnt.  You  may  guess  quickly  what. 

2  Gent.  Is  he  found  guilfy  ? 

1  Chnt.  Yes,  truly,  is  he,  and  condemn'd  upon  it. 

2  G^ent,  1  am  sorry  f or't 

1  Gent.  So  are  a  number  more. 

2  Gent.  But,  pray,  how  pass'd  it  ? 
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1  &ent.  I'll  tell  you  in  a  little.    The  great  duke 
Came  to  the  bar ;  where,  to  his  accusations, 

He  pleaded  still,  not  guilty,  and  alleged 

Many  sharp  reasons  to  defeat  the  law. 

The  king's  attorney,  on  the  contrary, 

Urg'd  on  the  examinations,  proofs,  confessions, 

Of  ttivers  witnesses ;  which  the  duke  desired 

To  him  brought,  vivd  voce,  to  his  face : 

At  which  appeard  against  him,  his  surveyor : 

Sir  Gilbert  reck,  his  chancellor ;  and  John  Courts 

Confessor  to  him ;  with  that  devil-monk, 

Hopkins,  that  made  this  mischief. 

2  Qent  That  was  he 

That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies  ? 

1  Qent.  The  same. 

All  these  accused  him  strongly,  which  he  fain 

Would  have  flung  from  him,  but,  indeed,  he  could  not : 

And  so  his  peers,  ui)on  this  evidence, 

Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  treason.    Much 

He  spoke,  and  learnedly,  for  life ;  but  all 

Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2  Qent.  Alter  all  this,  now  did  he  bear  himseK? 

1  Qent.  When  he  was  brought  again  to  the  bar,— to  hear 
His  knell  wrung  out,  his  judgment,--he  was  stirred 
With  such  an  agony,  he  sweat  extremely. 

And  something  spoke  in  choler,  ill,  and  hasty : 
But  he  fell  to  himself  again,  and,  sweetly. 
In  all  the  rest  show'd  a  most  noble  patience. 

2  Qent.  I  do  not  think,  he  fears  death. 

1  Qent.  Sure,  he  does  nol^ 

He  never  was  so  womanish ;  the  cause 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

2  Qent  Certainly. 

The  cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

1  Qent.  'Tis  Ukely. 

By  all  conjectures :  First,  Kildare's  attainder, 
Then  deputy  of  Ireland  \  who  remov'd, 
Earl  Surrey  was  sent  thither,  and  in  haste  too. 
Lest  he  should  help  his  father. 

2  Qent.  That  trick  of  state 
Was  a  deep  envious  one. 

1  Qent.  At  his  return. 

No  doubt  he  will  requite  it.    This  is  noted, 
And  generally ;  whoever  the  king  favours. 
The  cardinal  inst-antly  will  find  employment. 
And  far  enough  from  court  too. 

2  Qent.  All  the  commons 

Hate  him  perniciously,  and  o'  my  conscience, 

Wish  him  ten  fathom  deep :  this  duke  as  much 

They  love  and  dote  on ;  oall  him,  bounteous  Buckingham, 

The  mirror  of  all  oourt^ ; 

1  Qent.  Stay  there,  Sir, 
And  see  the  noble  ruin'd  man  you  speak  of. 
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£wter  Buckingham  from  his  arraignment;  Tipstaves  hefort 
him.  the  axe  with  the  edge  towards  him ;  halberts  on  each  side 
with  him,  ;5»r  Thomas  Lovell,  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,,  Sir 
William  Sands,  and  common  people, 

2  Ch«t.  Let's  stand  close,  and  behold  him. 

BuoJc.  All  good  people, 
You  that  thus  far  nave  come  to  pity  me, 
Hear  what  I  say,  and  then  go  home  and  lose  me. 
I  have  this  day  received  a  traitor's  judgment, 
And  bv  that  name  must  die ;  yet,  heaven  bear  witness. 
And  u  I  have  a  conscience,  let  it  sink  me. 
Even  as  the  axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful ! 
The  law  I  bear  no  mahce  for  my  death. 
It  has  done,  upon  the  premises,  but  justice. 
But  those,  that  sought  it,  I  could  wish,  more  Christians : 
Be  what  they  wiU,  1  heartily  forgive  them : 
Yet  let  them  look  they  glory  not  in  mischief. 
Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men ; 
Por  then  my  guiltless  blood  must  cry  against  them. 
For  further  lue  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope, 
Nor  will  I  sue,  although  the  king  have  mercies 
More  than  I  dare  make  faults.   You  few  that  lov*d  me. 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
His  noble  Mends,  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  only  bitter  to  nim,  only  dying. 
Go  with  me,  like  sood  angels,  to  mv  end : 
And,  as  the  long  divorce  of  steel  falls  on  me, 
Make  of  your  prayers  one  sweet  sacrifice. 
And  lift  my  soul  to  heaven.    Lead  on  o'God's  name. 

Lov.  I  do  beseech  your  grace  for  charity, 
If  ever  any  mahce  in  your  neart 
Were  hid  against  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frankly. 

BwJc.  Sir  Thomas  LovelL  I  as  free  forgive  you 
As  I  would  be  forgiven :  I  lornve  all ; 
There  cannot  be  those  numberless  offences 
'Gainst  me,  I  can't  take  i)eace  with :  no  black  envy  * 
Shall  make  f  my  grave.— -Commend  me  to  his  grace : 
And,  if  he  speak  of  Buckingham,  pray,  tell  him. 
You  met  him  half  in  heaven :  my  vows  and  prayers 
Yet  are  the  king's ;  and,  till  my  soul  forsake  me, 
Shall  cry  for  blessings  on  him :  May  he  Uve 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years ! 
Ever  belov'dj  and  loving  may  his  rule  be ! 
And  when  old  time  shall  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodness  and  he  fill  up  one  monument ! 

Lov.  To  the  water  side  I  must  conduct  your  grace ; 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux, 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Vaux.  Prepare  there. 
The  duke  is  coming :  see,  the  barge  be  ready ; 

«  Malice.  f  CkMe. 
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And  fit  it  with  such  furniture,  as  suits 
The  greatness  of  his  person. 
.  Buck.  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Let  it  alone ;  my  state  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  I  came  mther,  I  was  lord  high  constable. 
And  duke  of  Buckingham ;  now  poor  Edward  Bohun  : 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  base  accusers. 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant :  I  now  seal  it ; 
And  with  that  blood  will  make  them  one  day  groan  for't 
My  noble  father,  Henry  of  Buckingham. 
Who  first  rais'd head  ^inst  usurnm^  Juichard, 
Flying  for  succour  to  his  seryant  Banister, 
Being  distress'd,  was  by  that  wretch  betrayed, 
And  without  trial  fell;  Grod*s  peace  be  with  him  I 
Henry  the  seventh  succ^ding,  truly  pitying 
My  father's  lops,  like  a  most  royal  prince, 
Biestor'd  me  to  my  honours,  and,  out  of  ruins. 
Made  my  name  once  more  nobla    Now  his  son, 
Henry  the  Eighth,  life,  honour,  name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  at  one  stroke  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  world.    I  had  my  trial, 
And  must  needs  say,  a  noble  one ;  which  makes  me 
A  httle  happier  than  my  wretched  father : 
Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortunes, — ^Both 
Fell  by  our  servants,  by  those  men  we  Wd  most ; 
A  most  unnatural  and  faithless  service  ! 
Heaven  has  an  end  in  all :  yet  you  that  hear  me, 
This  from  a  dyine  man  receive  as  certain : 
"Where  you  are  Uberal  of  your  loves,  and  counsels. 
Be  sure,  you  be  not  loose ;  for  those  you  make  friends, 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  least  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again 
But  where  they  mean  to  sink  ye.    All  cood  pcjople, 
Pray  for  me !  I  must  now  forsake  ye ;  the  last  hour 
Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me. 
Farewell : 

And  when  you  would  say  something  that  is  sad. 
Speak  how  I  fell— I  have  done ;  and  God  forgive  me ! 

[JExeunt  BUCKINGHAM  and  train. 

1  Gent.  O,  this  is  ftill  of  pity !— Sir,  it  calls 
I  fear,  too  many  curses  on  their  heads. 
That  were  the  authors. 

2  Qent.  If  the  duke  be  guiltless, 

'Tis  full  of  woe ;  yet  I  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  ensuing  evil,  if  it  fall. 
Greater  than  this. 

1  Qent  Good  angels  keep  it  from  us ! 
Where  mayit  be ?  you  do  not  doubt  my  faith.  Sir ? 

2.  Qent  This  secret  is  so  weighty,  'twill  require 
A  strong  faith  *  to  conceal  it ; 

*  Great  fldelfty 
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1  Oewt.  Let  me  have  it ; 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2  Qmt,  I  am  oonfident; 

Ton  shall.  Sir :  did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing,  of  a  separation 
Between  the  king  and  ELatharine  ? 

1  Oent  Yes.  but  it  held  not : 

For  when  the  King  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  sent  command  to  the  lord  mayor,  straight 
To  stop  the  rumour,  and  allay  those  tongues 
That  aurst  disperse  it. 

2  Qent,  But  that  slander^  Sir, 

Is  found  a  truth  now :  for  it  grows  again 
!Presher  than  e'er  it  was ;  anaheld  for  certain, 
The  king  will  venture  at  it    Either  the  cardinal, 
Or  some  about  him  near,  have,  out  of  malice 
To  the  good  queen,  possessed  bmi  with  a  scruple 
That  will  undo  her :  To  confirm  this,  too, 
Cardinal  Campeius  is  arrived,  and  lately ; 
As  all  think,  for  this  business. 

1  Oent.  'Tis  the  cardinal ; 

And  merely  to  revenge  him  on  the  emperor, 

For  not  bestowing  on  him,  at  his  asking, 

The  archbishoprick  of  Toledo,  this  is  purposed. 

2  Gent  I  think  you  have  hit  the  mark :  But  is't  not  cruel. 
That  she  should  feel  the  smart  of  this  ?    O^ie  oardiniU 

Will  have  his  wilL  and  she  must  fall. 

1  Gent.  'Tis  woful. 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this ; 
Let's  think  in  private  more.  \^Exeunt, 

8CEKE  IL-^An  Ante-chamber  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  the  LoBD  ChjLMBEBLAIK,  reading  a  letter. 

Cham.  My  lord, — The  horses  yow  lordship  sent  for,  with  all 
the  care  I  had,  I  saw  well  chosen,  ridden,  and  fwrnished.  They 
were  young,  and  handsome ;  and  of  the  best  breed  in  the  north. 
When  they  were  ready  to  set  out  for  London,  a  man  qf  my  lord 
cardinaVs,  by  commission,  and  main  power,  took  *em  from  me; 
with  this  reason, — Sis  master  would  be  served  before  a  subject,  %f 
not  before  the  king :  which  stopped  our  mouths.  Sir. 
I  fear,  he  will,  indeed :  well  let  him  have  them. 
He  will  have  all,  I  think. 

Unter  the  Dukes  qfNoBFOLE  and  SUFFOLK. 

Nor.  "Well  met,  my  good 
Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  graces. 

Suf.  How  is  the  king  employed  ? 

Cham.  I  left  him  private. 
Full  of  sad  thoughts  and  troubles. 
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Nor.  Whafs  the  cause  ? 

Cham.  It  seems,  the  marriage  with  his  brother's  wife 
Has  crept  too  near  his  conscience. 

Suf,  No,  his  conscience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Nor.  'Tis  so ; 
This  is  the  cardinal's  doing,  the  king-cardinal ; 
That  blind  priest,  like  the  eldest  son  of  fortune, 
Turns  what  he  lists.    The  king  will  know  him  one  day. 

Suf.  Pray  Grod  he  do !  he'll  never  know  himself  else. 

Nor.  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  business ! 
And  with  what  zeal !  For  now  he  has  crack'd  the  league 
Between  us  and  the  emperor,  the  queen's  great  nephew, 
He  dives  into  the  king's  soul,  and  there  scatters 
Dangers,  doubts,  wringing  of  the  conscience. 
Fears,  and  despairs,  and  all  these  for  his  marriage : 
And,  out  of  all  these  to  restore  the  king, 
He  counsels  a  divorce :  a  loss  of  her 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  lost  her  lustre ; 
Of  her  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence 
That  angels  love  good  men  with ;  even  of  her 
That,  when  the  greatest  stroke  of  fortune  falls. 
Will  bless  the  king :  and  is  not  this  course  pious  ? 

Cham.  Heaven  keep  me  from  such  counsel !  'tis  most  true. 
These  news  are  everywhere ;  every  tongue  speaks  them. 
And  every  true  heart  weeps  for't :  All,  that  dare 
Look  into  these  affairs,  see  this  main  end, — 
The  French  king's  sister.    Heaven  will  one  day  open 
The  king's  eyes,  that  so  long  have  slept  upon 
This  bold  bad  man. 

81^.  And  free  us  from  his  slavery. 

Nor.  We  had  need  pray. 
And  heartily,  for  our  dehverance ; 
Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  pages :  all  men's  honours 
Lie  in  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fashion'd 
Into  what  pitch*  he  please. 

S^f.  For  me,  my  lords. 
I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  nim ;  there's  mv  creed : 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  so  I'll  stano. 
If  the  king  please ;  his  curses  and  his  blessings 
Touch  me  auke,  they  are  breath  I  not  believe  in. 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him ;  so  I  leave  him 
To  him,  that  made  him  proud,  the  pope. 

Nor.  Lefsin; 
And,  with  some  other  business,  put  the  kmg 
From  these  sad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon  him  :— 
My  lord,  you'll  bear  us  company  ? 

Cham.  Excuse  me ; 
The  king  hath  sent  me  other-where ;  besides, 

*  High  or  low. 
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You'll  find  a  most  unfit  time  to  disturb  him : 
Health  to  your  lordships. 
Nor,  Thanks,  my  good  lord  ohamberlain. 

lExit  LOED  Chambeklain. 

NoEFOLK  opens  a  folding-door.    The  King  is  discovered  sitting, 
and  reading  pensively. 

Suf.  How  sad  he  looks !  sure,  he  is  much  afflicted. 

K.  Hen.  Who  is  there  P  ha  ? 

Nor.  'Pray  God,  he  be  not  angry. 

K.  Sen.  Who's  there,  I  say  ?  How  dare  you  thrust  yourselves 
Into  my  private  meditations  ? 
Who  ami?  ha? 

Nor.  A  gracious  king,  that  pardons  all  offences 
Malice  ne'er  meant :  our  breach  of  duty,  this  way, 
Is  business  of  estate ;  in  which,  we  oome 
To  know  your  royal  pleasure. 

K.  Sen,  You  are  too  bold ; 
Go  to ;  I'll  make  ye  know  your  times  of  business : 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  affidrs  ?  ha  ? — 

Enter  WoLSEY  a/nd  Campeius. 

Who's  there  ?  my  good  lord  cardinal  ?— O  my  Wolsey, 

The  quiet  of  my  wounded  conscience. 

Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  a  king.— You're  welcome,  {To  Campeius. 

Most  learned  reverend  Sir,  into  our  kingdom ; 

Use  us,  and  it :— My  good  lord,  have  great  care 

I  be  not  found  a  taUter.  [  To  Wolsey. 

Wol.  Sir,  you  cannot. 
I  would  your  grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conference. 

K.  Sen.  We  are  busy ;  go.  [To  Noefolk  and  Suffolk. 

Nor.  This  priest  has  no  pride  in  him  P 

Suf.  Not  to  speak  of; 
I  would  not  be  so  sick  though,*,  for  his  place : 
But  this  cannot  continue.  )  Aside. 

iVbr.  If  it  do, 
111  venture  one  have  at  him. 

Svf,  I  another. 

IJSxetmt  Noefolk  and  Suffolk. 

Wol.  Your  grace  has  given  a  precedent  of  wisdom 
Above  all  princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  scruple  to  tne  voice  of  Christenaom : 
Who  can  Be  an^  now  ?  what  envy  reach  you  ? 
The  Spaniard,  tied  bv  blood  and  favour  to  her. 
Must  now  confess,  if  they  have  any  goodness. 
The  trial  just  and  noble.    All  the  clerks^ 
I  mean,  the  learned  ones,  in  Christian  kmgdoms, 
Have  their  free  voices— Kome,  the  nurse  or  judgment, 
Invited  by  your  noble  self,  hath  sent 


*  So  sick  as  he  is  prond. 
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One  ijeneral  tongae  unto  us,  tiiu  f^ood  man, 
This  just  and  learned  priest,  cardimt  Gampdns ; 
Whoxi^onoe  more,  I  present  unto  your  hishifiess. 

K,  Men,  And.  onoe  more,  in  mine  arms  I  bid  him  welootto, 
And  thank  the  holy  oonolafe  for  their  loves ; 
V^  have  sent  me  su^  a  man  I  would  have  wish'd  (oft. 

Cam.  Your  nraoe  must  needs  deserve  all  strangers'  loves, 
Ton  are  so  noble :  To  your  highness*  hand 
I  tender  my  oommission ;  by  whose  virtue 
(The  court  of  Borne  commanding),— you,  my  lord 
Cardinal  of  York,  are  join'd  with  me  their  servant. 
In  the  unpartial  judsing  of  this  business. 

K,  Sen.  Two  equal  men.    The  queen  shall  be  acquainted 
PorthwitlL  for  what  you  come :— Where's  Gardiner  ? 

Wol  I  know,  your  majesty  has  always  loved  her 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  that 
A  woman  of  less  idace  might  ask  by  law. 
Scholars,  allow'd  ireely  to  argue  for  her. 

K.  Hen.  Ay,  and  the  best  she  shall  have ;  and  xny  favour 
To  him  that  does  best ;  God  forbid  else.    Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee,  call  Ghurdiner  to  me,  my  new  secretary ; 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow.  lExU  Wolsbt. 

Me-enter  WOLSET,  with  Gabdtkeb. 

Wol.  Give  me  vour  hand :  much  joy  and  iSftVour  to  you ; 
You  are  the  kinrs  now. 

Gard.  But  to  De  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  grace,  whose  hand  hsB  raised  me.  lAiide. 

K.  Hen.  Come  hither.  Gardiner.  \Thev  oauverM  apari. 

Cam.  My  lord  of  York,  was  not  one  doctor  Pace 
In  this  man's  place  before  him  ? 

Wol.  Yes,  he  was. 

Cam.  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  man  f 

Wol.  Yes,  surely. 

Cam.  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  opinion  spread  then 
Even  of  yourself  lord  cardinal 

Wol.  How!  of  me! 

Cam.  They  inll  not  stick  to  say,  you  mvied  him ; 
And,  fearing  he  would  rise,  he  was  so  virtuous. 
Kept  him  a  foreign  man*  still ;  which  so  grieved  him. 
That  he  ran  mad,  tmd  died. 

Wol.  Heaven's  peace  be  with  him ! 
Thaf  s  Christian  care  enourii :  for  tiving  munnurers. 
There's  places  of  rebuke.    He  was  a  foot;* 
Por  he  would  needs  be  virtuous :  That  good  fellow. 
If  I  command  him,  f<^ow8  my  appointment ; 
I  will  have  none  so  near  else.    Leim  this,  brother. 
We  Uve  not  to  be  grilled  by  meaner  persons. 

K.  Sen.  Deliver  this  with  modesty  to  ttie  queen. 

[JS^GlBPIKBB, 

The  most  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of, 

♦  Abroad. 
TOL.  m.  2  b 
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Por  mioh  receipt  of  learning,  is  Blaok-fHars ; 

There  ye  shall  meet  about  tnis  weighty  business  :-* 

My  Wolsey,  see  it  ftumish'd.— O  my  lord, 

Would  it  not  srieye  an  able  man,  to  leave 

86  sweet  a  bedfellow  ?    But,  oonscienoe.  oonsdenoe  ;-* 

0,  'tis  a  tender  place,  and  I  must  leave  ner.  lUxemai. 

SCJSNJE  m.-'An  JsUe-Ckamber  in  the  QUEEN'S  apartmenU, 
Enter  Amkb  Bullen,  cmd  an  OLD  Lady. 

Anne,  Not  for  that  neither ;— Here's  the  pang  that  pindiee : 
His  highness  having  lived  so  long  with  her :  and  she 
So  good  a  ladj,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  dishonour  of  her,— by  my  Ufi^ 
She  never  knew  harm-doing :— O  now  after 
So  many  courses  of  the  sun  enthroned, 
Still  growing  in  a  majesty  and  pomp. 
The  which  to  leave's  a  thousand-fold  more  bitter,  than 
*TSs  sweet  at  first  to  acquire,— after  this  process. 
To  give  her  the  avaunt  !*  it  is  a  pity 
TVould  move  a  monster. 

Old  L.  Hearts  of  most  hard  temper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Anne.  O,  God's  will !  much  better. 
She  ne'er  had  known  pomp :  though  it  be  temporal. 
Yet,  if  that  quarreLf  fortune,  do  divorce 
It  foom  the  bearer,  'tis  a  sufferance^  panging 
As  soul  and  body's  severing. 

Old  L,  Alas,  poor  lady ! 
She's  a  stranger  now  again.} 

Anne.  So  much  the  more 
Must  pitar  drop  upon  her.    Verily, 
I  swear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  bom. 
And  ranse  with  humble  livers  in  content, 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glistering  griei^ 
And  wear  a  golden  sorrow. 

Old  L,  Our  content 
Is  our  best  having.  § 

Anne,  By  my  troth,  and  maidenhead, 
I  would  not  be  a  queen. 

Old  L,  Beshrew  me,  I  would. 
And  venture  maidenhead  fort ;  and  so  would  you. 
For  all  this  spioe  of  ;rour  hypocrisy : 
You,  that  have  so  ms  parts  of  woman  on  you. 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart ;  which  ever  yet 
Affected  eminenoeL  wealth,  sovereignty ; 
Which,  to  say  sooth,  are  blessing :  and  which  gifts 
(Saving  your  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  your  soft  cheverif)|  conscience  would  receivcw 
If  you  misht  please  to  stretch  it. 

^»«0.  iNlay,  good  troth, — 

*  Bwitwimof  t|}ecticm.  f  Qnanreler. 

}  NoloaenraASDgUilMPiMuui*  ^Poesesskm.  |  Kkl-aUn. 
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Old  L.  Tes,  troth,  and  troth,-— Tou  would  not  he  a  queen  ? 

Aftne.  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  heayen. 

Old  L,  'Tis  strange ;  a  three-penoe  hoVd*  would  hire  me. 
Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it :  But^  I  pray  you. 
What  think  you  of  a  duchess  P  have  you  umhs 
av>  hear  that  load  of  title  ? 

Amte.  No,  in  truth. 

Old  L.  Then  you  are  weaMy  made :  Plu(^  ofif  a  little  ;t 
I  would  not  he  a  yoimg  count  in  your  way, 
For  m<»re  than  hlushing  comes  to :  if  your  hack 
CTannot  vouchsafe  this  Burden,  'tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  hoy. 

Anne.  How  you  do  talk ! 
I  swear  again,  I  would  not  he  a  queen 
For  all  the  world. 

Old  L.  In  fiiith,  for  little  England 
You'd  venture  an  emhalling:  Imyself 
Would  for  Carnarvonshire,  although  there  long'd 
No  more  to  the  crown  hut  that.    Lo,  who  comes  here  ? 

JSnter  the  LoBD  Chambeslain. 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  ladies.    What  wer^  worth  to  know 
The  secret  of  your  conference  ? 

Anne.  My  good  lord, 
Not  your  demand ;  it  values  not  your  asking : 
Our  mistress*  sorrows  we  were  pityine. 

Cham.  It  was  a  gentle  husiness,  and  becoming 
The  action  of  eood  women :  there  is  hope, 
AB  will  be  well 

Anne.  Now  I  pray  God.  amen ! 

Cham,  You  hour  a  gentle  mind,  and  heavenly  blessings 
Follow  such  creatures.    That  you  may,  fair  lady. 
Perceive  I  speak  sincerely,  and  hi^  note 's 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues,  the  king's  majesty 
Ck>mmenas  his  good  opinion  to  you,  and 
Does  purpose  honour  to  you  no  less  flowing 
Than  marchioness  of  Pembroke ;  to  which  title 
A  thousand  pounds  a  year,  annual  support, 
Out  of  his  srace  he  aads. 

Anne.  I  do  not  know, 
What  kind  of  mv  obedience  I  should  tender; 
More  than  my  ail  is  nothins ;  nor  my  ptrayers 
Are  not  words  duly  haUow'o,  nor  my  wishes 
More  worth  than  emp^vamties ;  yet  prayers,  and  wishes, 
Are  all  I  can  return.    'Beseech  your  lordsnip. 
Vouchsafe  to  speak  my  thanks,  and  mv  obedience, 
As  from  a  blusnins  handmaid,  to  his  nighness, 
Whose  health,  and  royalty,  I  pray  for. 

Cham.  Lady, 
I  shall  not  fail  to  approve!  the  fair  conceit, 
The  king  have  of  you. — ^I  nave  perused  her  well ;  \_A9ide^ 

*  Crooked.  t  Descend  a  Uttte  lower.  t  ImproTC. 
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Beauty  and  honour  in  her  are  so  mingled, 

That  mej  have  caaght  the  kins :  and  who  kaowa  yet. 

But  from  this  lady  maor  prooeed  a  gem. 

To  listen  all  tfais  isleP^rU  to  the  kinis^ 

And  say,  I  spoke  with  wml 

Anne.  My  honour'd  icMxL  [Jba^LoSDCHAMBBBLAlir. 

Old  L.  Why,  this  it  is ;  see,  see ! 
I  have  heen  hogging  sixteen  years  in  court 
(And  yet  a  courtier  heggarly),  nor  eoukl 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  eaiiy  and  too  late. 
For  any  suit  of  pounds :  and  you,  (Omb& !) 
A  very  fresh-fish  here,  (fie^  fie  upon 
This  compell'd  fortune !)  nave  your  mouth  filled  vsp. 
Before  you  open  it. 

Awne.  This  is  strange  to  me. 

Old  L.  How  tastes  it  ?  is  it  bitter  ?  forty  penoej*  na 
There  was  a  lady  once  ('tis  an  old  stocy). 
That  would  not  be  a  queen,  that  woirn  she  not^ 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt :— Have  jgol  hewd  it  ? 

Anne.  Come,  you  are  pleasant.' 

Old  L.  With  your  theme,  I  could 
(y ermount  the  lark.    The  marohicmesB  of  Pembroke ! 
A  thousand  pounds  a  year !  for  pure  respect ; 
No  other  obligation :  By  my  life, 
That  promises  more  thousands :  Honour's  train 
Is  longer  than  his  foreakirt.    By  this  titn& 
I  know,  your  back  will  bear  a  duchess ;— Say, 
Are  you  not  stronger  than  you  were  ? 

Anne.  GkK>dlady, 
Make  yourself  mirth  withyour  particular  fiincy. 
And  leave  me  out  on*t.    'Would  I  had  no  being, 
If  this  salute  nr^  blood  a  jot ;  it  faints  me. 
To  think  what  follows. 
The  queen  is  comfortless,  and  we  forgetM 
In  our  long  absence :  Pray,  do  not  deUver 
What  here  you  have  heard,  to  her. 

Old  i.  What  do  you  think  me?  lEweuM. 

SCENE  IV.— A  Sail  in  Blaeh-frwn. 

Tnmpeta,  sennet,  f  and  eomets.  Enter  ttoo  Vebgebs,  MfUh  short 
silver  VHJmde;  neatthem.  taooSCBlBSB,  in  the  habits iif  dQot&r»  f 
after  them  the  Archbishop  ^^Caktesbuby  alone  j  after  Amk, 
the  Bishops  <{/*  Lincoln,  IIlt,  Bochs8tbb»  and  S^nre  Asaph  ; 
next  them,  with  some  small  duianesy  follows  a  Qenileman  befr- 
ing  the  purse,  with  the  great  seal,  and  a  oardinaiCs  hat:  ,the^ 
two  Priests,  bearing  each  a  silver  cross }  then  a  Qentumai^ 
Usher  bare-headed,  aaeompanied  with  a  Sergeant  at  Am^, 
bearing  a  silver  mace :  then  two  Gentlemen,  bearing  two  are^t 
silver  pillars ;  X  after  them,  side  by  side,  the  two  CarSnats 

*  I.e.  h  small  wager.  t  Flourisb  on  cornHs. 

t  Ensigns  of  dignity  carried  before  cardinajfe. 
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WoLSEY  and  Gampeius;  twt  Noblemen.  wUh  ihe  tword^nd 
mace.  Then  enter  the  KlNCi-  a»d  QlJEEN,  and  their  Train^^ 
The  King  takes  place  imder  the  cloth  ofetate ;  the  two  eardi-' 
naU  ait  under  Ami  a$  judge*.  The  Queen  takes  place  at  some 
distance  from  the  King.  The  Bishqps  place  themeelees  on  each 
side  the  court,  in  moftner  of  a  consistorif :  between  them,  the 
Scribes.  The  Lords  sU  next  the  Sishops*  The  ^er  and  ihe^ 
rest  of  the  Attendants  stand  in  convenient  order  about  the 
stage. 

Wol.  Whilst  our  oommission  from  Some  is  read, 
Let  silence  be  oommaaded. 

K.  Sen.  What's  the  need  ? 
It  hath  already  publicly  been  read. 
And  on  all  sides  the  authority  aJlow'd ; 
You  may  then  spare  that  time. 

Wol.  Be't  so : — ^Proceed. 

Scribe.  Say,  He^uy  kuog  of  England,  <xnne  into  the  court 

Crier.  Henry  lung  of  England,  4ws. 

K.  Sen.  Here. 

Scribe.  Say,  Eathitfine  queen  of  England,  come  into  court, 
*     Crier.  Katharine  queen  of  England,  &0. 

[The  QuEEK  makes  no  answer^  rises  out  of  her  chair, 
goes  about  the  courts  comes  to  the  KlN&,  ana 
kneels,  at  his  feet ;  then  speaks. 

Q.  Kath.  Sir,  I  daniTe  you^  do  me  right  and  justice;; 
And  to  bestow  your  pity  on  me :  lor 
J  am  a  most  poor  woman,  and  a  stranger, 
Bom  out  of  your  dominions ;  having  here 
No  judge  indifferent^  nor  no  more  assurance 
Of  equal  friendship  and  proceeding.    Alas  Sir, 
In  what  have  I  offended  you  P  what  cause 
Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  displeasure, 
That  thus  you  should  proceed  to  put  me  o^ 
And  take  your  good  grace  i^om  me?  Heaven  witness, 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife, 
At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable : 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  dislike, 
Ye(L  subject  to  your.cpuntenance :  glad,  or  8orry« 
As  I  saw  it  inchned.    When  was  ihe  hour, 
I  ever  contradicted  your  desire, 
Or  made  it  not  mine  too  ?  Or  which  of  your  friends 
Have  I  not  strove  to  love,  although  I  knew 
He  were  mine  enem;^  P  what  friend  of  mine  . 
That  had  to  him  derived  your  anger,  did  X 
Continue  in  mv  liking  P  nay,  «ive  notice 
He  was  from  thence  discharged  ?    Sir,  call  to  mind 
That  I  have  been  your  wife  m  this  obedience, 
ITpwards  of  twenty  years,  and  have  been  bless'd 
With  many  children  by  you :  If,  in  the  course 
And  process  of  this  time,  you  can  report, 
And  prove  it  toa  against  mine  honour  aught, 
Hy  bond  to  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty. 
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Against  your  sacred  person^  in  Ood's  name, 

Turn  me  away ;  and  let  the  foulest  contempt 

Shut  door  upon  me,  and  so  ^ve  me  up 

To  tiie  sharpest  kind  of  justice.    Please  you.  Sir, 

The  king,  your  fother,  was  reputed  for 

A  prince  most  prudent,  of  an  excellent 

And  unmatch'owit  and  judgment :  Ferdinand, 

My  father,  king  of  Spain,  was  reckon'd  one 

The  wisest  prince,  that  there  had  reign'd  by  many 

A  year  before :  It  is  not  to  be  question'd 

That  they  had  gathered  a  wise  council  to  them 

Of  every  reahn,  that  did  debate  this  business, 

Who  deem'd  our  marriage  lawful :  Wherefore  I  humblj 

Beseech  you,  Sir,  to  spare  me,  till  I  may 

Be  by  my  fhends  in  Spain  advised ;  whose  counsel 

I  will  implore :  if  not :  i'  the  name  of  God, 

Tour  pleasure  be  fiilfill'd ! 

WoL  You  have  here,  lady 
(And  of  vour  choice),  these  reverend  fethers ;  men 
Of  singular  intemty  and  learning, 
Tea^  tne  elect  of  the  land,  who  are  assembled 
To  plead  your  cause :  It  shall  be  therefore  bootless,  * 
That  longer  you  desire  the  court ;  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  rectify 
What  is  unsettled  in  the  king. 

Cam.  His  grace 
Hath  spoken  well  and  justly :  Therefore,  Madam, 
It's  fit  this  royal  session  do  proceed ; 
And  that,  without  delay,  their  arguments 
Be  now  produced,  and  heard. 

Q.  Kath.  Lord  cardinal, — 
To  you  I  speak. 

Wol.  Your  pleasure,  Madam ! 

Q.  Kath,  Sir, 
I  am  about  to  weep ;  but,  thinking  that 
We  are  a  queen  (or  long  have  dream'd  so),  certain, 
The  daughter  of  a  king,  my  drops  of  tears 
I'll  turn  to  sparks  of  nre. 

Wbl.  Bemtientyet. 

Q,  Kath.  1  will,  when  you  are  humble ;  nay,  before, 
Or  God  will  punish  me.    I  do  believe. 
Induced  by  potent  circumstances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy ;  and  make  my  challenge, 
You  shall  not  be  my  judge :  for  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  ccwd  betwixt  my  lord  and  me,— 
Which  God's  dew  quench !— Therefore,  I  say  again, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  soul, 
Beftise  you  for  my  judge ;  whom,  yet  once  more^ 
I  hold  my  most  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

Wbl,  I  do  profess 
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Yott  speak  not  like  yourself;  who  ever  yet 

Have  stood  to  charity,  and  cQsplay'd  the  effects 

Of  disposition  gentle,  and  of  ^nsdom 

O'ertopping  woman's  power.    Madam,  you  do  me  wrong : 

I  have  no  spleen  against  you ;  nor  injustice 

For  you,  or  any :  how  far  I  have  proceeded. 

Or  how  far  ftmher  shall  is  warranted 

By  a  commission  from  the  consistory. 

Yea,  the  whole  consistory  of  Home.    You  charge  me^ 

That  I  have  hlown  this  coal :  I  do  deny  it : 

The  king  is  present:  if  it  he  known  to  him. 

That  I  gainsay  •  mv  deed,  how  may  he  wound. 

And  worthily,  my  falsehood  P  yea^  as  much 

As  you  have  done  my  truth.    But  if  he  know 

That  I  am  f^ee  of  your  report,  he  knows, 

I  am  not  of  your  wrons.    Therefore  in  him 

It  lies,  to  cure  me :  and  the  cure  is,  to 

Bemove  tiiese  thoughts  f^om  you ;  The  which  hefore 

His  highness  shall  sp^  in,  I  do  heseech 

You,  gracious  Madam,  to  unthink  your  speaking, 

And  to  sav  so  no  more. 

Q.  K(Uh.  My  lord,  my  lord, 
I  am  a  simple  woman,  much  too  weak 
To  oppose  your  cunmng.    You  are  meek,  and  humble-mouth'd 
You  sign  your  place  and  calling,  in  ftill  Beeming,t 
With  meekness  and  humility :  hut  your  heart 
Is  cramm'd  with  arrogancy.  spleen,  and  pride. 
You  have»  by  fortune,  and  nis  highness*  favours, 
Gone  sUghtly  o'er  low  steps;  and  now  are  mounted 
Where  powers  are  your  retainers :  and  your  words, 
Domestics  to  you,  serve  your  will,  as't  please 
Yourself  pronounce  their  office.    I  must  tell  you. 
You  tender  more  your  i^rson's  honour,  than 
Your  high  profession  sptiritual:  That  again 
I  do  refose  you  for  my  judge ;  and  here, 
Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  pope, 
To  brine  my  whole  cause  'fore  ms  holiness, 
And  to  oe  judged  by  him. 

[She  curtsies  to  the  EiNO,  and  offers  to  depart 

Cam.  The  c[ueen  is  obstinate. 
Stubborn  to  justice,  apt  to  accuse  it,  and 
Bisdainfid  to  be  tried  oy  it;  'tis  not  well 
She's  ^ing  awav. 

K.  Men.  Gall  her  again. 

Crier.  Katharine  queen  of  England,  come  into  the  court. 

Orif.  Madam,  you  are  call'd  back. 

Q.  Kath.  What  need  you  note  it  ?  pray  you,  keep  your  way : 
When  you  are  call'd,  return.— Now  the  Lord  help, 
They  vex  me  past  my  patience  1— pray  you,  pass  on : 
I  wul  not  tar^ :  no,  nor  ever  more, 

*  Deny*  t  Appearance 
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Upon  this  business,  mfsppMnuieeiaiki  ^ 

In  any  of  their  conrtg.  ' 

lExewU  QuEBN,  Griffith,  «mI  A#r  aiker  4^^eiidant$, 

JST.  JZihi.  Qo  tby  irajB,  Kftte : 
That  man  i'  the  world,  who  sh«ll  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  noufht  be  trusted,  i 

For  speaking  folse  in  that :  Tnou  art,  alon» 
(If  thy  rare  qualities  sweet  mntl^Mfls, 
Thy  meeknav  saiimike,  wife-like  govemmenV— 
Obeying  in  commanding,— and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  pious  ebe,  oould  roeak  thee  out^>, 
The  queen  of  earthly  queens  r*^e  is  nol^  bevn ; 
And,  like  her  true  nc^mlity,  i^e  has 
Carried  herself  towaords  me. 

WoL  Most  gracious  Sir, 
In  humblest  manner  I  require  your  higlmess. 
That  it  shall  please  you  to  chedare,  in  faeariiur 
Of  all  these  earn  (fiA*  where  I  am  robb'd  and  bound, 
There  must  I  be  unloosed ;  altkouffh  not  ^ere 
At  once  f  and  f^dly  sailisfted),  whefiker  ever  I 
Did  broach  this  business  to  your  hishness ;  or  ' 

Laid  any  scruple  in  your  way,  which  might 
Induce  you  to  the  (^uestioa  wi  ?  or  oyer 
Haire  to  y0ii,^biit  with  thanks  to  God  for  soeh 
A  royal  lady,— taake  one  the  kast  word,  might 
Be  to  the  prejudice  of  her  inreeent  stitid, 
Or  touch  of  her  good  imon  ? 

JT.  Sen,  My  loiti  caroinal, 
I  do  excuse  ycm :  yea,  upon  mine  honour, 
I  free  you  fromH.    You  are  not  to  be  taui^t  "'. 

That  you  have  many  enemies^  thi^  know  not  .  f 

Why  they  are  so,  but,  like  to  yilli^B  ours. 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do :  by  Some  of  these 
The  queen  is  put  in  ai^^.    Too  ai*e  exicused 
But  will  you  be  more  justified  ?  you  ev)er 
Have  wish'd  the  sleenms  of  tins  business ;  neyer 
Desired  it  to  be  stirrd;  but  oft  haye  hindered ;  oA^  ' 

The  passages  I  made  toward  it  :--on  my  honour, 
I  speak  my  g^  l(nrd  eaiH^aal  to  this  point. 
And  thus  far  clear  him.    Now,  what  ntovea  tije  te^-^ 
J  will  be  bold  with  time,  and  your  attention  :— 
Then  mark  the  inducemrat.    I^s  it  oanie  ;*^y0  heed  to't^  ' 
My  conscience  first  received  a  tenderness. 
Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  speeches  utter'd 
By  the  bishc^  of  Bayonse,  then  iSteneh  ambossador ; 
Who  had  been  hither  sent  on  the  debating 
A  marriaffe,  twixt  the  dtike  of  Orleans  and 
Our  daughter  Mary :  V  the  progress  of  this  bu^neee^ 
Ere  a  determinate  res(dution,  he  ' 

(I  mean,  the  bishop)  did  require  a  respite; 

•  Speak  out  thy  merits.  f  immediately  satisfied. 

t  Closed  or  fastened. 
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Wherein  he  mig^t  the  Tan$  his  lord  adv^H^iae 

Whether  our  daughter  were  le^timate, 

Beeq[)eoting  this  our  manriMe  with  the  dowager. 

Sometime  our  hrother's  wile.    This  respite  snook 

The  hosom  of  my  conscience,  ent^d  me, 

Yea^  with  a  splitting  power,  and  made  to  tremhla 

The  region  of  my  hreasfc  s  which  forced  such  way 

That  many  mazed  considering  did  throng, 

And  presr  d  in  with  this  caution.    First,  methought^ 

I  stood  not  in  the  smile  of  heaven ;  who  had 

Comttaaded  nittnre,  that  my  lady^s  womb, 

If  not  conoeiyed  a  niale  child  by  me,  sh^ild 

Do  no  more  offices  of  life  tot,  than 

The  grave  does  to  the  dead :  ibr  her  male  issue 

Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  shortly  alter 

This  world  had  air'd  them :  Hence  I  took  a  thought, 

This  was  a  judgment  on  me :  that  my  kmgdom. 

Well  worthy  th^  hest  heir  o^  the  world,  should  not 

Be  gladded  in*t  by  me :  then  follows,  that 

I  wei^h'd  the  danger  which  my  realms  stood  in 

By  tms  my  issue's  fail ;  and  that  gave  to  me 

Many  a  groaning  throe.    Thus  hulling  *  in 

The  wild  sea  of  my  oonscienoe^  I  did  steer 

Toward  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 

Now  present  here  togeliier ;  thaif  s  to  say, 

I  meant  to  rectify  my  conscience, — which 

I  then  did  feel  fiul  sick,  and  yet  not  Well,-^ 

By  all  the  reverend  fathers  of  the  land. 

And  doctors  leam'd,— Krst  I  began  in  private 

With  you,  my  lord  of  Lincoln  j  you  r^nember 

How  under  my  oppression  I  did  reek,T 

When  I  first  moved  you. 

lAu,  Very  well,  my  liege. 

K.  Hen.  I  have  spoke  long ;  be  pleased  yourself  to  say 
How  far  you  satisfied  me. 

lAn.  So  please  your  highness, 
The  question  did  at  first  so  stagger  me,-^ 
Bearing  a  state  of  mighty  moment  in't. 
And  conseauence  of  oread, — that  I  committed 
The  daring'st  counsel  which  I  had,  to  doubt ; 
And  did  entreat  your  highness  to  this  course. 
Which  you  are  running  herp. 

jr.  Hen,  I  then  moved  you. 
My  lord  of  Canterbury ;  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  present  summons :— Unsolicited 
I  left  no  reverend  person  in  this  court ; 
But  by  particular  consent  proceeded 
Under  your  hands  and  seals.    Therefore,  go  on : 
For  no  dislike  i'  the  world  against  the  person 
Of  the  good  queen,  but  the  sharp  thorny  points 
Of  my  alleged  reasons,  drive  this  forward : 

*  Tossed  about  withoat  guidanoe.  t  Waste,  or  wear  away. 
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Prove  but  our  marriage  lawfUl,  by  my  life, 
And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  state  to  oome,  with  her, 
Katharine  our  queen,  before  the  primest  creature 
That* 8  paragon'a  *  o*  the  world. 

Cam.  So  pleaae  your  highness, 
The  queen  being  absent,  'tis  a  needfiil  fitness 
That  we  adjourn  this  court  till  further  day : 
Meanwhile  must  be  an  earnest  motion 
Made  to  the  queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  unto  ms  holiness.  [Thep  rise  to  depart 

JT.  Men,  I  mav  perceive,  [AMe, 

These  cardinals  trifle  with  me :  I  abhor 
This  dilatory  sloth,  and  tricks  of  Eome. 
My  leam'd  and  well-beloved  servant,  Cranmer, 
Prythee.  return !  with  thy  approach,  I  know. 
My  comfort  comes  atong.    Break  up  the  court : 
I  say,  set  on.  lExeunt  in  manner  as  thep  entered. 


ACT  m. 

SCjBNJS  Z— Palace  at  BrideweU, 

A  room  in  the  Queen^s  apartment. 

The  QUBEK,  and  some  ofherwomen,  at  work* 

Q.  Kath,  Take  thy  lute^  wench:  my  soul  grows  sad  with 
troubles ; 
Sing,  and  disperse  them,  if  thou  canst ;  leave  working. 

Song, 

Orpheus  with  his  lute  made  treesy 
And  the  mountain-tops,  that  freeze. 

Bow  themselves,  when  he  did  sing  / 
Ih  his  music,  plants,  and  flowers, 
JEver  sprung ;  as  sun,  and  showers, 

There  had  been  a  lasting  spring, 

JEverythmg^  that  heard  him  piaffe 
JEven  the  billows  of  the  sea^ 

Bung  their  heads,  and  then  laif  bp* 
In  sweet  music  is  such  art: 
Killing  care  and  grief  of  heart, 

Fall  asleep,  or  hearing,  die. 

Enter  a  GENTLEMAN. 
Q.  £a<A.  Hownow? 

*  Witlioiitooiiipara. 
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Gent.  Ant  please  your  grace,  the  two  great  oardinaU 
Wait  in  the  preaenoe.  • 

a  Kath.  Would  they  speak  with  me  P 

Geni,  They  will'd  me  say  so,  'M^Axm^ 

Q.  Kath,  Pray  their  graces 
To  come  near.  lUxU  Qjsstlbmax.I  What  can  be  their  business 
With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  Mien  from  fuvoixt  P 
I  do  not  uke  their  coming,  now  I  think  on't. 
They  should  be  good  men ;  thoir  a&irs  as  righteous : 
But  all  hoods  make  not  monks. 

JSnier  WOLSBT  and  Cahpeius. 

JTol.  Peace  to  your  highness ! 

Q.  Kath.  Your  graces  nnd  me  here  part  of  a  housewifr : 
I  would  be  all,  against  the  worst  may  nappen. 
What  are  your  pleasures  with  me,  reverend  lords  ? 

Wbl,  May  it  please  you,  noble  Madam,  to  withdraw 
Into  jour  private  chamber,  we  shall  give  you 
The  full  cause  of  our  coming. 

Q.  K<Uh,  Speak  it  here ; 
There's  nothmg  I  have  done  yet,  o'my  conscience. 
Deserves  a  comer :  'Would,  all  other  women 
Could  speak  this  with  as  free  a  soul  as  I  do ! 
My  lords,  I  care  not  (so  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number),  if  my  actions 
Were  tried  by  every  tongue,  every  eye  saw  them, 
Envy  and  base  opinion  set  against  them, 
I  know  my  life  so  even :  If  your  business 
Seek  me  out  and  that  way  I  am  wife  in. 
Out  with  it  boldly ;  Truth  loves  open  dealing. 

WoL  Tania  est  erga  te  mentU  integritas,  regina  aerenitnmar' 

Q.  KcdK  O,  good  mv  lord,  no  Latin ; 
1  am  not  such  a  truant  since  my  coming. 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv^  in ; 
A  strange  tongue  makes  my  cause  more  strange,  suspicious ; 
Pray,  speak  in  Enjslish ;  here  are  some  will  thank  you. 
If  you  speak  truth,  for  theur  poor  mistress'  sake ; 
Believe  me,  she  has  had  much  wrong :  Lord  cardinal, 
The  willing'st  sin  I  ever  yet  committed^ 
M^be  absolved  in  English. 

WoL  Noble  lady, 
I  am  sorry,  my  integrity  should  breed 
(And  service  to  his  majesty  and  you) 
So  deep  suspicion,  where  all  faith  was  meant. 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accusation, 
To  taint  that  honour  every  good  tongue  blesses. 
Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  sorrow ; 
You  have  too  much,  good  lady :  but  to  know 
How  you  stand  minded  in  the  weighty  difference 
Between  the  king  and  you :  and  to  deliver. 
Like  free  and  honest  men,  our  just  opinions, 
And  comforts  to  your  cause. 

*  Freaence-chambar. 
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Cam,  Most  honour'd  Madam, 
My  lord  of  York,  out  of  his  noble  nature. 
Zeal  and  obedienoe  he  stQl  bore  your  graoe ; 
Forgetting,  like  a  good  man,  your  ]m^  ^enmre 
Both  of  his  truth  and  him  (which  was  too  far). 
Offers,  as  I  do,in  a  sign  of  peaee^ 
Hie  ^ervioe  and  his  oounseL 

Q.  KatK  To  betray  me.  [Mide. 

Mj  lords,  I  thank  you  for  both  your  good  wills, 
Ye  speak  like  honest  men  (pray  Ciod,  ye  prove  so  i) 
But  now  to  make  you  suddenly  an  answ^. 
In  such  a  point  of  weight,  so  near  mine  honour 
(More  near  my  life  I  fSear).  with  my  weak  wit, 
And  to  such  men  of  gravity  and  learning, 
In  truth,  I  know  not    I  was  set  at  work 
Amonfif  my  makte ;  full  little,  God  knows,  looking 
Either  for  such  men,  or  fsudb.  busiuess. 
For  her  sake  that  I  have  been  (for  I  feel 
The  last  fit  of  my  greatness),  good  your  graces, 
Let  me  have  time,  and  counsel,  for  mv  cause ; 
Alas !  I  am  a  woman,  friendles,  hopeless. 

Wol,  Madam,  vou  wrong  the  king's  love  with  these  fears ; 
Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

a  Kath.  In  England, 
But  little  for  my  profit :  Can  you  think,  lords. 
That  anv  Englishman  dare  give  me  oounsel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend,  'gainst  his  highness*  pleasure 
(Though  he  be  grown  so  desperate  to  be  honest). 
And  live  a  subject  ?  Nay,  forsooth,  my  friends, 
They  that  must  weigh  *  out  my  amictioils, 
They  that  my  trust  must  grow  to,  live  not  here ; 
They  are,  a^  ail  my  other  comforts,  fea  hence. 
In  mine  own  country,  lords. 

Cam,  I  would,  your  grace 
Would  leaveyour  wiefe,  and  take  my  oounsd. 

CLKath.  How,  Sir  P 

Cam,  Put  your  main  cause  into  the  king's  protection ; 
He's  loving,  and  most  mdous ;  'twill  be  mu% 
Both  for  your  honour  better,  and  your  cause : 
For,  if  the  trial  of  the  law  o'ertake  you> 
Youll  part  away  disgraced. 

Wbl,  He  tells  you  rightly. 

Q.  Kcdh.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wish  for  both,  my  ruin ;  1 

Is  this  your  Christian  counsel  P  out  upon  ye ! 
Heaven  is  above  all  yet ;  there  sits  a  judge, 
That  no  king  can  corrupt. 

Cam,  Your  rage  mistakes  us. 

Q.  Kath.  The  more  shame  for  ye ;  holy  men  I  thou^t  76^ 
Upon  my  soul,  two  reverend  carcGnal  virtues :  t 

But  cardinal  sin&  and  hoUow  hearts,  I  fear  ye : 
Mend  them  for  sname,  my  lords.    Is  this  your  comfort  ? 

'  *  Outwdgli. 
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The  cordial  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  lady  ? 

A  woman  lost  among  m  lim^h'd  at,  soorn'd  f 

I  will  not  wish  ye  haii  my  miseries, 

I  have  more  charity :  but  say,  I  wam'd  ye ; 

Take  heed,  for  heaven's  sake,  take  heed,  lest  at  onoe 

The  burden  of  my  sorrows  fall  upon  ye. 

Wbl.  Madam,  this  is  a  mere  distraction ; 
You  turn  the  good  we  oflfer  into  envy. 

Q,  Kath,  Ye  turn  me  into  nottiing :  Woe  ttpon  ye, 
And  all  such  fklse  professors !  Womd  ye  have  me 
(If  you  have  any  justice,  anv  pity ; 
If  ye  be  anything  but  chunmmen's  habits), 
Put  my  sick  cause  into  his  hands  that  hateis  me?' 
Alas !  he  has  banish'd  me  his  bed  already ; 
His  love,  too  long  agjo :  I  am  old,  my  kn^ds, 
And  all  the  fellowship  i  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  my  obedience.    "What  can  happen 
To  me  above  this  wretchedness  ?  all  your  studies 
Make  me  a  curse  like  this. 

Cam.  Your  fears  are  worse. 

Q.  Kath.  Have  I  lived  thus  long;^Get  me  speak  mys^, 
Since  virtue  finds  no  fHends)— a  wife,  a  true  one  ? 
A  woman  (I  dare  say^  without  vainglory). 
Never  yet  branded  with  suspicion  P 
Have  I  with  all  my  fall  affections 
Still  met  the  kii^  ?  loved  him  next  heaven  ?  obey'd  Mm  ? 
Been,  out  of  fondness,  superstitious  to  him  P* 
Almost  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  P 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  P  'tis  not  wdL  lords. 
Bring  me  a  constant  woman  to  her  husband. 
One  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  joy  beyond  his  pleasuie ; 
And  to  that  woman,  when  she  has  done  most, 
Yet  will  I  add  an  honour,— a  great  patience. 

JFol.  Madam,  you  wander  trom  the  good  we  aim  ac. 

Q.  Kath.  My  lord,  I  dare  not  make  myself  so  guilty. 
To  give  up  wilungly  that  noble  title 
Your  master  weome  to :  nothing  but  death 
Shall  e'er  divorce  my  dignities. 

Wbl.  'Pray,  hear  me. 

Q.Kath.  ^Would  I  had  never  trod  this  English  earth. 
Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it ! 
Ye  have  angels'  faces,  but  neaven  knows  your  hearts. 
What  will  become  of  me  now,  wretched  lady  P 
I  am  the  most  unhappy  woman  living. — 
Alas !  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  your  fortunes  ? 

iTo  her  women. 
Shipi^reck'd  upon  a  kingdoizL  where  no  pity, 
No  fhends,  no  hope ;  no  kindred  weep  for  me, 
Almost  no  grave  allowed  me : — ^Like  the  lilly. 
That  once  was  mistress  of  the  field,  and  flourish'd, 
I'U  hang  my  head  and  perish. 

*  Served  liim  with  superstitious  attentioa* 
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Wol,  If  your  grace 
Gould  but  be  brougbt  to  know,  our  ends  are  bonest, 
Tou'd  feel  more  comfort :  why  should  we,  sood  lady 
Upon  what  cause,  wrong  you  P  aJas!  ourplacefli 
The  way  of  our  profession  is  against  it ; 
We  are  to  cure  such  sorrows,  not  to  sow  them. 
For  goodness*  sake,  consider  what  you  do; 
How  you  may  hurt  yourself  ay,  utterly 
Grow  from  the  king^s  aoquamtance,  by  this  carriage. 
The  hearts  of  princes  kiss  obedience, 
So  much  they  love  it ;  but  to  stubborn  spirits^ 
They  swell,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  storms. 
I  know,  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper, 
A  soul  as  even  as  a  calm;  Pray,  think  us 
Those  we  profess,  peace-makers.  Mends,  and  servants.. 

Cam.  Madam,  youll  find  it  so.    You  wron^  your  virtuef 
With  these  weak  women's  fears.    A  noble  spint, 
As  yours  was  put  into  ^ou,  ever  casts 
Sucn  doubts,  as  false  coin,  from  it.    The  king  loves  yoa ; 
Beware,  you  lose  it  not :  For  us,  if  you  please 
To  trust  us  in  your  business,  we  are  ready 
To  use  our  utmost  studies  in  your  service. 

Q.  Kath,  Do  what  ve  will,  my  lords :  and,  pray,  forgire  bm, 
If  1  have  used*  myself  unmannerly ; 
You  know,  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  seemly  answer  to  such  persons. 
Pray,  do  my  service  to  his  majesty : 
He  muB  my  heart  yet ;  and  shall  have  my  prayers, 
While  I  shall  have  my  life.    Ck>me,  reverend  Mhers, 
Bestow  your  counsels  on  me :  she  now  begs, 
That  little  thought,  when  she  set  fooling  here, 
She  should  have  bought  her  dignities  so  dear.  IJSxewU, 

SCHNE  II,—Ante<ihamber  to  ihe  KiirfB  Apartment. 

Enter  the  Duke  o/NOBFOLE,  the  Duke  of  Sttffole,  the  JEarl  (^ 
SuBBsr,  <jmd,  the  LoBD  Chambbblain. 

Nor.  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  complaints, 
And  forcer  them  with  a  constancy,  the  cardinal 
Cannot  stand  under  them :  if  you  omit 
The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promise. 
But  that  you  shall  sustain  more  new  disgraces. 
With  these  you  bear  ahready. 

Sur.  I  am  joyful 
To  meet  the  least  occasion,  that  may  give  me 
Bemembrance  of  my  father-in-law,  the  duke. 
To  be  revenged  on  him. 

Si^f.  Which  of  the  peers 
Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  least 

*  Behaved.  f  Enforoe. 
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Strangely  nedected  ?  when  did  he  regard 
The  stamp  of  nobleness  in  any  person, 
Out  of  himself? 

Cham.  My  lords,  you  speak  your  pleasures : 
"What  he  deserves  of  you  and  me,  I  Know ; 
"What  we  can  do  to  mm  (though  now  the  time 
Gives  way  to  us),  I  much  fear.    If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  access  to  the  king,  never  attempt 
Anything  on  him ;  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  king  in  his  tongue. 

Nor,  O,  fear  him  not ; 
His  spell  m  that  is  out :  the  king  hath  found 
Matter  against  him,  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  lan^axe.    No,  he's  settled. 
Not  to  come  of^  in  his  displeasure. 

Swr.  Sir, 
I  should  be  glad  to  hear  such  news  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Nor,  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded ;  wherein  he  appears, 
As  I  could  wish  mine  enemy. 

Bw,  How  came 
His  practices  to  light  ? 

8uf,  Most  strangely. 

Swr,  O.  how,  how  ? 

8vf,  The  cardinal's  letter  to  the  pope  miscarried. 
And  came  to  the  eye  o'  the  king :  wherein  was  read. 
How  that  the  cardinal  did  entreat  his  holiness 
To  stay  the  judgment  o'  the  divorce :  for  if 
It  did  take  place,  Ido,  quoth  he,  perceive 
My  king  is  tangled  in  affection  to 
A  creature  of  the  queerfs,  lady  Anne  BuUen, 

8i§r.  Has  the  king  this  ? 

Snf.  Believe  it. 

8w.  Will  this  work? 

Cham.  The  king  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he  ooastis 
And  hed^  his  own  way.    But  in  this  point 
All  his  tncks  founder,  and  he  brings  his  physic 
After  his  patient's  death :  the  king  ahreac^ 
Hath  married  the  fair  laay. 

/SW*. 'Would  he  had! 

St{f.  May  you  be  happ/  in  your  wish,  my  lord ! 


For,  I  proiess,  vou  have  it 

8ur,  Now  all  my  joy 
Trace*  the  conjunction  I 


Sitf,  Mv  amen  to't ! 

Nor,  All  men's. 

Siif,  There's  order  given  for  her  coronation : 
Harry,  this  is  yet  but  young,t  and  may  be  left 
To  some  ears  anreoounted.~But^  my  lords, 

•  Follow.  t  New. 
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Sho  18  a  gallant  creature,  and  oonqdete 
In  mind  and  feature :  I  persuade  me,  firom  heat 
Will  fSnll  some  blessing  to  this  land,  which  shall 
In  it  be  memorized.** 

8ur,  But.  will  the  king 
Digest  this  letter  of  the  cardinal's  ? 
The  Lord  forbid ! 

Nor.  Marry,  amen ! 

Sitf.  No,  no;  ^ 

There  be  more  wasps  that  buzz  about  his  noee, 
Will  make  this  sting  the  sooner.    Cardioal  Campeiitt 
Is  stolen  away  to  Bome ;  hath  ta'en  no  leave : 
Has  left  the  cause  o'  the  king  uidiumdled ;  and 
Is  posted,  as  the  asent  of  our  cardinal. 
To  second  all  his  plot    I  do  assure  you 
The  king  cried,  ha !  at  this. 

Cham.  Now,  God  inoMise  him. 
And  let  him  cry  ha^  louder ! 

Nor,  But,myloxd, 
When  returns  Cranmer  7 

Sitf.  He  is  returned,  in  his  opinions;  whi^ 
Have  satisfied  the  king  for  his  diyoroe, 
Together  with  all  fomous  colleses 
Almost  in  Christendom :  shortly,  I  believeu 
His  second  marriage  shall  be  publish'd,  ana 
Her  coronation.    Katharine  no  more 
Shall  be  call'd  queen ;  but  princess  dowager. 
And  widow  to  prince  Arthur. 

Nor.  This  same  Cranmer 's 
A  worthy  fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  much  pain 
In  the  king's  business. 

S^f.  He  nas:  and  we  shall  see  him 
For  it,  an  archbishop. 

Nor.  So  I  hear. 

8uf.  *Tis  so. 
The  cardinal— 

JEnter  WoLSEt  and  CBOmrSLL 

Nor.  Observe,  observe,  lie's  moody. 

Wol.  The  packet,  CromwelL  |;ave  it  jtou  the  laxii? 

Crom.  To  his  own  hand,  in  nis  bed-cnamber. 

Wbl.  Look'd  he  o'  the  inside  of  the  paper  ? 

Orom.  Presently 
He  did  unseal  them :  and  the  first  he  view'd. 
He  did  it  with  a  serious  mind ;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  count^iance :  You,  he  bade 
Attend  him  here  this  morning. 

Wol.  Is  he  ready 
To  come  abroad? 

Crom.  1  think,  by  this  he  is. 

Wol.  Leave  me  a  while.—  [JBxit  CbomWkix. 
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It  shall  be  to  the  duchess  of  Alenoon, 

The  French  king's  sister :  he  shall  marry  her. — 

Anne  Bullen !  No ;  rU  no  Anne  Bullens  f<»r  him : 

There  is  more  in  it  than  fair  visaee. — Bullen ! 

No,  we'll  no  Bullens. — Speedily  I  wish 

To  hear  from  Bome.— The  marchioness  of  Pembrol^e ! 

Nor.  He's  discontented. 

Svf.  May  be,  he  hears  the  king 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sur,  Sharp  enough. 
Lord,  for  thy  justice ! 

Wol  The  late  queen's  gentlewoman ;  a  knighf  s  daughter 
To  be  her  mistress'  mistress !  the  queen's  queen ! — 
This  candle  bums  not  clear :  'tis  I  must  snuff  it ; 
Then,  out  it  goes.— What  though  I  know  her  virtuous, 
And  well-deserving  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  spleeny  Lutheran :  and  not  wholesome  to 
Our  cause,  that  she  should  lie  i'  the  bosom  of 
Our  hard-ruled  king.    Again,  there  is  sprung  up 
A  heretic,  an  arch  one,  Cranmer ;  one 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  fskvour  of  the  king. 
And  is  his  oracle. 

Nor.  He  is  vex'd  at  something. 

8uf.  I  would,  'twere  something  Hiat  would  fret  the  string, 
The  master-cord  of  his  heart  I 

^ter  the  EiNG,  reading  a  Schedule  ;*  and  LOTBLL. 

8tif.  The  king,  the  king. 

K,  Sen.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accumulated 
To  his  own  portion !  and  what  expense  by  the  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him !    How,  r  the  name  of  thrift, 
Does  he  rake  this  toeether  ?— Now,  my  lords ; 
Saw  you  the  cardinal  ? 

Nor.  My  lord,  we  have 
Stood  here  observing  him :  Some  strange  commotion 
Is  in  his  brain :  he  bites  his  lip,  and  starts ; 
Stops  on  a  sudden,  looks  upon  the  ground, 
Theu,  lays  his  finger  on  his  temple ;  straight. 
Springs  out  into  mst  ^t  ;t  then,  stops  again. 
Strikes  his  breast  hard ;  and  anon,  he  oasts 
His  eye  against  the  moon :  in  most  strange  postures 
We  have  seen  him  set  himself. 

K,  Een.  It  may  well  be ; 
There  is  a  mutiny  in  his  mind.    This  morning 
Papers  of  state  he  sent  me  to  peruse. 
As  I  required ;  And,  wotj  you,  what  I  found 
There;  on  my  conscience,  put  unwittingly? 
Forsooth,  an  mventory,  thus  importing,— 
The  several  parcels  of  his  plate,  ms  treasure, 
Bioh  stuf&,  and  ornaments  of  household ;  which 

*  An  inyentory.  t  Steps.  t  Know. 
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I  find  at  such  proud  rate,  that  it  oat^q^caka 
Possession  of  a  subiec^ 

Nor,  If  s  heaven  s  will ; 
Some  spirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet, 
To  bless  your  eye  witnaL 

K,  Ke^  If  we  did  think 
His  contemplation  were  above  the  earth, 
And  fix'd  on  spiritual  object  he  should  still 
Dwell  in  his  musings :  but  I  am  afraid. 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon,  not  worth 
His  serious  considering. 

\Se  iaJceM  his  seat^  and  whispers  LOTELL,  who  goes  to  WOIdBT. 

WoL  Heaven  forgive  me ! 
Ever  God  bless  your  highness ! 

K,  Hen,  Good  my  lord, 
Tou  are  full  of  heayenly  stuff,  and  bear  the  inyentcury 
Of  your  best  graces  in  your  mind ;  the  which 
You  were  now  running  o'er ;  you  have  scarce  time 
To  steal  from  spiritual  leisure  a  brief  «Min, 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit:  sure,  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  husband ;  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

Wol  Sir 
For  hohr  offices  I  have  a  time ;.  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  business,  which 
I  bear  i'  the  state ;  and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  preservation,  which,  perforce, 
I,  her  frail  son,  amongst  my  brethren  mortal. 
Must  ^ye  my  tendance  to. 

K.  Men.  i  ou  have  said  well 

Wol,  And  oyer  may  your  highness  yoke  togel^er. 
As  I  will  lend  you  cause,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well  saying ! 

K,  Hen,  'Tis  well  said  again ; 
And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed,  to  say  well : 
And  jret  words  are  no  deeds.    My  father  loved  you : 
He  said,  he  did;  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.    Since  I  had  my  office. 
I  haye  kept  you  next  my  heart ;  have  not  alone 
Employed  you  where  high  profits  might  come  h(»ne, 
But  pared  my  present  Imvmgs,  to  bestow 
Mybounties  upon  you. 

W'ol,  What  should  this  mean  ? 

Sur.  The  Lord  increase  this  business !  \_AMide^ 

K,  Hen,  Have  I  not  made  you 
The  prime  man  of  the  state  ?  I  pray  you,  tell  me, 
If  what  I  now  pronounce,  you  Iw-ve  found  true  : 
And,  if  you  may  confess  it,  say  withal. 
If  you  are  bound  to  us  or  no.    What  say  you  ? 

Wol,  My  sovereien,  I  confess,  your  royal  graces 
Shower'd  on  me  daily,  haye  been  more  than  could 
My  studied  purposes  requite ;  which  went 
B^ond^ll  man  s  endeavours  ^-my  endeavoun  \ 
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Have  ever  come  too  short  of  my  dedree, 
Yet  filed  with  my  abilities :  Mine  own  ends 
Have  been  mine  so,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  the  good  of  your  most  sacred  person,  and 
The  profit  of  the  state.    For  your  great  graces 
Heap'd  upon  me,  poor  undeserver,  I 
Can  nothmg  render  but  allegiant  thanks ; 
My  prayers  to  heaven  for  you :  my  loyalty, 
Which  ever  has,  and  ever  shall  be  growing^ 
Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it 

JT.  Sen,  Fairly  answer'd ; 
A  loyal  and  obedient  subject  is 
Therein  illustrated :  The  honour  of  it 
Does  pav  the  act  of  it ;  as.  i'  the  contrary. 
The  foulness  is  the  punishment    I  presume, 
That,  as  mr  hand  has  open'd  bounty  to  you. 
My  heart  dropped  love,  my  nower  rain'd  honour,  more 
On  you,  than  any ;  so  your  hand,  and  heart, 
Your  brain,  and  every  function  of  your  power, 
Should,  notwithstanding  that  your  bond  of  duty. 
As  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

Wot.  I  do  profess, 
That  for  your  highness*  good  I  ever  laboured 
More  than  mine  own ;  that  am,  have,  and  will  be. 
Though  aH  the  world  should  crack  their  duty  to  you, 
And  throw  it  from  their  soul :  though  perils  did 
Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  them,  and 
Appear  m  forms  more  horrid  j  yet  my  duty. 
As  doth  a  rock  against  the  chidins[  flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  tbis  wild  river  break. 
And  stand  unshaken  yours. 

K,  Men.  'Tis  nobly  spoken : 
Take  notice,  lords,  he  has  a  loyal  breast, 
Por  you  have  seen  him  open't— Bead  o*er  this : 

ICfimng  him  papers. 
And,  after,  this :  and  then  to  breakfast,  with 
What  appetite  you  have. 

iJSxit  King,  frowning  upon  Cardinal  Wolsey  :  the 
Nobles  throng  after  him,  smiling,  and  whispering. 

Wol  What  should  this  mean  ? 
What  sudden  an^r  's  this  ?  how  have  I  reaped  it? 
He  parted  firownmg  from  me.  as  if  ruin 
Leap'd  from  his  eves :  So  loolts  the  chafed  lion 
Upon  the  daring  huntsman  that  has  gall'd  him ; 
Then  makes  him  nothing.    I  must  read  this  paper ; 
I  fear,  the  story  of  his  anger.— Tis  so ; 
This  paper  has  undone  me :— 'Tis  the  account 
Of  all  that  world  of  wealth  I  have  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends ;  indeed,  to  gain  the  popedom. 
And  fee  my  firiends  in  Bome.    O  negligence^ 
Fit  for  a  fool  to  fall  by !    What  cross  devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  secret  in  the  packet 
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I  sent  the  king  ?    Is  there  no  wav  to  cure  this  ? 

No  new  device  to  beat  this  ftrom  nis  brains  ? 

I  know,  'twill  stir  him  strongly ;  Yet  I  know 

A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  spite  of  fortune. 

Will  bring  me  off  again.    What's  this— To  the  Pope  f 

The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  business 

I  writ  to  his  holiness.    Nay  then,  farewell ! 

I  have  touch'd  the  highest  point  of  all  my  greatness ; 

And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  riory, 

I  haste  now  to  my  setting:  I  shall  fall 

Like  a  bright  exhalation  m  the  evening, 

And  no  man  see  me  more. 

Se^enter  the  Dukes  of  NOBFOLK  and  SlTFFOLK,  the  JSarl  qf 
SUBBEY,  and  the  LOBD  OHAMBEBLAIN. 

Nor.  Hear  the  king's  pleasure,  cardinal :  who  commands  you 
To  render  up  the  great  seal  presently 
Into  our  hands ;  and  to  confine  yourself 
To  Asher-house,*  my  lord  of  Winchester's, 
TUlyou  hear  further  from  his  highness. 

JFol.  Stay, 
Where's  your  commission,  lords  P  words  cannot  carry 
Authority  so  weighty. 

Suf.  Who  dare  cross  them  ? 
Bearing  the  king's  will  from  his  mouth  expressly  ? 

Wol.  Till  I  find  more  than  will,  or  words,  to  do  it 
(I  mean,  your  malice),  know,  officious  lords, 
I  dare,  and  must  deny  it.    Now  I  feel 
Of  what  coarse  metal  ye  are  moulded,— envy. 
How  eagerly  ye  foUow  my  disgraces. 
As  if  it  fed  ye !  and  how  sleek  and  wanton 
Ye  appear  in  everything  may  bring  my  ruin ! 
Follow  your  envious  courses,  men  of  maUce ; 
You  have  Christian  warrant  for  them,  and,  no  doubt, 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.    That  seal. 
You  ask  with  such  a  violenccL  the  king 
(Mine,  and  your  master),  with  his  own  hand  gave  me : 
Bade  me  eiyov  it,  with  the  place  and  honours, 
During  my  life ;  and,  to  confirm  his  eoodn^ 
Tied  it  by  letters  patent :  Now,  who'll  take  it  ? 

Sur.  The  king,  that  garve  it. 

Wol.  It  must  be  himself  then. 

Sur.  Thou  art  a  proud  traitor,  priest. 

Wol.  Proud  lord,  thou  liest; 
Within  these  forty  hours  Surrey  durst  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongue,  than  said  so. 

Sur.  ThyambitioiL 
Thou  scarlet  sin,  robVd  this  bewaiUng  land 
Of  noble  Buckingham,  my  father-in-law : 
The  heads  of  all  tnv  brother  cardinals 
(With  thee,  and  all  thy  best  parts  bound  together) 

*  Esher,  in  Surrey. 
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Weighed  not  a  hair  of  his.    Plague  of  your  policy ! 

You  sent  me  deputy  for  Ireland; 

Far  from  his  succour,  from  the  king,  ftx)m  all 

That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault  thou  gav'st  him ; 

Whilst  your  great  goodness,  out  of  holy  pity, 

Absolved  him  with  an  axe. 

Wol.  This,  and  all  else 
This  talking  lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  answer,  is  most  false.    The  duke  by  law 
Found  his  deserts:  how  innocent  I  was 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end, 
His  noble  jury  and  foul  cause  can  witness. 
If  I  loved  many  words,  lord,  I  should  tell  you, 
You  have  as  little  honesty  as  honour ; 
That  I,  in  the  way  of  loyalty  and  trutti 
Toward  the  king,  my  ever  roval  master. 
Bare  mate  *  a  sounder  man  than  Surrey  can  he^ 
And  all  that  love  his  follies. 

Sur.  By  my  soul. 
Your  long  coat,  nriest.  protects  you ;  thou  shouldst  (^1 
My  sword  i'  the  life-blood  of  thee  else.— My  lords. 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance  ? 
And  from  this  fellow  ?    If  we  live  thus  tamely 
To  be  thus  jaded  f  by  a  piece  of  scarlet. 
Farewell  nobiUty ;  let  his  srace  go  forward, 
And  dare  us  with  his  cap,  uke  hurks.^ 

TTol.  All  goodness 
Is  poison  to  thy  stomach. 

Sw,  Yes,  that  goodness 
Of  gleaning  all  the  land's  wealth  into  one, 
Into  your  own  hands,  cardinal,  bv  extortion ; 
The  goodness  of  your  interoeptea  packets, 
You  writ  to  the  pope,  against  the  king :  your  goodness. 
Since  you  provoke  me,  shall  be  most  notorious. — 
My  lord  of  Norfolk, — as  you  are  truly  noble, 
As  you  respect  the  comiQon  good,  the  state 
Of  our  despised  nobiUly,  our  issues, 
Who,  if  he  live,  will  scarce  be  gentlemen,— 
Produce  the  grand  sum  of  his  sins,  the  arades 
Collected  from  his  life :— 1*11  startle  you 
Worse  than  the  scaring  bell,  when  the  brown  wench 
Lay  kissing  in  your  arms,  lord  cardinal. 

JFbl  How  much,  methinks,  I  could  despise  this  man, 
But  that  I  am  bound  in  charity  against  it ! 

Nor.  Those  articles,  my  lord,  are  in  the  king's  hand : 
But,  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

Wbl.  So  mucn  fairer. 
And  spotles^  shall  mine  innocence  arise. 
When  the  kmg  knows  my  truth. 

*  Equal.  t  Ridden. 

t  A  caxdinal's  hat  is  scarlet,  and  the  method  of  daring  larks  is  by  small 
mirrors  on  scarlet  doth. 
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Sur.  This  oiimot  isvt  yon : 
I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  these  artioles :  uid  out  they  shalL 
Now.  if  you  osD  Unih,  and  ory  guuty,  cardinal, 
You'll  show  a  little  hobesty.  < 

iro2.  Speak  on.  Sir: 
I  dare  your  worst  objections :  if  I  blush. 
It  is,  to  see  a  nobleman  want  manners. 

Sur.  rd  rather  want  thoscL  than  my  head.    Hav*  at  yoo. 
First,  that,  without  the  king^s  assenjl^  or  knowledge, 
Tou  wrought  to  be  a  le^te ;  by  wlnoh  power 
You  mainrd  the  jurisdiotion  of  all  Inshops. 

Nor.  Theuj  that,  in  all  you  writ  to  Borne,  or  else 
To  foreign  pnnoes.  Spo  et  Rex  mema 
Was  still  inscribed ;  m  whicdi  you  brought  the  king 
To  be  your  servant 

St^r.  Then,  that,  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  king  or  council,  when  you  went 
Ambassador  to  the  emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  flinders  l^e  great  seal 

Sur.  Item,  yon  sent  a  large  commission 
To  Gregory  de  Cassahs,  to  condude, 
Without  the  king's  will,  or  the  state's  allowaoeet, 
A  league  between  his  highness  and  Ferrara. 

Si^.  That,  out  of  more  ambition,  you  have  caased 
Your  hdy  hat  to  be  stamp'd  on  the  king's  coin. 

Sur.  Then,  that  you  have  sent  innumeraUe  substance 
(By  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  own  oonsdenoe),       ' 
To  fUrnish  Bome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  for  dignities :  to  the  mere*  undoing 
Of  all  the  kingdom.    Many  more  there  are ; 
Which,  since  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham.  O  my  lord. 
Press  not  a  faUing  man  too  &r ;  tis  virtue : 
His  faults  He  open  to  the  laws;  let  them. 
Not  you,  correct  him.    My  heart  weeps  to  see  him 
So  little  of  his  great  selt 

Sur.  1  forgive  him. 

St{f.  Lord  cardinal,  the  Idna's  further  pleasure  is,— 
Because  all  tiiose  things,  you  nave  done  of  late 
By  ypur  power  legatiner  within  this  kingdom. 
Fall  into  the  compass  of  a  pramunire, — 
That  therefore  such  a  writ  be  sued  against  yon : 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements. 
Chattels,  and  whatsoever,  and  to  be 
Out  of  the  king's  protection :— This  is  my  charm. 

Nor.  And  so  we'll  leave  ycm  to  your  meditations 
How  to  live  better.    For  your  stubborn  answer. 
About  thtf  giving  back  the  great  seal  to  us, 

*  Abflomte.  t  AatIiepope*ite||«ts. 
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The  king  shall  know  it,  and,  no  doubt,  shall  thiink  you. 
So  fore  you  well,  my  little  good  lord  cardinal 

lExeumt  aU  hut  WOLSEY. 
Wol,  So  farewell  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me. 
Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatness! 
This  is  tne  state  of  man :  To-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope ;  to-morrow  blossoms, 
And  bears  his  blushing  honours  thick  upon  him : 
The  third  day,  comes  a  frost,  a  kilUng  f^^ ; 
And,— -when  he  thinks,  good  easy  man,  full  surely 
His  greatness  is  a  ripening,— nips  his  root^ 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.    I  hate  ventured, 
Like  Uttle  wanton  boys  that  swim  on  bladders, 
This  many  summers  m  a  sea  of  ^lory : 
But  for  beyond  my  depth :  my  high-blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me ;  and  now  has  lefl;  me, 
Weary,  and  old  with  service,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  stream,  that  must  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp,  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye: 
I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd :  O,  how  wretohea 
Is  that  poor  man,  that  hangs  on  piinces*  favours 
There  is,  betwixt  that  smile  we  would  aspire  to. 
That  sweet  aspeot  of  princes,  and  their  ruin  * 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  wars  or  women  have  % 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again.— 

JEwter  Obohwell,  amattdl^. 

Why,  how  now,  Cromwell  P 

Crom.  I  have  no  power  to  speak,  Sir. 

Wbl  What,  amazed 
At  my  misfwtunes  ?  can  thy  spirit  wonder, 
A  great  man  should  decline  ?  Nay,  an  you  we^, 
I  am  fallen^  indeed. 

Crom,  How.does  your  grace? 

Wbl  Why,  well; 
Never  so  truly  happy,  my  good  CromwelL 
I  know  myself  now ;  and  I  feel  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities, 
A  still  and  quiet  conscience.    The  kins  has  "cured  me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  grace;  and  from  these  shoulders, 
These  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  sink  a  navy,  too  much  honour : 
O,  'tis  a  burden,  Cromweil,  'tis  a  burden. 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven. 

Crom.  I  am  glad,  your  grace  has  made  that  right  use  of  it 

Wbl.  I  hope.  I  have:  I  am  able  now,  methinkis 
(Out  of  a  fortitude  of  soul,  I  feel), 
TO  endure  more  miseries,  and  greater  f^, 

*  Doosoini:  to  ruin* 
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Than  my  weak-hearted  enemieB  dare  offer. 
What  news  abroad  ? 

Orom,  The  heaviest  and  the  worst, 
Is  your  displeasure  with  the  king. 

WoL  God  bless  him ! 

Orom.  The  next  is^  that  Sir  Thomai  More  is  chosen 
Lord  chancellor  in  your  place. 

Wbl  Thafs  somewhat  sudden: 
But  he's  a  learned  man.    May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  highness*  farour,  and  do  justice 
For  truth's  sake,  and  his  conscience;  that  his  bones, 
When  he  has  run  his  courset  and  sleeps  in  blessings^ 
May  have  a  tomb  of  <»rphan's  tears*  wept  on  'em ! 
What  more  ? 

Crom.  That  Granmer  is  retum'd  with  welcome, 
Installed  lord  archbishop  of  Canterbury. 

Wol.  Thafs  news  indeed ! 

Crom,  Last,  that  the  lady  Anne, 
Whom  the  king  hath  in  secrecy  long  married, 
This  day  was  view*d  in  open,t  as  his  queen, 
Going  to  chapel ;  and  the  Yoioe  is  now 
Only  about  her  coronation. 

Wbl,  There  was  the  weight  that  puU'd  me  down   O,  Crmnwd^ 
The  khig  has  gone  beyond  me,  all  my  glories 
In  that  one  woman  I  have  lost  for  ever : 
No  sun  shall  ever  usher  forth  mine  honours, 
Or  gUd  again  the  noble  troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  smiles.    Gro,  get  thee  firom  me,  Cromwell ; 
'  I  am  a  poor  fallen  man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  lord  and  master :  Seek  the  king ; 
That  sun,  I  pray,  may  nev^  set !   I  have  told  him 
What  and  how  true  thou  art :  he  will  advance  thee : 
Some  little  memory  of  me  will  stir  him 
(I  know  his  nol^  nature),  not  to  let 
Thy  hopeful  service  perish  too :  Good  Cromwell, 
Neglect  him  not ;  make  useX  now^  and  provide 
Por  thine  own  future  safety. 

Crom.  O  my  lord, 
Must  I  then  leave  you  ?  Must  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  so  noble,  and  so  true  a  master  ? 
Bear  witness,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron. 
With  what  a  sorrow  Cromwell  leaves  his  lord. — 
The  king  shall  have  my  service ;  but  my  prayers 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  shall  be  yours. 

Wbl.  Cromwell,  I  (ud  not  think  to  shed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miseries:  but  thou  hast  forced  me 
Out  of  thy  hone^  truth  to  play  the  woman. 
Lefs  dry  our  eyes :  and  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwell ; 
And,— when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  shall  be ; 
And  sleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 

*  The  chanocUor  is  the  ipaardian  of  orphaiui. 
t  Openly.  t  Interest. 
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Of  me  more  must  be  heard  of,— say,  I  taught  thee, 

Say.  Wolsey,— that  once  trod  the  ways  of  dory, 

And  sounded  all  the  depths  and  shoals  of  honour, — 

Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rise  in ; 

A  sure  and  safe  one,  though  thy  master  miss'd  it. 

Mark  but  my  Ml,  and  that  that  ruin^  ma 

Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition ; 

"By  that  sin  fell  the  angels ;  how  can  man  then, 

The  image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  by't  P 

Love  thyself  last :  cherish  tnose  hearts  that  hate  thee : 

Gormption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 

Still  in  thy  ri^ht  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 

To  silence  envious  tongues.    Be  just,  and  fear  not : 

Let  all  the  ends,  thou  aim'st  at,  be  thy  country's. 

Thy  God's,  and  trutii's ;  then  if  ihou  fall'st,  O  Cromwell, 

Thou  fall'st  a  blessed  martyr.    Serve  the  kmg ; 

And, ^Pr'ythee,  lead  me  in : 

There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have. 

To  the  last  penny :  'tis  the  king's :  my  robe. 

And  my  integrity  to  heaven,  is  all 

I  dare  now  call  mine  own.    O  Cromw^,  Cromwell, 

Had  I  but  served  my  God  with  half  the  leal 

I  served  my  king,  he  would  not  in  mine  8f;e 

Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 

Crom,  Good  Sir,  have  patience. 

Wol.  So  I  hava    Farewell 
The  hopes  of  court !  my  hopes  in  heaven  do  dwell.        [JEseunt, 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— A  Street  in  Westminster. 

Enter  two  GENTLEMEN,  meeting. 

1  Gent.  You  are  well  met  once  again. 

2  Gent.  And  so  are  you. 

1  G^^nt.  You  come  to  take  your  stand  here,  and  behold 
The  lady  Anne  nass  from  her  coronation  ? 

2  0€nt.  'Tis  all  my  business.    At  our  last  encounter 
The  duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  trial. 

1  Geni.  'Tis  very  true :  but  that  time  offer'd  sorrow ; 
This,  general  joy. 

2  Cfent,  'Tis  well :  The  citizens, 

I  am  sure,  have  shown  at  fldl  their  royal  minds ; 
As,  let  them  have  th^  rights^  they  are  ever  forward 
In  celebration  of  this  day  with  shows, 
Pageants,  and  sights  of  honour. 

1  Gent.  Never  greater. 

Nor,  111  assure  you,  better  taken,  Sur. 

2  Gent.  May  I  be  bold  to  ask  what  that  oontiinB, 
That  paper  in  your  hand  P 
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Of  those,  that  claim  Iheir  offioes  this  day. 
By  custom  of  the  coronation. 
The  duke  of  Suffolk  is  the  flnt,  and  claims 
To  he  high  steward;  next,  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 
He  to  be  earl  marshal ;  you  may  read  the  rest 

2  Chni.  I  thank  you.  Sir ;  had  I  not  known  those  customs, 
I  should  haye  been  beholden  to  your  paper. 

But,  I  beseech  you,  what* s  become  of  Katharine, 
The  princess  dowager  i  how  goes  her  business  ? 

1  Qent,  That  I  can  tell  you  too.    The  an^hlnshop 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learned  and  reverend  fathers  of  his  order. 

Held  a  late  court  at  Dunstable,  six  miles  off 
From  Ampthill,  where  the  princess  lay ;  to  which 
She  oft  was  cited  by  them,  but  appeard  not : 
And,  to  be  short,  for  not  appearance,  and 
The  king's  late  scruple,  by  the  main  assent 
Of  all  these  learned  men  she  was  divorced, 
And  the  late  marriage*  made  of  none  eflmt : 
Since  which,  she  was  removed  to  Kimbolton, 
Where  she  remains  now,  sick. 

2  (?0i»^.  Ala8,good)ady!—  iTVttmpeet, 
The  trumpets  sound :  stand  dote,  the  queen  is  coming. 

THB  OBDEB  OF  THB  PBOCB88ION. 
A  lively  JUmriah  of  Tmrnpets;  ihen  enter 

1.  Two  Judges. 

2.  The  Lord  CkamceUor,  with  the  purse  and  mace  "before  lam, 

8.  Choristers  singing.  [Music. 

4  Mayor  of  London  hearing  the  mace.     Then  Gartery  in  his 

eoat  of  <irms,  and  on  Ms  head,  a  gilt  copper  crown. 
5.  Marquis  Dorset,  bearing  a  sceptre  of  gold^  on  his  head  a  demfi- 

coronal  of  gold.     With  him,  the  earl  cf  Surrey ^  bearing  ike 

rod  of  silver  with  the  dcfve^  crowned  with  an  earVs  coronet. 

Collars  of  88. 
G.  Buhe  of  8t^olk,  in  his  robe  of  estate,  his  coronet  on  his  head, 

bearing  a  long  white  wand,  <u  high  steward.     With  him,  the 

duke  of  Norfolk,  with  the  rod  of  marshalship,  a  coronet  on 

his  head.    Collars  of  88. 

7.  A  canopy  borne  by  four  of  the  dnguc'-ports ;  under  U,  the 

Queen  in  her  robe;  in  her  hair  richly  adorned  withpea^4. 
crowned.  On  each  side  of  her,  the  bishops  cf  London  ami 
Winchester. 

8.  2%0  old  duchess  of  Norfolk,  in  a  coronal  of  gold,  wrought  wi0^ 

flowers,  bectring  the  queen's  train* 

9.  Certain  Juadies  or  Countesses,  with  plain  oirciets  of  gold  i 

outjlowers. 

•  Ttenutiage  lately  MUsMered  aft  yabd. 
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2  Gent  A  royal  train,  believe  me.— These  I  know  ;— 
Who's  that  that  bears  the  soeptre  ? 

1  Gent.  Marquis  Dorset : 

And  that  the  earl  of  Surrey,  with  the  rod. 

2  Gefa,  A  bold  braye  gentleman :  And  that  should  be 
The  duke  of  Suffolk. 

1  GmL  Tis  the  same :  high  steward. 

2  Gene.  And  that  my  lord  of  Norfolk  V 

1  Geni,  Yes. 

2  Gent.    Heaven  bless  thee !  [Zooming  on  the  Queen, 
Thou  hast  the  sweetest  face  I  ever  look'd  on. — 

Sir,  as  I  have  a  soul,  she  is  an  angel ; 

Our  king  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arms, 

And  more,  and  richer,  when  he  strains  that  lady: 

I  cannot  blame  his  conscience. 

1  Gent.  They,  that  bear 

The  cloth  of  honour  over  her,  are  four  barons 
Of  the  Cinque-ports. 

2  Gent,  Those  men  are  happy ;  and  so  are  all,  are  near  her. 
I  take  it,  she  that  carries  up  the  train. 

Is  that  old  noble  lady,  duchess  of  Norfolk. 

1  G^t,  It  is ;  and  all  the  rest  are  countesses. 

2  Gent.  Their  coronets  say  so.    These  are  stars  indeed ; 
And,  sometimes,  falling  ones. 

1  ij^ent.  No  more  of  thatw 

[Uxit  Frocession,  with  a  great  Jlourtth  of  Trumpets, 

Snter  a  third  Gentleman. 

God  save  you.  Sir !  Where  have  you  been  broiling  ? 

8  Gewt.  AmooR  the  crowd  i'  the  abbey ;  where  a  fing^ 
Gould  not  be  wedged  in  more ;  and  I  am  stifled 
With  the  mere  rankness  of  their  joy. 

2  €h«t.  You  saw 
The  ceremony  ? 

8  Gent.  That  I  did. 

1  Gent,  How  was  it  ? 

8  (}ent.  Well  worth  the  seeing. 

2  Gent.  Good  Sir,  speak  it  to  us. 

8  Gent.  As  well  as  I  am  abla    The  rich  stream 
Of  lords,  and  ladies,  having  brought  the  queen 
To  a  prepared  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 
A  distance  from  her ;  while  her  grace  sat  down 
To  rest  a  while,  some  half  an  hour,  or  so. 
In  a  rich  chair  of  state,  opposing  n^ely 
The  beauty  of  her  person  to  the  people, 
l^lieve  me.  Sir,  she  is  the  goodliest  woman 
That  ever  lay  by  man :  which  when  the  people 
Hiid  the  full  view  of,  such  a  noise  arose 
As  the  shrouds  make  at  sea  in  a  stiff  tempest, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes :  hats,  cloaks 
(Doublets,  I  think),  flew  up ;  and  had  their  i 
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Been  loose,  this  day  they  had  been  lost.    Such  joy 
I  never  saw  before.    Great-bellied  women. 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams* 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  shake  the  p^*ess. 
And  make  them  reel  before  th^n.    No  man  living 
Could  say,  This  is  my  wife^  there ;  all  were  woven 
So  strangely  in  one  piece. 

2  Gent.  But,  prav,  what  follow'd  ? 

3  Qewt.  At  length  her  grace  rose,  and  with  modest  paces 
Came  to  the  altar;  where  she  kneerd,  and,  saint-like, 
Cast  her  fair  eyes  to  heaven,  and  prajrd  devoutly. 

Then  rose  again,  and  boVd  her  to  the  people : 
When  by  the  archbishop  of  Canterbury 
She  had  all  the  royal  makings  of  a  queen ; 
As  holy  oil,  Edward  Confessor's  crown, 
The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  such  emblems 
Laid  nobly  on  her :  which  perform'd,  the  choir 
With  all  the  choicest  music  of  the  kingdom. 
Together  sung  Te  Deum,    So  she  parted, 
And  with  the  same  full  state  paced  book  again 
To  York-place,  where  the  feast  is  held. 

1  ChfU,  Sir,  you 

Must  no  more  call  it  York-place,  that  is  past :  . 
For,  since  the  cardinal  fell,  that  title 's  lost ; 
'Tis  now  the  king's,  and  cail'd— Whitehall. 

3  Ghnt.  I  know  it; 
But  'tis  so  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  name 
Is  fresh  about  me. 

2  Geni.  What  two  reverend  bishops 

Were  those  that  went  on  each  side  of  the  queen  P 

3  Qeni.  Stokesly  and  Gardiner ;  the  one  of  Wincdiester 
(Newly  preferred  from  the  king's  secretary), 

The  other,  London. 

2  Qent.  He  of  Winchester 

Is  held  no  great  good  lover  of  the  archbishop's, 
The  virtuous  Cnuimer. 

3  Qent.  All  the  land  knows  that : 

However,  yet  there's  no  great  breach ;  when  it  comes, 
Cranmer  will  find  a  friend  will  not  shrink  from  him. 

2  Gent.  Who  may  that  be.  I  pray  you  ? 

3  Gent.  Thomas  Cromwell ; 

A  man  in  much  esteem  with  the  king,  and  truly 
A  worthy  friend.— The  king 
Has  made  him  master  o'  the  jewel-house, 
And  one,  already,  of  the  privy  counciL 

2  Gent.  He  wm  deserve  more. 

3  Gent.  Yes,  without  all  doubt 

Come,  gentlemen,  ye  shall  go  my  way,  which 
Is  to  the  court,  ana  there  ve  shall  be  my  guests ; 
Something  I  can  command.    As  I  walk  thither, 
I'll  tell  ye  more. 
JBoth,  You  may  command  us,  Sir.  ISx^vmL 

*  Battering-nuna. 
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Bnter  Kathabike,  Dovxigerf  sick ;  led  between  Gbiffith 
aud  Patience. 

Orif.  How  does  your  grace  ? 

Kath,  O.  Griffith,  sick  to  death : 
My  legs,  Uke  loaden  branches,  bow  to  the  earth. 
Willing  to  leave  their  burden :  Beach  a  chair  ;— 
So,— now,  methinks,  I  feel  a  little  ease. 
Didst  thou  not  tell  me.  Griffith,  as  thou  led'st  me, 
That  the  great  child  of  honour,  cardinal  Wolsey, 
Was  dead? 

Ghif.  Yes,  Madam ;  but  I  think  your  grace, 
Out  of  the  pain  you  suffered,  gave  no  ear  to't. 

Kath,  Pry  thee,  good  Griffith,  tell  me  how  he  died : 
If  well,  he  stepp'd  before  me,  happily,* 
For  my  example. 

Grif.  Well,  the  Toice  goes.  Madam: 
For  after  the  stout  earl  Northumberland 
Arrested  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
(As  a  man  sorely  tainted)  to  his  answer. 
He  fell  sick  suddenly,  and  grew  so  ill. 
He  could  not  sit  his  mule. 

Kath,  Alas !  poor  man ! 

Gfrif.  At  last,  with  easy  roads,  f  he  came  to  Leicester, 
liodged  in  the  abbey ;  where  the  reverend  abbot, 
With  all  his  convent,  honourably  received  him ; 
To  whom  he  gave  these  words, — O  father  abbot, 
An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state. 
Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye; 
Ghive  him  a  little  earth  for  charity  ! 
So  went  to  bed :  where  eagerly  his  sickness 
Pursued  him  still :  and  tmree  nights  after  this. 
About  the  hour  of  eig[ht  (which  he  himself 
Foretold,  should  be  his  last)  full  of  repentance. 
Continual  meditations,  tears,  and  sorrows. 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again. 
His  olessed  part  to  heaven,  and  slept  in  peace. 

Kath.  So  may  he  rest ;  his  faults  lie  gently  on  him ! 
Yet  thus  far.  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  speak  him, 
And  yet  witn  charity,— He  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  stomach,  X  ever  ranking 
Himself  with  princes ;  one,  that  by  suggestion 
Tied§  all  the  kingdom :  simony  was  fair  play: 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law :  i'  the  presence  || 
He  would  say  untruths ;  and  be  ever  double. 
Both  in  his  words  and  meaning :  He  was  never. 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful : 

•  Haply,  perchance.  t  By  short  stages.  J  Fride. 

S  Circainsciibed.  |  Ofthekins^. 
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His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty ; 
But  nis  performance,  as  he  is  now,  nothing. 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  dersy  ill  example. 

Ofif.  Koble  madam,  , 

Men's  eva  manners  live  in  brass ;  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.    May  it  please  your  highness 
To  hear  me  speak  his  good  now  ? 

Kath.  Yes,  good  Griffith; 
I  were  maUcious  else. 

Orif.  This  cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  stock,  undoubtecUy 
Was  lashion'd  to*  much  honour.    From  his  (srad^ 
He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one ; 
Exceeding  wise,  lair  spoken,  and  persuading : 
Lofly,  and  sour,  to  them  that  loved  him  not ; 
Hut.  to  those  men  that  sought  him,  sweet  as  summ^. 
And  though  he  were  unsatisfied  in  getting 

gVMch  was  a  sin),  vet  in  bestowing,  madkm, 
e  was  most  princely :  Ever  witness  fcur  him 
Those  twins  of  learmng,  that  he  raised  in  you, 
Ipswich,  and  Oxford !  onef  of  which  fell  with  him^ 
Unwilling  to  outlive  the  good  that  did  it ; 
The  other,  though  unfinished,  yet  so  famous. 
So  excellent  in  a^  and  still  so  rising. 
That  Christendom  shall  ever  speak  toB  virtue. 
His  overt^irow  heapf d  hi^piness  upon  him ; 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himself, 
And  found  the  blessedness  of  being  Uttle : 
And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  died,  fearing  God. 
Kath.  Afber  my  death  I  wish  no  other  herald, 
No  other  speaker  of  mv  living  actions, 
To  keep  mme  honour  urom  corrupHom 
But  such  an  honest  chronicler  as  Ghmth. 
Whom  I  most  hated  living,  thou  hast  made  me, 
With  thy  reUgious  truth,  and  modestjr,  • 

Now  in  his  ashes  honour :  Peace  be  with  him ! — 
Patience,  be  near  me  stUl ;  and  set  me  lower : 
I  have  not  lon^  to  trouble  thee. — Good  Griffith, 
Cause  the  musicians  play  me  that  sad  note 
I  named  my  knell,  whilst  I  ^t  meditating 
On  that  celestial  harmony  I  go  to. 

Sad  and  solemn  music. 

Ofif.  She  is  asleep :  Crood  wench,  let's  sit  down  quiet, 

For  fear  we  wake  her ;— Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

T^  Vision.    Snter,  solemnly  tripping  one  after  another,  six  pet' 

sonageSy  clad  in  white  robes,  wearing  on  their  heads  garimmdm 

cf  haySy  and  golden  mzards  on  their  faces;  branches  of  bmjfS^ 

or  pcUm,  in  tJieir  hands.    They  first  congee  unto  her^  then  dafno^f 

*  Formed  for.  t  Ipswich. 
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a»d,  at  certain  changes,  the  frtt  two  hold  a  epare  garland 
over  her  head;  at  wMch,  the  other  four  make  reverend  curt- 
sies; then  the  two  that  held  the  garland,  deliver  the  same  to 
the  other  next  two,  who  observe  the  some  order  in  their  changes^ 
and  holding  the  garland  over  her  head :  which  done,  they  deliver 
the  same  garland  to  the  last  two,  who  likewise  observe  the  same 
order  :^  at  which  (as  it  were  by  inspiration),  she  makes  in  her 
sleep  signs  of  rejoicing,  and  holdeth  up  her  hands  to  heaven : 
and  so  in  their  dancing  they  vanish,  carrying  the  garland  with 
them.  The  music  continues^ 
Kath.  Spirits  of  j^eaoe,  where  are  ye  ?    Are  ye  all  gone  ? 

And  leave  me  here  in  wretchedness  behind  ye  ? 
Qrif.  Madam,  we  are  here. 
Kcfth,  It  is  not  you  I  call  for : 

Saw  jQ  none  enter,  since  I  slept  ? 
Orif,  None,  madam. 
KcUh,  No  ?    Saw  yon  not,  even  now.  a  blessed  troop 

Invite  me  to  a  banquet ;  whose  bright  uioeB 

Cast  thousand  beams  upon  me,  Uke  the  sun  ? 


They  promised  me  eternal  1 
Andtinmghtmi 


^  b  me  garlands,  Gnmth,  which  I  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear :  I  s^aaSl^ 
Assuredly. 

Orif,  1  am  most  joyful,  madam,  such  good  dreams 
Possess  your  fancy. 

Kath,  Bid  the  musie  leave, 
They  are  harsh  and  heavy  to  me.  IMusic  eeeues* 

Fat.  Do  you  note. 
How  much  her  grace  is  alter'd  on  the  sadden  ? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  ?    How  pale  she  looks, 
And  of  an  earthy  cold  P    Mark  you  her  eyes  ? 

Chif,  She  is  going,  wench;  pray,  pray. 

Fat,  Heaven  comfort  her ! 

JSnter  a  MBseEnesB. 

Mess,  An't  like  your  grace, 

Kath,  You  are  a  saucy  fellow : 
Deserve  we  no  more  reverence  ? 

Orif,  ^on  are  to  blame. 
Knowing,  she  will  not  lose  her  wonted  greatness, 
To  uito  so  rude  behaviour :  go  to,  kneel 

Mess,  1  humbly  do  entreat  your  highness'  pardon ; 
My  haste  made  me  unmannerly :  There  is  staying 
A  ^ntleman,  sent  firom  the  kins  to  see  yoa 

Kath.  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith :  But  this  fellow 
L0t  me  ne'er  see  again.       iJSxeunt  Griffith  and  Messengeb, 

Se-enter  Gbiffith,  with  CAFUCnTB. 

If  my  sight  fidl  not, 

Yoa  should  be  lord  ambassador  from  the  emperor. 
My  foyal  nephew,  and  your  name  Capucius. 
Cap.  Madam,  the  same,  your  servant 
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Kath.  O  my  lord, 
The  times,  and  titles,  now  are  altered  strangely 
With  me,  since  first  you  knew  me.    But,  I  pray  you, 
What  is  your  nleasure  with  me  ? 

Cap.  Noble  lady, 
First  mine  own  service  to  your  grace ;  the  next, 
The  kin^s  request  that  I  would  visit  you ; 
Wlio  grieves  much  for  your  weakness,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  princely  commendations, 
And  heartily  entreats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Kath,  O  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late; 
*Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution : 
That  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  cured  me ; 
But  now  I  am  past  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  highness  ? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Kaih.  So  may  he  ever  do !  and  ever  flourish. 
When  I  shall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  name 
Banish'd  the  kingdom. — Patienoe,  is  that  letter, 
I  caused  you  write,  yet  sent  away  ? 

JPat.  NOj  madam.  [Oiving  it  to  KathASINS. 

Kath.  Sir,  I  most  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  king. 

Cap.  Most  willing,  madam. 

Kath.  In  which  Ihave  commended  to  his  goodness 
The  model*  of  our  chaste  loves,  his  young  daughter:— 
The  dews  of  heaven  fall  thick  in  blessings  on  her  !— 
Beseeching  him,  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding 

iShe  is  young,  and  of  a  noble  modest  nature ; 
hope,  she  will  deserve  well) ;  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mother's  sake,  that  loved  him, 
Heaven  knows  how  dearly.    My  next  poor  petition 
Is,  that  his  noble  srace  would  have  some  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  so  lone 
Have  followed  both  my  fortunes  £uthfmly : 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow 
(And  now  I  should  not  lie),  but  will  deserve, 
roT  virtucL  and  true  beauty  of  the  soul, 
For  honesty,  and  decent  carriage, 
A  right  good  husband,  let  him  Def  a  noble ; 
And,  sure,  those  men  are  happy  that  shall  have  them. 
The  last  isL  for  my  men :— they  are  the  poorest, 
But  poverty  could  never  draw  them  from  me  ;— 
That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  them. 
And  something  over  to  remember  me  by : 
If  Heaven  had  pleased  to  have  given  me  longer  life, 
And  able  means,  we  had  not  pairted  thus. 
These  are  the  whole  contents : — ^And,  good  xny  lord. 
By  that  you  love  the  dearest  in  this  world. 
As  you  wish  Christian  peace  to  souls  departed, 

*  Representatiye.  t  Even  if  he  •honld  be. 
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Stand  thtte  poor  pepplc^s  friend^  and  urge  the  king 
To  do  me  this  last  righti 

Cop.  By  heaven,  Iwill; 
Or  let  me  lose  the  fiEuhion  of  a  man ! 

Kath.  I  thank  you.  honest  lord.    Bem^nher  me 
In  all  humility  unto  ms  highness : 
Say,  his  long  nrouhle  now  is  passing 
Out  of  this  world :  tell  him,  in  death  I  bless'd  bun. 
For  80 1  will.— Mine  eyes  tfrow  dim.— Farewell, 
My  lord.— Grif&th,  fi»rewell— Nay,  Patience, 
You  must  not  leave  meyet.    I  must  to  bed ; 
Call  in  more  women.— When  I  am  dead,  good  wench. 
Let  me  be  used  with  honour ;  ttr&tr  me  over 
With  maiden  flowers,  that  oU  the  world  may  know* 
I  was  a  chaste  wife  to  my  grave : — embalm  me. 
Then  lay  me  forth :  although  unqueen'd,  yet  tike 
A  queen,  and  daughter  to  a  king,  inter  me. 
I  can  no  more. lExeurU,  leading  KatHariits. 


ACT  V. 

$CSNM  Z—A  QaUrn^  in  the  Palaoe. 

Enter  GABmKBB  Bishop  of  WineheHer^  a  PaOE  v?ith  a  torch 
before  him. 

Oar,  It*8  one  o'clock,  boy,  is't  not  P 

Boy,  It  hath  struck. 

Gar,  These  should  be  hours  for  necessities. 
Not  for  detights ;  times  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repose,  and  not  for  us 
To  waste  these  tunes. 

JSnter  SiB  Thomas  Lotbll. 
Good  hour  of  night,  Sir  Thomas ! 
Whither  so  late? 

Lov.  Came  you  from  the  king,  my  lord  ? 

Oar,  I  dicL  Sir  Thomas ;  and  left  him  at  primero* 
With  the  duke  of  Suffolk. 

Lov.  I  mus^  to  him  too, 
Before  he  go  to  bed.    I'll  take  my  leave. 

Gar.  Not  yet.  Sir  Thomas  LovelL    Whafs  the  matter  P 
It  seems  you  are  in  haste :  an  if  there  be 
No  great  oflfence  belongs  to't,  f;ive  your  friend 
Some  touchf  of  your  late  business :  Afisdrs,  that  walk 
(As,  they  say,  spirits  do)  at  midni^t,  have 
In  them  a  wilder  nature,  than  the  business 
That  seeks  despatch  by  day. 

Lov,  My  lord,  I  love  you ; 
And  durst  commend  a  secret  to  your  ear 

*  A  game  at  cardff.  f  Hbit. 

TOL.  m*  J  f» 
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Much  wei^htMT  tbaB  tbis  irork.    Tile  queen  ^  in  labefid*, 
They  say.  in  great  extremity;  and  fear'd, 
She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

Gar,  The  fruit,  she  goes  with, 
I  pray  for  heartily;  mt  it  ma^  find 
Good  time,  and  liye :  but  for  l^e  stook,  fo  Thomas, 
I  wish  it  grubb*d  up  now. 

Lov.  Methinlcs,  1  could 
Cry  the  amen;  and  yet  my  oonsdenoe  ows 
She's  a  good  creature,  and,  swe^  lady,  ooes 
Deserve  our  better  wishes. 

Gar,  But,  8«,  Six,— 
Hear  me.  Sir  Thomas :  You  are  a  geatlemaa 
Of  mme  own  way ;  I  know  you  wise,  rdigioiys ; 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well,— 
'Twill  not,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  take't  of  me. 
Till  Cranmer,  Cromwell,  her  tw&  hands,  and  dae, 
Sleep  in  thfiif  raraves. 

Lov.  Now,  Sir,  you  speak  of  two 
The  most  remark'd  i'  the  kingdc«n.    As  for  Cromwell,— 
Beside  that  of  the  jewel-house,  he's  made  master 
O*  the  rolls,  and  the  king's  secretary :  further.  Sir, 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  of  more  ^eferments. 
With  which  the  time  will  load  him :  The  archbishop 
Is  tlie  king's  hand,  and  tongue ;  And  who  dare  Bgeek 
One  syllable  against  him  ? 

Gar,  Yes,  yes.  Sir  Thomas, 
There  are  that  dare ;  and  I  myself  have  ventured 
To  speak  my  mind  of  him:  and,  indeed^  this  day. 
Sir  (I  may  tell  it  you).  I  think,  I  have 
Incensed*  the  lords  o  the  council,  that  he  is 
(For  so  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is) 
A  most  arch  heretic,  a  pestilence 
That  does  infect  the  land :  witli  which  they  moved. 
Have  brokenf  with  the  king ;  who  hath  so  far 
Given  ear  to  our  complaint  (of  his  great  grace 
And  princely  care  -^  foreseeing  those  fell  misohiefe 
Our  reasons  laid  before  him),  he  hath  commanded. 
To-morrow  morning  to  the  council-board 
He  be  convented.^    He's  a  rank  weed,  Sir  Thomas, 
And  we  must  root  him  out.    From  your  affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  lon^ :  good  ni^htc  Sir  Thomaa. 

Lov,  Many  good  nights,  my  lord ;  I  rest  your  servant. 

[Sxeuni  (iAADlNEB  and  PidH 

As  LoyfiLL  is  going  out,  enter  the  KlNQt,  and  the  Duie  of 
Suffolk. 

K,  Men,  Charles.  I  will  play  no  more  to-night; 
My  mind 's  not  on  t,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 
Sttf.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 
K.  Sen.  But  little,  Charles; 

«  Set  on.  t  ^>ld  their  minds.  t  Suwknchod. 
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Nor  shall  not^  when  my  faii<^  's  on  my  {day.— 
Now,  Lovell,  from  the  queen  what  is  the  news  P 

Lov.  I  could  not  nersonally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  oommanoed  me,  out  by  her  woman 
I  sent  your  message :  who  retum'd  her  thanks 
In  the  greatest  hiunbleness,  and  desired  your  highness 
Most  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

K.  Hen.  What  sajr'st  thou ?  ha! 
To  pray  for  her  ?  what^  is  she  crying  out  ? 

Lov.  So  said  her  woman ;  and  tht^  het  sufferance  made 
Almost  each  pang  a  death. 

K,  Hen,  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

8vf,  God  safely  quit  her  of  her  burden,  and 
With  gentle  tra^u^  to  ^e  gladding  of 
Your  Highness  with  an  heir ! 

K.  Hen.  'Tis  midnight,  Charles, 
Pr'ythee,  to  bed ;  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
The  estate  of  my  poor  queen.    Leave  me  alone ; 
For  I  must  think  of  that,  which  company 
Will  not  be  friendly  to. 

Svf.  I  wish  youj  highness 
A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  mistress  will 
Semember  in  my  prayers. 

K.  Hen.  Charles,  good  night  {Exit  Si7?folk. 

JBnter  SiB  ANTHONY  Dennt. 

Well,  Sir,  what  follows  ? 

Den.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  lord  the  archbishop, 
As  you  commanded  me. 

K.  Hen.  Ha!  Canterbury? 

Den.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Hen.  'Tis  wue :  where  is  he,  Benny  ? 

Den.  He  attends  your  highness*  pleasure. 

K.  Hen.  Brins  him  to  us.  [Exit  Denny. 

Lov.  This  is  about  that  which  the  bishop  spake ; 
I  am  happily  come  hither.  [Atide^ 

Se-enter  DbnNY,  toith  CaaNMEB. 

K.  Hen.  Avoid  the  gallery.  [Lovell  seems  to  stay. 

Ha !— I  have  said  !— Begone. 
What !  [ExemU  LOYELL  and  Dbnny. 

Cran.  I  am  fearful !— Wherefore  frowns  he  thus  ? 
Tis  his  aspect  of  terror.    All's  not  well. 

K,  Hen.  How  now,  my  lord  ?    You  do  desire  to  know 
Wherefore  I  sent  for  you. 

Cran,  It  is  my  duty. 
To  attend  your  nighness'  pleasure. 

K.  Hen.  Tray  you,  arise. 
My  good  and  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury. 
Come,  you  and  I  must  walk  a  turn  together ; 
I  have  news  to  tell  you :  Come,  come,  give  me  your  hand, 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  speak, 
And  am  right  sorry  to  repeat  what  follows : 
2  D  2 
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I  have,  and  most  unwillingly,  of  late  ^ 

Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  say,  my  lord, 

Grievous  complaints  of  you ;  which,  being  consider'd. 

Have  moved  us,  and  our  council,  that  you  shall 

This  morning  come  before  us ;  where,  I  know. 

You  cannot  with  such  freedom  purge  yourself. 

But  that,  till  further  trial,  in  those  charges 

Which  will  require  your  answer,  you  must  take 

Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 

To  make  your  house  our  tower :  you  a  brother  of  us,* 

It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  else  no  witness 

Would  come  against  you. 

CrcM,  I  humbly  thank  your  highness ; 
And  am  right  glaa  to  catch  this  good  occasion 
Most  throughly  to  be  winnow*d,  where  my  chaflf 
And  com  shall  fly  asunder :  for,  I  know 
There's  none  stands  under  more  calumnious  tongues^ 
Than  L  myself,  poor  man. 

K,  Hen,  Stand  up^  good  Canterbury ; 
Thy  truth,  and  thy  mtegrity.  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  friend :  Give  me  tny  hand,  stand  up ; 
Pr*ythee,  let's  walk.    Now,  by  my  holy  dame, 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ?  M^  lord,  I  look'd 
You  would  have  given  me  your  petition,  that 
I  should  have  ta'en  some  pains  to  bring  together 
Yourself  and  your  accusers ;  and  to  have  heard  yoa 
Without  indurancet  further. 

Cran,  Most  dread  liege, 
The  good  I  stand  on  is  my  truth  and  honesty ; 
If  they  shall  fail,  I,  with  mine  enemie^ 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  person ;  which  I  weight  not, 
Being  of  those  virtues  vacant.    I  fear  nothing 
What  can  be  said  against  me. 

K.  Hen.  Enow  you  not  how 
Your  state  stands  i'  the  world,  with  the  whole  worid  ? 
Your  enemies 

Are  many,  and  not  small ;  their  practices 
Must  beur  the  same  proportion :  and  not  ever 
The  justice  and  the  truth  o'  the  question  carries 
The  due  o'  the  verdict  with  it :  At  what  ease 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
To  swear  agunst  you  ?  Such  things  have  been  done* 
You  are  i)otentiy  opposed ;  and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  great  size.    Ween  §  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean,  in  peijured  witness,  than  your  master, 
Whose  minister  you  are,  whiles  here  he  lived 
Upon  this  naughty  earth  ?  Go  to,  go  to; 
You  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger. 
And  woo  your  own  destruction. 

Cran,  God,  and  your  majesty 

*  One  of  the  council.  t  Foriher  delay* 

X  Value.  I  Tbink. 
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Protect  xuine  innocence,  or  X  fall  into 
The  trap  is  lidd  for  me ! 

K,  Ren.  Be  of  good  cheer ; 
They  shall  no  more  preyail,  than  we  ^ye  way  to. 
Keep  comfort  to  you ;  and  this  mommg  see 
You  do  appear  before  them ;  if  they  shall  chance, 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you. 
The  best  persuasions  to  the  contrary 
Eail  not  to  use,  and  with  what  vehemency 
The  occasion  shall  instruct  you :  if  entreaties 
"Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  ring 
Deliver  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us 
There  make  before  them.— Look,  the  eood  man  weeps ! 
He's  honesty  on  mine  honour.    God's  blest  mother ! 
I  swear,  he  }&  true-hearted ;  and  a  soul 
None  better  in  my  kingdom.— Get  you  gone, 
And  do  as  I  have  bid  you.—  \_'Exlt  Cranmeb. 

He  has  strangled 
His  language  in  his  tears. 

Mfsier  an  old  LaDT. 

Gent.  [fw^Wfi].  Come  back ;  what  mean  you  ? 

Lad/y,  I'll  mdt  iXNne  back:  the  tidings  l^t  I  brin}< 
Will  make  my  boldness  maimers/— Now,  good  angols 
Fly  o'er  th/  royal  head,  and  shade  thy  person 
Under  their  Udssed  winss  I 

JT.  Ren,  Now,  by  thy  looks 
I  guess  thy  message,    is  the  queen  delivered  ? 
Say,  ay ;  and  of  a  ws* 

Ladv.  Ay,  ay,  my  lieae ; 
And  of  a  loTely  boy :  The  God  of  heaven 
Both  now  and  ever  bless  her !— 'tis  a  girl. 
Promises  boys  hereafter.    1^,  vour  queen 
Desires  your  visitation,  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  stranger ;  'tis  as  like  you, 
As  cherry  is  to  cherry* 

JT.  Ren,  Lovell, — 

JBkiterliOTELL, 

Lov,  Sir. 

K,Ren,  Give  her  a  hundred  marks.    Ill  to  the  queen. 

lExit  KlXO. 

Lmd^.  A  hundred  marks !  By  this  light,  111  have  more. 
An  ordinary  groom  is  for  such  payment. 
I  will  have  more,  or  scold  it  out  of  him, 
SaidI  for  this,  the  girl  is  like  to  him? 
I  wul  Ijave  more,  of  else  unsay't  \  and  now 
irhUe  it  is  hot,  I'll  put  it  to  the  issue.  fExeuni, 

SCENE  IL^Lohbw  Wore  the  CouHeO-C^amber. 
Enter  Cran'MSB;  SERVANTS,  DooB-Keepeb,  <Stc.  attending. 
Cran.  I  hope,  I  am  not  too  late ;  and  yet  the  gentleman. 
That  was  sent  to  me  from  the  council,  pray'd  me 
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To  make  great  haste.    AWtasb?  what  means  this  ?— Hoa !    ' 
Who  waits  there  ?— Sure,  you  know  me  ? 

D.  Keep,  Yes,  my  lord ; 
But  yet  I  cannot  help  you. 

Cran,  Why? 

D.  Keep,  Tour  gcaoe  must  wait,  till  you  he  oaird  for. 
Sfder  DocTOB  Butts. 

Cran.  So. 

Butts,  This  is  a  piece  of  malice.    I  am  glad, 
I  came  this  way  so  happily :  The  king 
Shall  understand  it  presently.  l:Ext(  Bu1t3. 

Cran.  [aside].  *Tis  Butts, 
The  king's  physidan ;  As  he  pass'd  along. 
How  earnestly  he  cast  his  eyes  upon  me  I 
Pray  heayen,  ne  sound  not  my  disgrace !    For  certedn, . 
This  is  of  puri)06e  laid,  hy  some  that  hate  me 
(God  turn  their  hearts !  I  neyer  sought  their  malice). 
To  quench  mine  honour :  they  would  shame  to  make  me 
Wait  else  at  door ;  a  fellow  counsellor. 
Among  hoys,  grooms,  and  lackeys.    But  their  pleasures 
Must  he  fulnlrd,  and  I  attend  with  patience. 

Ent^XKt  a  unndaw  above,  the  KXSQ  and  BuTTS. 

Butts,  ril  show  your  mce  the  strangest  sight,-* 

K.  Hen.  Whaf  s  that  Butts  ? 

Butts.  I  think,  your  highness  saw  this  many  a  day. 

K.  Men.  Body  o^  me,  where  is  it  ? 

Butts.  There,  my  lord: 
The  high  promotion  of  his  grace  of  Canterbury ; 
Who  holds  his  state  at  door,  'mongst  pursuiyants, 
Pages^and  footboys. 

K.  Men.  Ha!  'Tis he, indeed : 
Is  this  the  honour  they  da  one  another  ? 
'Tis  well,  there's  one  aboye  them  yet.    I  had  thought,  ' 

They  had  parted*  so  much  honesty  among  them 
(At  least,  good  manners),  as  not  thus  to  suffer  '  ' 

A  man  of  ms  place,  and  so  near  our  fayour. 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  lordships*  pleasures. 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  post  with  packets. 
By  holy  Mary,  Butte,  therer  8  knayery : 
Let  them  alone,  and  draw  the  curtidn  close ; 
We  shall  hear  more  anon.—  [S^teuki. 

THE  COUNCIL-CHAMBER. 

Mnter  the  LOBD  Chancellob,  the  Duke  o/ SUFFOLK,  Karl  0/ 
SUBBBY,  LOBD  ChAMBEBLAUT,  GaBDIFBB,  and  CTiOKWm.L. 
The  Chancellor  places  himself  at  the  upper  end  «/  the  tabie  ^ 
the  left  hand  ;  a  seat  being  l^ft  void  above  him,  as  for  the  Arek- 
bish<i  of  CAJrrBBBUBT.  The  rest  Seat  ihemsehis  in  order  0n 
each  side,  Cbomwbll  at  the  lower  end,  <w  secr^tpf^^ .  , .  ^  ^ 
Chan.  Speak  to  the  business,  master  secretaiy :  . , 

Why  are  we  met  in  council  ?  ^   '  ■ 

*  Shared. 
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Crom.  Please  yoiir  honours. 
The  chief  cause  concerns  he  gfaoe  of  Caoterbury. 

Gar.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it  ? 

Crom^  Yes. 

If  or.  Who  waits  there  ? 

2>.  Keep.  Without,  my  noble  lords  ? 

Gar.  Yes. 

2>.  Keep.  My  lord  archbiih<^ ; 
And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  pleasures. 

Ch<m.  Let  him  come  in. 

D.  Keep.  Your  grace  may  enter  now. 

[Ceanmbb  approcufhee  the  oovMcU^icMe^ 

Chan.  My  good  lord  ardibishop.  I  am  very  sorry 
To  sit  here  at  this  present,  and  benold 
That  chair  stand  emptor :  But  we  all  are  men» 
In  our  own  natures  frail ;  and  capable 
Of  our  flesh,  few  are  angels ;  out  of  which  frailty. 
And  want  of  wisdom,  you,  l^at  best  should  teach  us, 
Have  misdemean'd  yourself,  and  not  a  littie. 
Toward  the  king  firsl^  then  nis  laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm  by  your  teaching,  and  your  chi^lains' 
(For  so  we  are  inf^m'd),  wit^  new  opinions, 
Divers,  and  dangerous;  which  are  heresies, 
And,  not  refonaaM.  may  prove  pernicious. 

Oar.  Which  relormation  must  be  sudden  too, 
My  noble  lords :  Ssx  those,  that  tame  wild  horses, 
Pace  them  not  in  ^ir  hands  to  make  them  gentle ; 
But  stop  their  mouths  with  stubborn  bits,  and  spur  them, 
Till  they  obey  the  manage.    If  we  suffer 
(Out  of  our  easiness,  and  childish  pity 
To  one  man's  honour)  this  contagious  sicknees, 
Earewell;  all  physic :  And  what  foQows  then  ? 
Ck)mmotions,  uproars,  with  a  general  taint 
Of  the  whole  state :  as,  of  late  days,  our  naghbours, 
The  upper  (j^rmany,  caR  dearly  witoesa^ 
Yet  freshly  pitied  in  our  memoriesr 

Oa».  My  good  lords^  hitherto,  in  all  the  progress 
Both  of  my  lue  and  omce,  I  have  laboured. 
And  with  no  little  studyj.  that  my  teaching, 
A  nd  the  strox^.  oourse  or  my  auuioHty, 
Might  go  one  way,  aiKL  safoly ;  and  the  end 
Was  ever  to  do  well :  nor  is  there  living 
(I  speak  it  with  a  single  heart,  *  my  lorojt) 
A  man  that  more  detests,  more  stirs  again^lt 
Both  in  his  private  conscience,  and  hiaplaee* 
Defocers  of  a  public  peace,  than  I  do. 
'Prav  heaven,  the  king  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  less  aUefl^imoe  in  it  1    Men,  that  make 
Envy,  and  crooked  malice,  nouriwment^ 
Bare  bite  the  best    I  do  beseech  your  loirdshii)s, . 
That,  in  this  case  of  justice,  my  accusers, 
Be  wnat  they  will,  may  stimd  lorth  fiiee  to  Atoe, 
And  fireely  urge  against  me. 

*  Free  from  daplidty . 
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5i/.  Nay.  my  lord. 
That  cannot  be ;  you  are  a  eoBnaeUor^ 
And,  by  that  yirtue,  no  man  dare  aoeuM  you. 

Oew,  My  lord,  because  we  have  busmess  of  more  Bumieot> 
We  will  be  short  with  you.    Tis  his  hTghnMar  pletfu»i 
And  our  consent,  for  better  trial  of  you. 
Prom  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower : 
Where,  being  but  a  private  man  again, 
You  shall  know  many  dare  accuse  you  boldlgr,  .    . 

More  than.  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for.. 

Oran.  Ah,  my  good  lord  of  Win^Mster,  I  thank  you* 
You  are  always  my  good  friend ;  if  your  will  i)ass, 
I  shall  both  fmd  your  Wrdfihip  judge  and  jiiror,  ' 

You  are  so  merciful :  I  see  your  end, 
Tis  my  undoing :  Love,  aaa  meekness,  lord. 
Become  a  churonman  better  than  ambition ; 
Win  straying  souls  with  modettv  again, 
Cast  none  away.    That  I  shall  clear  kn^^lf. 
Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patieDoe, 
I  make  as  Uttle  doubt,  as  you  do  oonseienee. 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.    I  could  say  move, 
But  reverence  to  your  calling  makes  me  nodestb 

Gar.  My  lord,  my  loird^  yon  ave  aseetaiyy  -    > 
Thafs  the  plain  truth ;  your  paimted  gloss  oiscovois.' 
To  men  that  understand  you,  words  ma  witakniss. 

Oom.  My  lord  of  Winchester,  yQ«ave  a  tittle,  h 

By  your  good  favour,  too  sharp;  men  so  miti». 
However  ^Ity,  yet  should  £nd  respect 
For  what  they  have  been :  'tis  a  cruelty. 
To  load  a  falhng  man. 

Ocir.  Grood  master  secretary, 
I  cry  your  honour  meregr ;  you  may,  worst 
Of  all  this  table,  say  so. 

Orom.  Why.  mr  lord  P 

Gar.  Do  not  I  know  yea  for  a  fkvourer 
Of  this  new  sect  ?  ye  are  not  sound 

Crom.  NotfloanaP 

Gar.  Not  sound,  I  say. 

Crom.  'Would  you  were  half  so  honest ! 
Men's  prayers  then  would  sedc  you,  not  their  fears. 

Gar.  I  shall  remember  tMs  bold  langaage.. 

Crom.  Do. 
Bemember  your  bold  lifiB  too. 

Ch€in.  This  is  too  much ; 
Forbear,  for  shame,  my  lords. 

Gar.  I  have  done. 

Crom,  And  I. 

Chan.  Then  thus  for  you,  my  brd,— It  stands  agreed, 
I  take  it,  by  aU  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  conve^d  to  the  Tower  a  prisoner ; 
There  to  remain,  till  the  king's  farther  pleasure 
Be  known  unto  us :  Are  you  al)  agreed,  lords  ? 

AU,    Wearsb  i..-.* 
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Oran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  merojr. 
But  I  must  needs  to  the  Tow^,  my  lords  ? 

Gar.  What  other 
Would  you  expect  ?  You  are  strangdy  trouhlesome ! 
Let  some  o^  the  guard  he  ready  there. 

JSnter  GUAED. 

Cran.  For  me  ? 
Must  I  go  like  a  traitor  thither  ? 

Gar.  Receive  him. 
And  see  him  safe  i'  the  Tower. 

Oran.  Stay,  good  my  lords, 
1  have  a  little  yet  to  say.    Look  there,  my  lords ; 
By  virtue  of  that  ring,  I  take  my  cause 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  most  nohle  judge^  the  king  my  master. 

C%<M».  This  is  the  kmg's  ring.  •' 

Sur.  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 

St{f.  Tis  the  right  ring,  by  heaven :  I  told  ye  all. 
When  we  first  put  this  dangerous  stone  a  rolling, 
'Twould  fall  upon  ourselves. 

Nor.  Do  you  thinks  my  lords, 
The  king  will  suffer  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd  ? 

Cham.  'Tis  now  too  certain : 
How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him  ? 
'Would  I  were  fairly  out  <m't.  .  •  •.  ►,. 

Crom.  My  mind  gave  me,  '"  • 

In  seeking  tales,  and  informations, 
Against  this  man  (whose  honesty  the  devil 
And  his  disciples  only  envy  at), 
Ye  blew  the  fire  that  bums  ye ;  Now  have  at  ye. 

JSnter  KiNG,  frowning  on  them  ;  takes  hie  seat, 

Ga/t.  Dread  sovereign,  how  much  are  we  bound  to  heaven 
In  daily  thanks,  that  g^ve  us  such  a  prince ; 
Not  only  good  and  wise,  but  most  religious : 
One  tha^  m  ail  ohedienoe,  makes  the  church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honour ;  and  to  strengthen 
That  hoty  duty,  ot^  of  dear  respect, 
His  royal  self  m  judgment  oomes  to  hear 
The  cause  betwixt  her  and  this  great  offender. 

K.  Hen.  You  were  ever  good  at  sudden  oomraendatioi;i8, 
Bishop  of  Winchester.    But  know,  I  oome  not 
To  hear  such  flattery  now,  and  in  my  presence ; 
They  are  too  thin  and  bare  to  hide  offences. 
To  me  you  cannot  reacdi,  you  play  the  spaniel, 
And  thmk  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win  me ; 
But,  whatsoe'er  thou  tak'st  me  for,  I  am  sure. 
Thou  hast  a  cruel  nature,  and  a  Uoody.-^ 
Good  man  \to  Cbanmeb]^  sit  down.    Now  let  me  see  the 

proudest 
He,  that  dares  most,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee : 
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By  all  that's  holy,  he  had  better  tftarve, 

Than  but  onoe  tmnk  thk  place  beoouuM  thee  not 

Sur.  May  it  please  your  grace,— 

JT.  Hen.  Mo,  Sir,  it  doee  not  please  me. 
I  had  thought,  I  Had  had  men  of  some  unden^nding 
And  wisdom,  of  my  council :  but  I  find  none. 
Was  it  discretion,  lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man  (few  of  you  deserve  that  title), 
This  honest  man,  wait  like  a  lowvy  footboy 
At  chamber  door  ?  and  one  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
Why,  what  a  shame  was  this  ?    Did  my  commission 
Bid  ye  so  £ur  forget  yourselyes  ?    I  eave  ye 
Power  as  he  was  a  counsellor  to  try  nim. 
Not  as  a  groom:  There's  some  <^ye,  1  see. 
More  out  of  malioe  than  integrity. 
Would  try  him  to  the  utmost,  had  ye  mean. 
Which  ye  shall  neyer  have  while  I  uve^ 

Chan.  Thus  far. 
My  most  dread  sovereign,  may  it  like  your  grace 
To  let  m^  tongue  excuse  aU.    What  was  imrposed 
Concemmg  his  imprisonment,  was  rather 
(If  there  be  faith  in  men)  meant  for  his  trials 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  woiid,  than  malice  -, 
I  am  sure,  in  me. 

JT.  Hen.  Well,  well,  my  lords,  respect  him ; 
Take  him,  and  use  him  weU^  he^s  worthy  of  it. 
I  will  say  thus  much  for  him.  If  a  prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  subject,  I 
Am,  for  Ids  loye  and  service,  so  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embraoe  him ; 
Be  Mends,  for  shame,  my  lords.— My  k»d  of  Canterbury, 
I  have  a  suit  which  yon  most  not  d^y  me; 
This  is,  a  fiur  young  maid  that  yet  wants  baptism^ 
You  must  be  god&ther,  and  answer  for  her. 

Oran,  The  greatest  naonarch  now  alive  may  glory 
In  such  an  honour :  How  may  I  deserve  it^ 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  subject  to  you  ? 

K,  Hen.  Ck>me,  come,  my  lord,  you'd  sgare  your  spoons  ;*  you 
shall  have 
Two  noble  partners  with  you;  the  old  duchess  of  Korfolk* 
And  lady  marquis  Dorsc^  Will  these  please  you  ? 
Once  more,  my  lord  of  Wm<diester,  I  duurge  you, 
Embracet  and  love  this  man. , 

Gar.  with  a  true  hearty 
And  brother-love.  I  do  ii. 

Cran.  Andletneaven 
Witness,  how  dear  I  bold  this  confirmation. 

JT.  Hen.  Ck)od  man,  those  joyftJ  tears  show  thy  true  heart 
The  conunon  voice,  I  see,  is  verified 
Of  thee,  which  says  thus,  J)c  my  lord  mf  Canierhurif 

*  It  was  an  andent  custom  for  sponsors  to  present  spoons  ^  their  god- 
children. 
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A  shrmad  turn,  and  he  it  your  friend  for  ever. — 

Come,  lords,  we  trifle  time  away:  I  long 

To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Christian. 

As  I  have  msude  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain ; 

So  I  grow  stronger,  you  more  honour  gain.  [Exewnt 

SCENE  IIL—The  Falace  Yard. 

Noise  and  tumult  wUMn.    Enter  POBTSB  and  Ms  Man. 

Port.  You'll  leave  your  noise  anon,  ye  rascals :  Do  you  take 
the  court  for  Paris-garden  ?♦  ye  rude  slaves,  leave  your  gj^ing.t 

S Within.']  Grood  master  porter,  I  belong  to  the  hurder. 
*ort.  Belong;  to  the  gallows,  and  be  hanged,  you  rogue :  Is  this 
a  place  to  roar  m  ?— Fetch  me  a  dozen  crab-tree  staves,  and  strong 
ones ;  these  are  but  switches  to  them. — I'll  scratch  your  heads : 
Tou  must  be  seeing  christenings?  Do  you  look  for  ale  and 
Ohkes  here,  you  rude  rascals? 

Man.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient ;  tis  as  much  impossible 
(Unless  we  sweep  them  from  the  door  with  cannons) 
To  scatter  them,  as  'tis  to  make  them  sleep 
On  May-day  morning ;  which  will  never  be : 
We  may  as  well  push  against  Paul%  as  stir  them. 

Port.  How  got  they  m^  and  be  lumg'd  ? 

Man.  Alas,  I  know  not:  How  gets  the  tide  in  ? 
As  much  as  one  sound  cudgel  of  four  foot 

iYou  see  the  poor  remainder)  could  distribute, 
made  no  spare.  Sir. 

Port.  Tou  did  nothing,  Sir. 

Man.  I  am  not  Samson,  nor  Sir  Quy,  nor  Colbrand,  to  mow 
them  down  before  me :  but,  if  I  spared  any.  that  had  a  head  to 
hit,  either  young  or  old,  he  or  she,  cuckold  or  cuckold-maker, 
let  me  never  hope  to  see  a  chine  again,  and  that  I  would  not  for 
a  oow.Gtod  save  her. 

[Within.']  Do  you  hear,  master  Porter ? 

Port.  I  shall  be  with  vou  presently,  good  master  puppy.— 
Keep  the  door  dose,  sirraL 


'  Tbe  bear-gaiden  on  Bank-side.  t  Roaring. 
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ring^ felloff  her  head,  for  kindlin^suolia  oombustioa in  tlie ^te. 
I  mWd  the  meteor  t  onoeu  and  hit  that  woman,  who  cried  out, 
clubs  !  when  I  might  see  »om  far  some  forty  trundieoneersdiaw 
to  her  succour,  which  w«fe  the  hope  of  the  Strand,  where  ^ 
was  quartered.  They  fell  on ;  I  made  good  my  plaoe :  at  len^ 
they  came  to  the  broomstalf  with  me,  I  defied  them  stul: 
when  suddenly  a^e  of  boys  behind  them,  loose  shot,  d^y^:ea 
such  a  shower  of  pebbles,  that  I  was  fain  to  draw  mine  honour 
in,  and  let  them  win  the  work :  The  devil  was  amongst  them,  I 
tlnnk,  surely. 

P<^,  These  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a  piay-hoiise^  and 
fight  for  bitten  apples ;  that  no  audience,  but  the  Tabulation  of 
Tower-hill,  or  the  Limbs  of  Llmehouse,  X  *heir  deai*  brothers^ 
are  able  to  endure.  I  have  some  of  them  in  IAmb6  PcnirtmA 
and  there  they  are  like  to  dance  these  three  days;  besides  the 
running  banqueft  of  two  beadles  ||  that  is  to  come. 

SfUer  the  Lord  Ohambbslaik* 

Cham,  Mercy  o'  me,  what  a  multitude  are  here ! 
They  grow  still  too,  fh)m  aUparts  they  are  coming. 
As  if  we  kept  a  fair  here !  Where  are  these  porters, 
These  lazy  knaves  ?— Ye  have  made  a  fine  hand,  feuows. 
There's  a  trim  rabble  let  in :  Are  all  these 
Your  faithful  friends  o*  the  suburbs  ?  We  shall  have 
Great  store  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  ladies  ^ 

When  they  pass  back  tnaa  the  christening. 

Port.  An*i  please  your  honour. 
We  are  but  men ;  and  what  so  many  may  do, 
Not  bang  torn  a  pieces,  we  have  done : 
An  army  cannot  rule  them. 

Cham.  As  I  live. 
If  the  king  blame  me  f<»r  't,  111  lay  ye  all 
By  the,  heels,  and  suddenly ;  and  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  nnes.  for  neglect :  You  are  lazy  knaves ; 
And  here  ye  lie  oafting  of  bumbards,1[  when 
Ye  should  do  service.    Hark,  the  trumpets  sound ; 
They  are  come  ah:eadyfh)m  the  christening:     • 
Go,  break  among  the  press,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pass  fairly ;  or  111  find 
A  Marshalsea,  shall  hold  you  play  these  two  months. 

PoH.  Make  way  there  for  the  princess. 

Man.  You  great  fellow,  stand  mose  up,  or  ; 

1*11  makevour  head  ache.  ■ 

Port.  You  i*the  camblet  get  up  o*  the  rail ; 
ni  peok^^  you  o'er  the  paies  else.  ISsteunt, 

SCENSir.—ThePiOaoe.'W 

Stater  trumpets,  sounding ;  then  two  Aldermen,  LottD  MjLirb]^, 
Gabtbb,  Csanmeb,  Duke  of  Norfolk,  with  his  Marshals 
etaffy  Duke  o/ Suffolk,  ttoo  Noblemen  bearing  great  Handing- 
bowls  for  the  christening  gifts;  then  four  Noblemen  tearing  a 

*  Pink'd  cap.  t  The  brazier.  %  Two.Purftaa  coHl^gationB. 

I  Place  of  confinement.  |  A  desert  of  whipping-. 

^  Black  leather  yessels  to  hold  beer.  «*  Fitch,     ft  At  Gfee&wloli. 
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canopy,  under  which  the  Ducheei  of  NORFOLK,  godmother, 
hearing  the  child  richly  habited  in  a  mantle^  S(c,  'Brain  borne 
by  a  Lady ;  then  follows  tlie  Marchioness  of  DOESBT,  the 
other  godmother^  and  Ladies,  The  troop  pass  once  about  the 
stage,  and  Gabteb  speaks. 

Gart.  Heaven  from  thy  endless  goodness,  send  prosperous  life, 
Ions,  and  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty  princess  of  Eng- 
land, Elizabeth ! 

Flourish.    Enter  ElKG,  and  Train. 

Cran.  [Jkneeling'].  And  to  your  royal  grace,  and  the  good  queen. 
My  noble  partners,  and  myself,  thus  pray : 
All  comfort,  jo^,  in  this  most  gracious  lady, 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  i>arents  happy, 
Hay  hourly  fall  upon  ye ! 

K.  Men.  Thank  you,  good  lord  archbishop ; 
What  is  her  name  ? 

Cran.  Elizabeth. 

K.  Hen.  Stand  up»  lord.—  [The  King  hisses  the  child. 

With  this  kiss  take  my  blessing :  God  protect  thee ! 
Into  whose  hands  I  give  thy  Ufe. 

Cran.  Amen. 

K.  Sen.  My  noble  gossips,  ye  have  been  too  prodigal : 
I  thank  ye  heartily ;  so  shall  this  lady, 
When  she  has  so  much  English. 

Cran.  Let  me  s^ak.  Sir, 
!For  heaven  now  bids  me :  and  the  words  I  utter 
Let  none  think  flattery,  for  they'll  find  them  truth. 
This  royal  infant,  (heaven  still  move  about  her !) 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promises 
Upon  this  land  a  thousand  thousand  blessings, 
Which  time  shall  bring  to  ripeness :  She  shall  be 
(But  few  now  Uving  can  behold  that  goodness) 
A  pattern  to  all  princes  living  with  her, 
And  all  that  shall  succeed :  Saba  was  never 
More  covetous  of  wisdom,  and  fair  virtue. 
Than  this  pure  soul  shall  be :  all  princely  graces, 
That  mould  u^  such  a  mighty  piece  as  this  is. 
With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good. 
Shall  still  be  doubled  on  her :  truth  shall  nurse  her, 
Holy  and  heavenly  thoughts  still  counsel  her: 
She  shall  be  loved  and  fear'd :  Her  own  shall  bless  her : 
Her  foes  shake  like  a  field  of  beaten  corn. 
And  hang  their  heads  with  sorrow :  (3rood  grows  with  her : 
In  her  days,  every  man  shall  eat  in  safety 
Under  his  own  vme,  what  he  plants ;  and  sing 
The  merry  songs  of  peaoe  to  all  his  neighbours : 
God  shall  be  truly  known ;  and  those  about  her. 
J^om  her  shall  read  the  perfect  ways  of  honour, 
Ajid  by  those  claim  their  greatness,  not  by  blood. 
TNor*  shall  this  peace  sleep  with  her :  But  as  when 
The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  phoenix, 

*  This  and  the  following  seventeen  lines  were  probably  written  by  Bea 
JtfDson,  after  the  accession  of  King  James. 
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Her  ashee  new  (Teate  anothw  heir. 

As  Kreat  in  admiration  as  herself; 

So  shall  she  leave  her  blessedness  to  one 

(When  heaven  shall  call  her  from  tMs  olond  of  darkness), 

Who,  from  the  sacred  ashes  of  her  honour, 

Shall  star-like  rise,  as  great  in  fame  as  she  was, 

And  so  stand  fix*d :  Peace,  plenty,  love,  truth,  terror. 

That  were  the  servants  to  this  chosen  infant, 

Shall  tiien  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him ; 

Wherever  the  bnght  sun  of  heaven  shall  shine, 

His  honour  and  the  greatness  of  his  name 

Shall  be,  and  make  new  nations :  He  shall  flourish. 

And.  like  a  mountain  cedar,  reach  his  branches 

To  all  the  plains  about  him ;       Our  children's  children 

Shall  see  thi&  and  bless  heaven. 
K,  Ken,  Tnou  speakeet  wonders.] 
Or  CM.  She  shall  be,  to  the  happiness  of  En^^d, 

An  aged  princess ;  many  days  shall  see  her. 

And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 

'Womd  I  had  known  no  more !  but  she  must  die 

(She  must,  the  saints  must  have  her),  yet  a  virgin ; 

A  most  unspotted  lily  shall  she  pass 

fo  thegroiuid,  and  all  the  world  shall  mourn  her. 
K.  Ken.  O  lord  archbishop, 

Thou  hast  made  me  now  a  man :  never,  before 

This  happy  child,  did  I  get  anytnins : 

This  oracle  of  comfort  hSs  so  pleased  me. 

That,  when  I  am  in  heaven,  I  shall  desire 

To  see  what  this  child  does,  and  praise  my  Maker.— 

I  thank  ye  all,— To  you,  my  good  lord  mayor, 

And  your  good  brethren,  I  am  much  beholden ; 

I  have  received  much  honour  by  your  presence, 

And  ye  shall  find  me  thankful    Lead  the  way,  lords ; — 

Ye  must  all  see  the  queen,  and  ^e  must  thank  ye, 

She  will  be  sick  else.    This  day.  no  man  think 

He  has  business  at  his  house ;  ror  all  shall  stay, 

This  little  one  shall  make  it  holiday.  [  Hxenid 

EPILOGUE. 
'Tis  ten  to  one,  this  play  can  never  please 
All  that  are  here :  Some  come  to  take  their  ease. 
And  sleep  an  act  or  two ;  but  those,  we  fear, 
We  have  frighted  with  our  trumpets ;  so,  *tis  clear, 
They^l  say,  ^  naught :  others,  to  hear  the  city 
Abused  extremely,  and  to  asrYr-thaPt  wittv  ! 
VThich  we  have  not  done  neither:  that,  I  fear, 
All  the  expected  good  we  are  like  to  hear 
For  this  play  at  this  time  is  only  in 
The  mercifril  construction  of  good  women ; 
For  such  a  one  we  showed  them ;  If  they  smile, 
And  say,  'twill  do,  I  know,  within  a  wbUe 
All  the  best  men  are  ours ;  for  'tis  ill  hap, 
IS  they  hold,  when  their  ladies  bid  them  clap. 
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TROILUS  AND   CRESSIDA. 


PEESONS  REPRESENTED. 


sAhit 


PRIAM,  Kingo/Trop. 
HECTOR,   TROILUS, 

PARIS,  DEIPHOBUS,  ^hi»  Soiu. 

HELENUS,  ; , 

^NEAS,  ANTENOR,  Trcyan  Com- 

manderB. 
CALCHAS,  a  Trajan  PrieU,  taking 

part  with  the  Greeks. 
PANDARUS,  Uncle  to  Cretmda, 
MARGARELON,  a  ba$tard  Son  €f 

Priam. 
AGAMEMNON,  theGreciom  General. 
MENELAUS,  hie  Brother, 
ACHILLES,  AJAX,       ^ 

ULYSSES,  NESTOR, 

DIOMEDES,    PA- 

TROCLUS, 


Greeian 
Command' 
en. 


THERSITES,  •  deformed  and  ecur- 

riloua  Greeian, 
ALEXANDER,  Servant  to  Creuida. 
SERVANT  to  Troilos. 
SERVANT  to  Paris. 
SERVANT  to  Diomedes. 


HELEN,  Wife  to  Menelaue. 
ANDROMACHE,  Wife  to  Hector. 
CASSANDRA,  Daughter  to  Priam; 

a  Propheteen, 
CRESSIDA,  Daughter  to  Calchiu. 

Trqjan  and  Greek  SoLoiaas,  and 
Attendants. 


Scene.— Troy,  and  the  Gredan  Camp  before  it. 


PROLOGUE. 

In  Troy,  there  lies  the  scene.    Prom  isles  of  Greece 
The  prmces  orgulous  *  their  high  blood  chafed. 
Have  to  the  port  of  Athens  sent  their  ships, 
Fraught  with  the  ministers  and  instruments 
Of  cruel  war ;  Sixty  and  nine,  that  wore 
Their  crownets  reml,  from  the  Athenian  bay 
Put  forth  toward  Phry^ :  and  their  vow  is  made. 
To  ttaiBaok  Troy :  witnm  whose  strong  immures 
The  ravish'd  Helen,  Menelaus*  aueen. 
"Wilii  wanton  Paris  sleeps ;  Ana  that  s  the  quarrel 
To  Tenedos  they  come : 
And  the  deep-o^wing  harks  do  there  disgorge 
Their  warlike  fraughtage  :t    Now  on  Dardan  plains 
The  fresh  and  yet  unbruised  Greeks  do  pitch 
Their  brave  i^vilions :  Priam's  six-gated  city, 
Dardan,  and  ^FvmbriiL  Bias,  Chetas,  Trojan* 
And  Antenoriaes,  with  mas^  staples, 
And  corresponsive  and  fulfilhng  bolts, 
Sperr  J  up  the  sons  of  Troy. 
*  Orgrueilleux— proud,  disdainfuL  f  Freight. 
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Now  expectation,  tickling  skittish  spirits. 

On  one  and  other  side,  Trojan  and  Greek, 

Sets  all  on  hazard :— And  mther  am  I  come 

A  prologue  arm*d,-— but  not  in  confidence 

Of  autlnSr's  pen,  <»'  actor's  yoioe ;  but  suitad 

In  like  conditions  as  our  argument,-— 

To  tell  you.  fair  beholders,  that  our  play 

Leaps  o^er  the  vaunt*  and  firstiiBgs  of  those  broils, 

'Ginning  in  the  middle ;  starting  thence  away 

To  what  may  be  digested  in  ^  play. 

Like,  or  find  fault ;  do  as  your  pleasures  are ; 

Now  good,  or  bad,  tis  but  the  chance  of  war. 


ACT  I. 

SCENH  I.'-Troy,    Before  Pbiam's  Palace. 

StUer  Tboilus  armedy  and  Pandabus. 

Tro.  Call  here  my  yarlet,t  TU  unarm  again : 
Why  should  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy, 
Tfajit  find  such  cruel  battle  here  within  ? 
Each  Trojan,  that  is  master  of  his  heart. 
Let  him  to  ^eld  I  Troilus,  alas !  hath  none. 

Pan,  Win  this  geer  ne'er  be  mended  ? 

Tro.  The  Greeks  are  strong  and  skilful  to  their  stresngth. 
Pierce  to  their  skill,  and  to  their  fierceness  yaliant ; 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear, 
Tamer  than  sleep,  fonder^  than  ignorance ; 
Less  yaliant  than  the  yirgin  in  the  nighty 
And  skilless  as  unpractised  infancy. 

Pan.  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this :  for  my  part,  IH 
not  meddle  nor  make  no  further.  He  that  will  have  a  cake  out 
of  the  wheat,  must  tarry  the  grinding. 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tamed  P 

Pan.  Ay,  the  grinding :  but  you  must  tarry  the  bolting. 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tamed  ? 

Pan,  Ay,  the  bolting:  but  you  must  tarry  the  leavening. 

2Vo.  Stm  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  Av,  to  the  leavening :  but  Kfere's  yet  in  the  word— here- 
after, the  kneading,  the  making  of  the  cake,  the  heating  0/  the 
oven,  and  the  baking ;  nay^  you  must  stay  the  cooling  too,  or  you 
may  chance  to  bum  your  lips. 

Tro.  Patience  herself,  what  goddess  e'er  she  be, 
Doth  lesser  blench  §  at  sufferance  than  I  do. 
At  Priam's  royal  table  do  I  sit ; 
And  when  fair  Cressid  comes  into  my  thoughts, — 
So,  traitor !— when  she  comes ! When  is  she  thence  ? 

Pan.  Well,  she  looked  yesternight  fairer  than  ever  I  saw  her 
look,  or  any  woman  else. 

♦  Avftnt,  what  went  before.  t  Servant  to  a  kniirht. 

t  Weaker.  |  Shrink. 
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Tro.  I WM  about  i()  tell  thee,— When  my  heart, 
As  wedged  with  a  siffh.  would  rive*  in  twain ; 
Lest  Hector  or  my  ratner  should  perceive  me, 
1  have  (as  when  the  sun  doth  hght  a  storm) 
Buried  this  sigh  in  wrinkle  of  a' smile : 
But  sorrow,  that  is  couch'd  in  seeming  gladness. 
Is  like  that  mirth  fate  turns  to  sudden  sadness. 

Pan,  An  her  hair  were  not  somewhat  darker  than  Helen's 
(well,  go  to),  there  were  no  more  comparison  between  the  wo- 
men,—But^  for  my  part,  she  is  my  kinswoman ;  I  would  not,  as 
they  term  it,  praise  her,— -But  I  would  somebody  had  heard  her 
tfdk  yesterday,  as  I  did.  I  will  not  dispraise  your  sister  Cassan- 
dra's wit ;  but— 

Tro.  O  Pandarus !  I  tell  thee.  Pandarus,— 
When  I  do  tell  thee.  There  my  hopes  He  drown'd, 
Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 
They  lie  indrench'd.    I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
In  Cressid's  love :  Thou  answer*st,  She  is  fair ; 
Pour'st  in  the  ojyen  ulcer  of  my  heart 
Her  eves,  her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gait,  her  voice ; 
Handiest  in  thy  discourse,  O,  that  her  hand, 
In  whose  comparison  all  whites  are  ink. 
Writing  their  own  reproach ;  To  whose  soft  seizure 
The  cygnet* s  down  is  narsh,  and  spirit  of  sense 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughmen !  This  thou  tell'st  me, 
As  true  thou  tell'st  me,  vnien  I  say— I  love  her; 
But,  sajring  thus,  instead  of  oil  and  balm. 
Thou  la/st  in  everv  ^h  that  love  hath  given  me 
The  knife  that  made  it. 

Fan.  I  speak  no  more  than  truth. 

2Vo.  Thou  dost  not  speak  so  much. 

Pan,  *  Faith,  Til  not  meddle  in*t.  Let  her  be  as  she  is :  if  she 
be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her ;  an  she  be  not,  she  has  the  mends 
in  her  own  hands. 

TVo.  Good  Pandarus !    How  now,  Pandarus  ? 

Pan,  1  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel ;  ill-thought  on  of 
her,  and  ill-thought  on  of  you :  gone  between  and  between,  but 
small  thanks  for  my  labour. 

Tro.  What,  art  tnou  angry,  Pandarus  ?  what,  with  me  ? 

Pan.  Because  she  is  kin  to  me,  therefore,  she's  not  su  fair  as 
Helen :  an  she  were  not  kin  to  me,  she  would  be  as  fair  on  Pri- 
day,  as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  But  what  care  I  ?  I  care  not,  an 
she  were  a  black-a-moor ;  Tiis  all  one  to  me. 

Tro.  Say  I,  she  is  not  fair  ? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  vou  do  or  no.  She's  a  fool  to  stay 
behind  her  father ;  let  her  to  the  Greeks ;  and  so  111  tell  her  the 
next  time  I  see  her :  for  my  part,  I'll  meddle  nor  make  no  more 
in  the  matter. 

2Vo.  Pandarus, — 

Pan.  Not  I. 

Tro.  Sweet  Pandarus,— 

*  Split. 
TOL.  III.  2  E 
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"Pan.  Pray  you,  epeak  no  more  to  me ;  I  will  leave  all  as  I 
found  it  and  there  an  end.  SjEaeit  Pandabus.    Ash  alarum. 

Tro,  Peace,  you  ungraoiouB  clamours !  peaoe,  rude  sounds  i 
Fools  on  both  sides !    Helen  must  needs  be  Mr 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
I  cannot  fight  upon  tto  argument ; 
It  is  too  starved  a  subject  for  my  sword. 
But,  Pandarus— O  gods,  how  do  you  plague  me ! 
I  cannot  come  to  Gressid,  but  bv  Panoar ; 
And  he's  as  tetchy  to  be  woo'd  to  woo, 
As  she  is  stubborn-chaste  against  all  suit. 
Tell  me.  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love. 
What  Cressid  is,  what  ranaar,  and  what  we  ? 
Her  bed  is  India ;  there  she  lies,  a  pearl : 
Between  our  lUum  and  where  she  resides. 
Let  it  be  called  the  wild  aod  wandering  flood ; 
Ourself,  the  merchant ;  and  this  sailing  Pandar, 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  convoy,  and  our  bark. 

Alarum.    Enter  -^NEiS. 

JEne.  How  now,  prince  Troilus?  wherefore  not  afield  ? 

Tro.  Because  not  there ;  This  woman's  answer  sorts,* 
Por  womanish  it  is  to  be  from  thence. 
What  news,  -^neas,  from  the  field  to-day  ? 

.^ne.  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt. 

Tro.  By  whom-  JEneas  ? 

^ne.  Troilus,  by  Menelaus. 

Tro.  Let  Paris  bleed ;  'tis  but  a  scar  to  scorn ; 
Paris  is  sored  with  Menelaus'  horn,  \_Alarwn, 

JEne.  Hark !  what  good  sport  is  out  of  town  to-day ! 

Tro.  Better  at  home,  if  would  I  might,  were  may, — 
But  to  the  sport  abroad ;— Are  you  bound  thither  ? 

ASne.  In  all  swift  haste. 

Tro.  Gome,  go  we  then  together.  [BxeunL 

SCENE  IL^The  same.    A  Street. 
Eider  Oressida  and  Alexander. 

Cres.  Who  were  those  went  by  ? 

Alex.  Queen  Hecuba  and  Helen. 

Cree.  And  whither  go  they  ? 

Alex.  Up  to  the  eastern  tower. 
Whose  height  commands  as  subject  all  the  vale. 
To  see  the  battle.'   Hector,  whose  patience 
Is,  as  a  virtue,  fix'd.  to-dav  was  moved : 
£(e  chid  Andromache,  and  struck  his  armourer ; 
And,  Uke  as  there  were  husbandry  in  war. 
Before  the  sun  rose,  he  was  hamc^s'd  Hght, 
And  to  the  field  goes  he ;  where  every  flower 
Did.  as  a  prophe^  weep  what  it  foresaw 
In  Hector's  wrath. 

Cres,  What  was  his  cause  of  anger  ? 
•  Suits. 
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Alex.  The  noise  goes,  this :  There  is  anumg  the  Gredcs 
A  lord  of  Trojan  hlood,  nephew  to  Hector ; 
They  cttU  him,  Ajax. 

Ores.  Good ;  And  what  of  him  ? 

Alex.  They  say  he  is  a  very  man  per  te, 
And  stands  alone. 

Ores.  So  do  all  men ;  unless  they  are  drunk,  sick,  or  have  no 
legs. 

Alex.  This  man.  lady,  hath  robbed  many  beasts  of  their  par- 
ticular additions  ;^  he  is  as  valiant  as  the  lion,  churlish  as  the 
bear,  slow  as  the  elephant :  a  man  into  whom  nature  hath  so 
crowded  humours,  that  his  valour  is  crushedf  into  folly,  his 
foU  V  sauced  with  discretion :  there  is  no  man  hath  a  virtue  that 
he  hath  not  a  glimpse  of;  nor  any  man  an  attaint^  but  he  carries 
some  stain  of  it:  he  is  melancholy  without  cause,  and  merry 
agunst  the  hair  :f  He  hath  the  joints  of  everything,  but  every- 
thing so  out  of  joint,  that  he  is  a  gouty  Briareus,  many  hands 
and  no  use ;  or  purblind  Argus,  all  eves  and  no  sight. 

Ores.  But  how  should  .this  man,  that  makes  me  smile,  make 
Hector  angry  ? 

Alex.  Tney  say,  he  yesterday  coped  Hector  in  the  battle,  and 
struck  him  down ;  the  disdain  and  shame  whereof  hath  ever 
since  kept  Hector  fasting  and  waking. 

Snier  Pandabus. 

Ores.  Who  comes  here  ? 

Alex.  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus. 

Ores.  Hector  ^s  a  gallant  man. 

Alex.  As  may  be  m  the  world,  lady. 

Pan.  Whafs  that  P  what* s  that  ? 

Ores.  Good  morrow,  uncle  Pandarus. 

Fan.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Cressid:  What  do  you  talk  of  ?— 
Good  morrow,  Alexander.— How  do  you,  cousin  ?  When  were 
you  at  lUum  ? 

Ores.  This  tnoming,  uncle. 

Pan.  What  were  you  talking  of,  when  I  came  ?  Was  Hector 
armed,  and  gone,  ere  ye  came  to  Ilium  ?  Helen  was  not  up, 
was  she  ? 

Ores.  Hector  was  gone ;  but  Helen  was  not  up. 

Pan.  E*en  so ;  Hector  was  stirring  earl^. 

Ores.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  ms  anger. 

Pan.  Was  he  angry? 

Ores.  Sohesaysnere. 

Pan.  True,  he  was  so ;  I  know  the  cause  too ;  hell  lay  about 
him  to-day,  I  can  tell  them  that :  and  there  is  Troilus  will  not 
come  far  behind  him ;  let  them  take  heed  of  Troilus ;  I  can  tell 
them  that  too. 

Ores.  What,  is  he  angry  too  ? 

Pan.  Who,  Troilus  ?    TroUus  is  the  better  man  of  the  two. 

Ores.  O,  Jupiter !  there's  no  comparison. 

Pan.  What,  not  between  Troilus  and  Hector? 
Po  you  know  a  man  if  you  see  him  P 

«  *  Characteristict.  t  Mingled.  t  Grain. 
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Ores,  At:  if  ever  I  saw  him  before,  atid  knew  him. 

Fan,  W  ell,  I  say,  Troilus  is  Troilus. 

eyes.  Then  you  say  as  I  say :  for,  I  am  sure,  he  is  not  Hector. 

Fan,  No,  nor  Hector  is  not  Troilus^  in  some  degrees. 

Ores.  'Tib  just  to  each  of  them ;  he  is  himself. 

Fan,  Himself  P    Alas,  poor  Troilus !    I  would,  he  were, 

Ores,  So  he  is. 

Fan. ^'Condition.  I  had  gone  barefoot  to  India. 

Ores,  He  is  not  Hector. 

Fan,  Himself?  no,  he's  not  himself.— 'Would  'a  were  him- 
self! Well,  the  sods  are  above;  Time  must  friend,  or  end: 
Well,  Troilus,  well,— I  would  my  heart  were  in  her  body  I  >io. 
Hector  is  not  a  better  man  than  Troilus. 

Ores,  Excuse  me. 

Fan,  He  is  elder. 

Ores,  Pardon  me.  pardon  me. 

Fan,  The  other  ^s  not  come  to't;  you  shall  tell  me  another 
tale,  when  the  other 's  come  to't.  Hector  shall  not  have  his  wit 
this  year. 

Ores.  He  shall  not  need  it,  if  he  have  his  own. 

Fan.  Nor  his  qualities ; 

Ores,  No  matter. 

Fan,  Nor  his  beauty. 

Ores,  'Twould  not  become  him,  his  own's  better. 

Fan,  You  have  no  judgment,  niece :  Helen  herself  swore  the 
other  day,  that  Troilus,  for  a  brown  favour  (for  so  'tis,  I  must 
confess),— Not  brown  neither. 

Ores,  No,  but  brown. 

Fan.  'Faith,  to  say  truth,  brown  and  not  brown. 

Ores.  To  say  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 

Fan.  She  praised  his  complexion  above  Paris. 
^  Ores,  Why,  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 

Fan,  So  he  has. 

Ores.  Then,  Troilus  should  have  too  much :  if  she  praised  him 
above,  his  complexion  is  higher  than  his;  he  having  colour 
enough,  and  the  other  higher,  is  too  flaming  a  praise  for  a  good 
complexion.  I  had  as  Uef,  Helen's  golden  tongue,  had  com- 
mended Troilus  for  a  copper  nose. 

Fan.  I  swear  to  you,  I  think,  Helen  loves  him  better  than  P*»  ris. 

Ores.  Then  she's  a  merry  Greek,  indeed. 

Fan.  Nay,  I  am  sure  she  does.  She  came  to  him  the  other  liay 
into  a  compassed*  window^— and,  you  know,  he  has  not  past 
three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 

Ores.  Indeed,  a  tapster's  arithmetic  may  soon  bring  his  parti- 
culars therein  to  a  total. 

Fan.  Why,  he  is  very  young :  and  yet  will  he,  within  three 
pound,  lift  as  much  as  ms  brother  Hector. 

Ores,  Is  he  so  young  a  man,  and  so  old  a  lifter  ?t 

Fan.  But,  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him ;— she  oame, 
and  puts  me  her  white  hwid  to  his  cloven  chin, • 

Ores.  Juno  have  mercy ! — How  came  it  cloven  ? 

*  Bow.  •  Thief. 
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Pan.  Why,  you  know,  'tis  dimpled :  I  think,  his  smiling  be- 
comes him  better  than  any  man  in  all  Phrygia. 

Ores.  O,  he  smiles  valiantly. 

jPan.  Does  he  not? 

Cres.  Oyes,  an  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 

Pan.  Why,  go  to  then :— But  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen 

loves  Troilus, ^  , 

.  Cres,  Troilus  will  stand  to  the  proof,  if  you'll  prove  it  so.  . 

Pan.  Troilus  ?  why,  he  esteems  her  no  more  than  I  esteem  an 
addle  egg. 

Ores.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg  as  well  as  you  love  an  idle  head, 
you  would  eat  chickens  i'  the  s);ielL 

Pan.  I  cannot  choose  but  laudi,  to  think  how  she  tickled  his 
chin ;— Indeed,  she  has  a  marvellous  white  hand,  I  must  needs 
confess. 

Cres.  Without  the  rack. 

Pan.  And  she  t^es  upon  her  to  spy  a  white  hair  on  his  chin. 

Cres.  Alas,  poor  chin  f  many  a  wart  is  richer. 

Pan.  But,  tnere  was  such  laughing ;— Queen  Hecuba  laughed, 
that  her  eyes  ran  o'er. 

Cres.  With  mill-stones.* 

Pan.  And  Cassandra  laughed. 

Cres.  But  there  was  a  more  temperate  fire  under  the  pot  of 
her  eyes;— Did  her  eves  run  o'er  too? 

Pan.  And  Hector  laughed. 

Cres.  At  what  was  all  this  lauehing? 

Pan.  Marry,  at  the  white  hair  that  Helen  spied  on  Troilus*  chin. 

Ores.  An't  had  been  a  green  hair.  I  should  have  laughed  too. 

Pan.  They  laughed  not  so  much  at  the  hair,  as  at  nis  pretty 
answer. 

Cres.  What  was  his  answer  ? 

Pan.  Quoth  she,  JTer^s  but  one  and  fifty  hairs  on  your  cM% 
and  one  of  them  is  white. 

Cres.  This  is  her  question. 

Pan,  That's  true ;  make  no  question  of  that.  One  and  fifty 
hairs,  quoth  he,  and  one  white :  That  white  hair  is  my  father, 
and  all  the  rest  are  his  sons.  Jupiter !  quoth  she,  which  of  these 
hairs  is  Paris  my  husband  ?  The  forked  one,  quoth  he ;  pluck  it 
out  and  give  it  him.  But  there  was  such  laughing !  and  Helen 
so  blushed,  and  Paris  so  cnafed,  and  all  the  rest  so  laughed,  that  it 


Cres.  So  let  it  now  -for  it  has  been  a  great  while  going  by. 

Pan.  Well,  cousin,  I  told  you  a  thing  yesterday;  mink  on't. 

Ores*  So  I  do. 

Pan.  I'll  be  sworn,  tis  true;  he  will  weep  you,  an  'twere  J  a 
man  bom  in  April, 

Cres.  And  I'll  spring  up  in  his  tears,  an  'tw««  a  nettle  against 
Mav.  [A  retreat  sounded. 

Pan.  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  field:  ShaU  we  stand  up 
here,  and  see  them,  as  they  pass  toward  Hium  ?  good  niece,  do ; 
fiveet  nieoe  Oretsiaa. 

*  A  proverbial  sayingr.  t  Went  beyond  boundu. 

^  tAsIf 'twere. 
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Cret,  At  your  pleasura 

Pan.  Hero,  hera  here's  an  excellent  place ;  here  we  may  see 
most  hrayely :  I'll  tell  you  them  all  hy  their  names,  as  they  pass 
by ;  but  mark  Troilus  above  the  rest. 

MS'SIA  pcuies  over  tlut  Hage. 

Crer.  Speak  not  so  loud. 

Fan.  That* s  JBneas ;  Is  not  that  a  brave  man  ?  he's  one  of  tb« 
flowers  of  Troy,  I  can  tell  you.  But  mark  Troilus ;  you  shall  see 
anon. 

Om.  Who's  that? 

Aktbnob  p<u9e9  over,  ^ 

P<m.  Thafs  Antenor;  he  has  a  shrewd  wit,  I  can  tell  yon; 
and  h^s  a  man  Rood  enough :  he's  one  o'  the  soundest  mdg- 
ments  in  Troy,  wnosoever,  ana  a  proper  man  of  person : — When 
comes  Troilus  P— 111  show  you  Troilus  anon ;  if  he  see  me,  you 
shall  see  him  nod  at  me. 

Ores.  Will  he  nve  you  the  nod  ? 

Fan.  You  shall  see. 

Cree.  If  he  do,  the  rich  shall  have  more. 

HbotoA  paetee  over. 

Fan.  Thafs  Hector,  that,  that  look  you,  that ;  There's  a  fellow ! 
— Go  thy  way.  Hector;— There s  a  brave  man,  niece.— O  brave 
Hector !— Look,  how  he  looks !  there's  a  countenance :  Istnota 
brave  man  ? 

Ores.  O,  a  brave  man ! 

Fan.  Is  'a  not  ?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good— Look  you  what 
hacks  are  on  his  helmet  ?  look  you  yonder,  do  you  see  ?  look  you 
there !  There's  no  jesting :  there's  laying  on ;  take't  off  who  nill, 
as  they  say :  there  oe  hacks ! 

Cres.  Be  tiiose  with  swords  ? 

Fan.  Swords  ?  anything,  he  cares  not :  an  the  devil  come  to 
him,  it's  all  one :  By  god's  lid,  it  does  one's  heart  good :— Yonder 
comes  Paris,  yonder  comes  Paris :  look  ye  yonder,  niece. 

Pabis  pastes  over. 

Fan.  Is't  not  a  mllant  man  too,  is't  not  ?— Why,  this  is  brave 
now. — Who  said,  ne  came  hurt  home  to-dav?  he's  not  hurt: 
why  this  will  do  Helen's  heart  eood  now.  Ha !  'would  I  could 
see  Troilus  now !— you  shall  see  Troilus  anon. 

Cres,  Who's  that? 

Helenus  passes  over. 

Fan,  Thafs  Helenus,— I  marvel,  where  Troilus  is:— Thafs 
Helenus ;— I  think  he  went  not  forth  to-day  .—Thafs  Helenus. 

Ores.  Can  Helenus  fight,  uncle  ? 

Fan.  Helenus?  no:— ves,  hell  fight  indifiSarent  well  .—I  marvel, 
where  Troilus  is !— Hark ;— do  you  not  hear  the  peop^  cry,  i^« 
ius  ?— Helenus  is  a  i)rie8t. 

Cres,  What  sneaking  feQow  ocnnes  yonder  ? 
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Tboilus  passes  over, 

2*an.  Where  ?  yonder  ?  tiiat's  Deiphobus :  "Tis  Troilus !  there's 
a  man,  niece  I— Hem !— Brave  Troilus !  the  prince  of  chivaky ! 

Ores.  Peace,  for  shame,  peace ! 

Pem,  Mark  him ;  note  him ;— O  brave  Troilus  !— look  well 
u]>on  him,  niece ;  look  you,  how  his  sword  is  bloodied,  and  his 
helm  more  hack'd  than  Hector's ;  And  how  he  looks,  and  how 
he  goes ! — O  admirable  youth !  he  ne'er  saw  three  and  twenty. 
€U)  thy  way,  Troilus,  go  thv  way ;  had  I  a  sister  were  a  grace,  or 
a  daughter  a  goddess^  he  should  take  his  choice.  O  aounirable 
man !  Paris  ?— Paris  is  dirt  to  him ;  and  I  warrant,  Helen,  to 
change,  would  give  an  eye  to  boot. 

Forces  pass  over  the  stage* 

Ores.  Here  come  more. 

Fan.  Asses,  fools,  dolts !  chaff  and  bran,  chaff  and  bran !  por- 
lidge  after  meat!  I  could  live  and  die  I'the  eyes  of  Troilus. 
Ne*er  look,  ne'er  look ;  the  eagles  are  gone ;  crows  and  daws, 
crows  «nd  daws !  I  had  rather  be  8u<^  a  man  as  Troilus,  than 
Agamemnon  and  all  Greece. 

Ores.  There  is  among  the  Greeks,  Achilles ;  a  better  man  than 
Troilus. 

Pan.  Achilles  ?  a  drayman,  a  porter,  a  very  camel. 

Ores.  Well,  well 

Fan.  Well  wen  ?— Why,  have  you  any  discretion  ?  have  you 
any  eyes  ?  Do  you  know  what  a  man  is  ?  Is  not  birth,  beauty, 
good  shape,  discourse,  manhood,  learning,  sentleness,  virtue, 
youth,  Ubemity,  and  such  like,  the  spice  ana  salt  that  season  a 
man? 

Ores.  Ay,  a  minced  man :  and  then  to  b^  baked  with  no  date 
in  the  pye, — for  then  the  man's  date  is  out. 

Fan.  You  are  such  a  woman  ?  one  knows  not  at  what  ward* 
you  lie. 

Ores.  Upon  ray  back,  to  defend  my  belly ;  upon  my  wit,  to 
defend  my  wiles ;  upon  my  secrecy,  to  defend  mine  honesty ;  my 
mask,  to  defend  mv  be&uty;  and  you,  to  defend  all  these :  and 
at  all  these  wards  I  lie,  at  a  thousand  watches. 

Pan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Ores.  Nay,  I'll  watch  you  for  that:  and  thafs  one  of  the 
chiefest  of  them  too :  if  I  cannot  ward  what  I  would  not  have 
hit,  I  can  watch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the  blow ;  unless  it 
swell  past  hiding,  and  then  it  is  past  watching. 

Fan.  You  are  such  another ! 

JEnter  Teoilus'  Bop. 
JBojf.  Sir,  my  lord  would  instantly  speak  with  you. 
Fan.  Where? 

Boy.  At  your  own  house ;  there  he  unarms  him. 
Pan.  Good  boy,  tell  him  I  oome:  [MtH  BOT.]    I  doubt,  he 
be  hurt.— Fare  y©  well,  good  niece* 
^  Ores,  Adieu,  uncle. 
Fan.  I'll  be  with  you,  niece,  by  and  by. 
*  Qoard. 
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Crea,  To  bring,  uncle. 

Paw.  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilus. 

Cret,  By  the  same  token  you  are  a  bawd.— 

iSxit  PAifDAHTTS. 

Words,  vows,  griefs,  tears,  and  love's  full  saorifice, 

He  offers  in  another's  enlierpriBe : 

But  more  in  Troilus  thousand  fold  I  see  ' 

Than  in  the  glass  of  Pandar's  praise  majr  be; 

Yet  hold  I  on.    "Women  are  angels,  wooing : 

Things  won  are  done,  joy's  soul  lies  in  the  doing : 

That  she  beloved  knows  nought^  that  knows  not  this, — 

Men  prize  the  thing  ungain'd  more  than  it  is : 

That  she  was  never  yet^  that  ever  knew 

Love  got  so  sweet,  as  wnen  deore  did  sue : 

Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach,—. 

Achieved,  men  us  command :  ungain'd,  beseech :  * 

Then  though  my  heart's  content  t  firm  love  doth  bear. 

Nothing  of  that  shall  Arom  mine  eyes  appear.  [JS^'s< 

8CJSN:E  IIIr-The  Orecicm  Camp.    Before  A$amem- 
non*8  Tent. 

Trumpets.    Enter  A&AMEMNON,  Nestoe,  Ulysses, 
MenelauSj  cmd  others. 
Agam.  Princes, 
What  grief  hath  set  the  jaundice  on  your  cheeks  ? 
The  ample  proposition,  that  hope  malces 
In  all  designs  begun  on  earth  below. 
Pails  in  the  promised  largeness:  checks  and  disasters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  highest  rear'd ; 
As  knots,  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  sap. 
Infect  the  sound  pine,  and  divert  ms  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  J  from  his  course  of  growth. 
Nor,  princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us, 
That  we  come  short  of  our  suppose  so  far, 
That^  after  seven  years'  siege,  yet  Trov  walls  stand ; 
Sith  ^  every  action  that  hath  «>ne  before, 
Whereof  we  have  record,  trial  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  answering  the  aim, 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 
That  gave't  surmised  8hai)e.    Why  then,  you  princes. 
Do  you  with  cheeks  abash'd  behold  our  works ; 
And  think  them  shames,  which  are,  indeed,  nought  else 
But  the  protractive  trials  of  great  Jove. 
To  find  persistive  constancy  m  men  ? 
The  fineness  of  which  metal  is  not  found 
In  fortune's  love :  for  tiien,  the  bold  and  oowaxd. 
The  wise  and  fool,  the  artist  and  unread, 
The  hard  and  sof^  seem  all  affin'd  and  kin :  * 

But,  in  the  wind  and  tempest  of  her  frown,  » 

Disnnotion,  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fao, 

*  /.  e.  a  woman  once  possessed  is  under  command  f  but  not  grained^  is 
BtUl  besougrht. 
f  Capacity.  X  Twisted  and  ranbling.  \  Since. 
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Pufiinff  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away ; 
And  what  hath  mass,  or  matter,  by  its€df 
Lies^  rich  in  virtue,  and  unmingled. 

Nest,  With  due  observance  or  thy  godlike  seat,  * 
Great  Agamemnon,  Nestor  shall  apn^ 
Thy  latest  words.    In  the  reproof  or  chance 
Ides  the  true  proof  of  men :  The  sea  being  smooth. 
How  many  shallow  bauble  boats  dare  sail 
Upon  her  patient  breast,  making  their  way 
With  those  of  nobler  bulk.  , 

But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thetis,  and,  anon,  behold 
The  strong  ribb'd  bark  through  liquid  mountains  cut, 
Bounding  Detween  the  two  moist  elements, 
Like  Perseus'  horse :  Where's  then  the  saucy  boat, 
Whose  weak  untimber'd  sides  but  even  now 
Co-rival'd  greatness  ?  either  to  harbour  fled, 
Or  made  a  toast  for  Neptune.    Even  so 
Both  valour's  show,  and  valour's  worth,  divide. 
In  storms  of  fortune :  For,  in  her  rav  and  brightness, 
The  herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize,  f 
Than  by  the  tiger:  but  when  the  splitting  wind 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oa3ts. 
And  flies  X  fled  under  shade,  why,  then,  the  thing  of  courage,  § 
As  roused  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  sympathize, 
And  with  an  accent  turn'd  in  self-same  key, 
Eetums  to  chiding  ||  fortune. 

Ulifss.  Agamemnon, — 
Thou  great  commander,  herve  and  bone  of  Greece, 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  soul  and  onlv  spirit. 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  shut  up,— hear  what  Ulysses  speaks. 
Besides  the  applause  and  approbation 
The  which,— most  mighty  for  thy  place  and  sway,— 

[To  Aqameunos, 
And  thou  most  reverend  for  thy  stretch'd-out  life,— [jTo  Nestob. 
I  give  to  both  your  speeches,— which  were  such. 
As  Agamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  brass ;  and  such  again. 
As  venerable  Nestor,  hatch'd  in  silver.  If 
Should  with  a  bond  of  air  (strong  as  the  axletree 
On  which  heaven  rides),  knit  all  the  Greekish  ears 
To  his  experienced  tongue,— yet  let  it  please  both,— 
Thou  great,— and  wise,— to  hear  Ulysses  speak. 

Agam.  Si)eak,  prince  of  Ithaca ;  and  be*t  of  less  expect  ** 
That  matter  needless,  of  importless  burden. 
Divide  thy  Ups ;  than  we  are  confident, 
When  rank  Thersites  opes  his  mastiff  jaws, 
We  shall  hear  music,  wit,  and  oracle. 

*  The  throne.  t  The  gad  fly.  t  {Are). 

S  The  tiger,  which  is  said  to  he  most  forious  In  storms. 
II  Noisy,  clamorous.  f  I.  e.  ornamented  with  a  silvery  I)eanl 

*•  Expectation. 
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ZTllfM.  Troy,  yet  upon  his  basis  had  been  down. 
And  the  great  Hector's  sword  had  lack'd  a  master, 
But  for  these  instances. 
The  speciaUty  of  rule  •  hath  been  neglected : 
And,  look,  how  many  Grecian  tents  do  stand 
Hollow  upon  this  plain,  so  many  hollow  factions. 
When  that  the  general  is  not  like  the  hive. 
To  whom  the  foragers  shall  all  repair, 
What  honey  is  expected  P  Decree  bemg  vizarded,  t 
The  unworthiest  shows  as  fairly  in  the  mask. 
The  heavens  themselves,  the  planets^  and  this  centre  t 
Observe  degree,  priority,  and  place, 
Insisture,§  course,  proportion,  season,  form. 
Office,  and  custom,  m  all  line  of  order : 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet,  Sol, 
In  noble  eminence  enthroned  and  sphered 
Amidst  the  other ;  whose  med'cinable  eye 
Corrects  the  ill  aspects  of  planets  evil. 
And  postsw  like  the  commandment  of  a  king, 
Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad :  But  when  the  planets, 
In  evil  mixture,  to  disorder  wander,  * 
What  places,  and  what  portents  ?  what  mutiny  ? 
What  rapping  of  the  sea  ?  shaking  of  earth  ? 
Commotion  m  the  winds  P  frights,  changes,  horrors. 
Divert  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate  || 
The  unity  and  married  calm  of  states 
Quite  firom  their  fixture  ?    O.  when  degree  is  shaked. 
Which  is  the  ladder  of  aU  hign  designs. 
The  enterprise  is  sick !    How  could  communities. 
Degrees  in  schools,  and  brotherhoods  If  in  cities, 
Peaoeftil  commerce  from  dividable**  shores, 
The  primogenitive  and  due  of  birth. 
Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,  sceptres,  laurels. 
But  by  degree,  stand  in  authentic  place  ? 
Take  out  degree  away,  untune  that  string 
And,  hark,  what  discord  follows !'  each  thmg  meets 
In  mereft  onpugnancy :  The  bounded  waters 
Should  lift  their  oosoms  higher  than  the  shores. 
And  make  a  sop  of  all  this  solid  globe : 
Strength  should  be  lord  of  imbecility, 
And  the  rude  son  should  strike  his  father  dead : 
Poroe  should  be  right;  or,  rather,  right  and  wrong 
(Between  whose  endless  jar  justice  resides), 
Should  lose  their  names,  ana  so  should  justice  too. 
Then  every  thing  includes  itself  in  power, 
Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite ; 
And  appetite,  a  universal  wolf. 
So  doubly  seconded  with  will  and  power, 
Must  make  perforce  a  universal  prey, 
And,  last^  eat  up  himself.    Great  Agamemnon, 

*  Rights  of  authoritjr.  t  Masked.  :  /.  e.  the  earth  itselt 

i  Constuicy.  |  tJproot.  %  Corporatioiis,  compauitti. 

**  Divided.  ft  Absolute. 
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This  chaos,  when  degree  is  suffocate, 

T'ollows  the  choking. 

And  this  neglection  of  degree  it  is^ 

That  by  apace*  goes  backward,  with  a  purpose 

It  hath  to  cUmb.    The  general's  disdain'd 

By  him  one  step  below ;  he,  by  the  next ; 

That  next,  by  mm  beneath :  so  every  step, 

Exampled  by  the  first  pace  that  is  sick 

Of  his  ^penor,  grows  to  an  envious  fever 

Of  pale  and  bloodless  t  emulation: 

And  'tis  this  fever  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot, 

Not  her  own  sinews.    To  end  a  tale  of  length, 

Troy  in  our  weakness  stands,  not  in  her  strength. 

Nest.  Most  wisely  hath  Ulysses  here  discover'd 
The  fever  whereof  all  our  power  %  is  sick. 

Agam.  The  nature  of  the  sickness  found,  Ulysses, 
What  is  the  remedy  ? 

TTlyss.  The  great  Achilles,— whom  opinion  crowns 
The  sinew  and  the  forehand  of  our  host, — 
Having  his  ear  ftill  of  his  airy  fame. 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  Ms  tent 
Lies  mocking  our  designs :  With  him,  Patroclus, 
Upon  a  lazy  Ded  the  livelong  day 
Breaks  scurril  jests ; 

And  with  ridiculous  and  awkward  action 
(Which,  slanderer,  he  imitation  calls). 
He  pageants  §  us.    Sometime,  great  Ajgamemnon, 
Thy  topless  II  deputation  he  puts  on ; 
And,  like  a  strutting  player.— whose  conceit 
Lies  in  his  hamstring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  sound 
'Twixt  his  stretch'd  footing  and  the  scaffoldage,!"— 
Such  to-be-pitied  and  o'er-wrested**  seeming 
He  acts  thy  ^eatness  in :  and  when  he  speaks, 
'Tis  like  a  chune  a  mending ;  with  terms  unsquared,  ff 
Which,  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typhon  dropp'd. 
Would  seem  hyperboles.    At  this  fusty  stuff, 
The  large  Achmes,  on  his  press*d  bed  lolling. 
From  his  deep  chest  laughs  out  a  loud  applause ; 
Cries  Excellent  l^His  Agamemnon  i««^. — 
Now  play  me  Nestor ; — hem,  cmd  ttroJce  thy  beard, 
As  he,  being  drest^d  to  some  oration. 
Thafs  done ;— as  near  as  the  extremest  ends 
Of  parallels  ;tJ  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  his  wife. 
Tef  good  Achilles  still  cries,  ExoeUeni ! 
'Tis  Nestor  right !  Novo  play  him  me,  Patroclus, 
Arming  to  answer  in  a  night  alarm. 
And  then,  forsooth,  the  faint  defects  of  age 
Must  be  the  scene  of  mirth ;  to  cough,  and  spit, 

*  step  by  step.  t  Inactive.  {  Anny. 

§  Takes  us  off.  I  Supreme. 
f  The  galleries  of  the  theatre.  **  Beyond  the  truth. 

tt  Unadapted.  XX  I.  e.  as  like  as  east  to  west. 
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And  with  a  palsy-fumbling  on  his  gorget, 
Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet :— and  at  this  sport, 
Sir  Valour  dies ;  cries,  O  .'—enough,  VsAroclus ; — 
Or  give  me  ribs  of  steel !  I  shall  split  all 
In  pleasure  of  mi/  spleen.    And  in  this  fashion, 
All  our  abiUties,  gifts,  natures,  shapes, 
Severals  and  generals  of  grace  exact. 
Achievements,  plots,  orders,  preventions. 
Excitements  to  the  field,  or  speech  for  truce, 
Success,  or  loss,  what  is,  or  is  not,  serves 
As  stuff  for  these  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

Nest.  And  in  the  imitation  of  these  twain 
(Whom,  as  Ulysses  says,  opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice),  many  are  infect. 
Ajax  is  grown  self-will'd ;  and  bears  his  head 
In  such  a  rein^*  in  full  as  proud  a  place 
As  broad  Achilles :  keeps  his  tent  Uke  him ;  • 

Makes  factious  feasts ;  rails  on  our  state  of  war. 
Bold  as  an  oracle :  and  sets  Thersites 
(A  slave,  whose  gall  coins  slanders  Uke  a  mint) 
To  matcn  us  in  comparisons  with  dirt ; 
To  weaken  and  discredit  our  exposure, 
How  rank  soever  rounded  in  with  danger. 

Ult/ss.  They  tax  our  poUcy,  and  call  it  cowardice ; 
Count  wisdom  as  no  member  of  the  war ; 
Forestall  prescience,  and  esteem  no  act 
But  that  of  hand :  the  still  and  mental  parts, — 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  shall  strike, 
When  fitness  calls  them  on ;  and  know,  by  measuret 
Of  their  observant  toil,  the  enemies'  weight,— 
Why,  this  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity  : 
They  call  this— bed-work,  mappery,  closet-war: 
So  that  the  ram,  that  batters  clown  the  wall. 
For  the  great  swing  and  rudeness  of  his  i)oise. 
They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  engine ; 
Or  those,  that  with  the  fineness  of  their  souls 
By  reason  guide  his  execution. 

Nest,  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles*  horse 
Makes  manv  Thetis'^ sons.  [Trumpet  sounds^ 

Agam.  What  trumpet  ?  look,  Menelaus. 

IMer  JEneas. 

Men.  From  Troy. 

Agam.  What  would  you  'fore  our  tent? 

^ne.  Is  this 
Great  Agamemnon's  tent,  I  pray  ? 

Agam.  Even  this. 

^ne.  May  one,  that  is  a  herald  and  a  prince, 
Bo  a  fair  message  to  his  kingly  ears  ? 

Agam.  With  surety  stronger  than  Achilles'  arm 
'Fore  all  the  Greekish  heads,  which  with  one  voice 
Call  Agamemnon  head  and  general. 

•  So  haughtUy.  f  Meau*. 
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JEne.  Fair  leave,  and  large  security.    How  may 
A  stranger  to  those  most  imperial  looks 
Know  tnem  from  eyes  of  otner  mortals  ? 

Agam.  How? 

Mne.  Ay : 
I  ask,  that  I  might  wsiken  reverence, 
And  hid  the  cheek  he  ready  with  a  hlush 
Modest  as  morning  when  she  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Phoebus : 
Which  is  that  §od  in  office,  guiding  men  P 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  ? 

Agam.  This  Trojan  scorns  us ;  or  the  men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  courtiers. 

Mne.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unorm'd, 
As  bending  angels ;  thaf  s  their  fame  in>  peace : 
But  when  they  would  seem  soldiers,  they  have  galls, 
Good  arms,  strong  joints,  true  swords ;  and,  Jove's  accord, 
Nothing  so  full  or  heart.    But  peace,  ^neas, 
Peace,  Trojan ;  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  Ups ! 
The  worthmess  of  praise  disdains  his  worth, 
If  that  the  praised  himself  bring  the  praise  forth : 
But  what  the  repining  enemy  commends. 
That  breath  fame  follows ;  that  praise,  sole  pure,  transcends. 

Agam.  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  yourself -SJneas  ? 

Mm.  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 

Agam.  Whaf  s  your  aflfair,  I  pray  you  ? 

Mne.  Sir,  pardon ;  'tis  for  Agamemnon's  ears. 

Agam.  He  hears  nought  privately  that  comes  from  Troy. 

Mne.  Nor  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whisper  him : 
Boring  a  trumpet  to  awsike  his  ear ; 
To  set  his  sense  on  the  attentive  bent, 
And  then  to  sjpeak. 

Agam.  Speak  frankly*  as  the  wind ; 
It  is  not  Agamemnon's  sleeping  hour : 
That  thou  shalt  know.  Trojan,  ne  is  awake, 
He  tells  thee  so  himself. 

Mne.  Trumpet,  blow  loud, 
Send  thy  brass  voice  througn  all  these  lazy  tents : 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him  know. 
What  Troy  means  fairly  shall  be  spoke  aloud.  \_Tnm/pei  sounds. 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy 
A  prince  (ail'd  Hector  (Priam  is  his  father), 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long-continued  truce 
Is  rusty  grown ;  he  bade  me  take  a  trumpet. 
And  to  tnis  purpose  speak.    Kings,  princes,  lords ! 
If  there  be  one  among  the  fair*st  or  Greece, 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  ease ;     v 
That  seeks  his  praise  more  than  he  fears  his  -p&nh; 
That  knows  his  valour,  and  knows  not  to  fear ;     V 
That  loves  his  mistress  more  than  in  confessionf     \ 
(With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves),  v 

And  dare  avow  her  beauty  and  her  worth,  ^ 

•  Freely.  t  Profession.  ^. 
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In  other  arms  than  hers,—to  him  this  challenge. 
Hector,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  best  to  do  it, 
He  hath  a  lady,  wiser,  fairer,  truer, 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compass  in  his  arms ; 
And  will  to-morrow  with  ms  trumpet  call. 
Mid-way  between  your  tents  and  wsdls  of  Troy, 
To  rouse  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love : 
If  any  come.  Hector  shall  honour  him ; 
If  none,  he'll  say  in  Troy,  when  he  retires. 
The  Grecian  dames  are  sun-bum'd,  and  not  worth 
The  splinter  of  a  lance.    Even  so  much. 

Agam,  This  shall  be  told  our  lovers,  lord  Maeas ; 
If  none  of  them  have  soul  in  such  a  kind. 
We  left  them  all  at  home :  But  we  are  soldiers ; 
And  may  that  soldier  a  mere  recreant  prove, 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  love ! 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be. 
That  one  meets  Hector ;  if  none  else,  I  am  he. 

Negt.  Tell  him  of  Nestor,  one  that  was  a  man 
When  Hector's  grandsire  suck'd :  he  is  old  now ; 
But  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  host 
One  noble  man,  that  hath  one  spark  of  fire 
To  answer  for  his  love.  Tell  him  from  me,— 
ril  hide  my  silver  beard  in  a  ^old  beaver. 
And  in  my  vantbrace*  put  this  wither'd  brawn ; 
And  meetins  him,  will  tell  him.  That  my  lady 
Was  fairer  than  lus  grandame,  and  as  chaste 
As  may  be  in  the  world :  His  youth  in  flood, 
ril  prove  this  truth  with  mv  tiiree  drops  of  blood. 

Mne.  Now  heavens  forbid  such  scarcity  of  youth  I 

Ulyss.  Amen ! 

Agam,  Fair  lord  .tineas,  let  me  touch  your  hand ; 
To  our  pavilion  shall  I  lead  you.  Sir. 
Achilles  shall  have  word  of  tnis  intent : 
So  shall  each  lord  of  Greece,  from  tent  to  tent : 
Yourself  shall  feast  with  us  before  you  go. 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe. 

\_Exeunt  all  hut  Ulysses  and  Nestob. 

Ulyst.  Nestor, 

NeH,  What  says  Ulysses  ? 

Ulyst.  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain. 
Be  you  my  time  to  bring  it  to  some  shape. 

Nest,  Whatis't? 

Uly88.  This 'tis: 
Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots :  The  seeded  pride 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  must  or  now  be  cropp'd. 
Or,  sheddiif  g,  breed  a  nursery  of  like  evil. 
To  overbulk  us  all. 

If  est.  Well,  and  how? 

Ulyss^  This  challenge  that  the  gallant  Hector  sendsi, 
*  Annour  for  the  arm. 

\, 
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However  it  is  spread  in  general  name, 
Kelates  in  purpose  only  to  Achilles. 

Nest.  The  purpose  is  perspicuous  even  as  substance, 
Whose  grossness  little  characters  sum  up : 
And,  in  the  nublication,  make  no  strain,* 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
As  banks  of  Libya, — though,  Aix)llo  knows, 
'Tis  dry  enough,— will,  with  wlmt  great  speed  of  judgment. 
Ay,  with  celerity,  find  Heotx)r*s  purpose 
Fomting  on  him. 

Ulpst,  And  wake  him  to  the  answer,  think  you  ?    . 

Nest.  Yes. 
It  is  most  meet :  Whom  may  you  else  oppose, 
That  can  from  Hector  bring  those  honours  otf. 
If  not  Achilles  P    Though't  be  a  sportful  combat, 
Yet  in  the  trial  much  opinion  dwells ; 
For  here  the  Trojans  taste  our  dear'st  repute 
With  their  fin'st  palate :  And  trust  to  me,  Ulysses, 
Our  imputation  snail  be  oddly  poised 
In  this  wild  action :  for  the  success. 
Although  particular,  shall  give  a  scantlingt 
Of  gooa  or  bad  unto  the  general ; 
And  in  such  indexes,  although  small  pricks:}: 
To  their  subsequent  volumes,  there  is  seen 
The  baby  figure  of  the  giant  mass 
Of  things  to  come  at  lai^e.    It  is  supposed. 
He,  that  meets  Hector,  issues  from  our  choice : 
And  choice,  being  mutual,  act  of  all  our  souls, 
Makes  ment  her  election ;  and  doth  boiL 
As  'twere  firom  forth  us  aU,  a  man  distilled 
Out  of  our  virtues ;  Who  miscarrying. 
What  heart  receives  from  hence  a  conquering  part, 
To  steel  a  strong  opinion  to  themselves  ? 
Which  entertain'd,  limbs  are  his  instruments. 
In  no  less  working,  than  are  swords  and  bows 
Directive  by  the  limbs. 

Ulyss.  Give  pardon  to  my  speech  ;— 
Therefore  'tis  meet,  Achilles  meet  not  Hector. 
Let  us,  like  merchants,  show  our  foulest  wares, 
And  think,  perchance,  they'll  sell ;  if  not, 
The  lustre  of  the  better  shall  exceed, 
1^  showing  the  worse  first.    Do  not  consent, 
Tnat  ever  Hector  and  Achilles  meet ; 
For  both  our  honour  and  our  shame,  in  this. 
Are  dogg'd  with  two  strange  followers. 

Nest.  1  see  them  not  with  mv  old  eyes ;  what  are  they  ? 

Uli/ss.  What  glory  our  Adiilles  shares  from  Hector, 
Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  should  share  with  him : 
But  he  already  is  too  insolent ; 
And  we  were  better  parch  in  Afric  sun. 
Than  in  the  pride  and  salt  scorn  of  his  eyes, 

*  Difficulty.  t  Measure. 

t  Small  points  compared  with  the  volumes. 
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Should  he  *scape  Ilectxjr  fair :  K  he  were  foil'd. 

Why,  then  we  did  our  main  opinion*  crush 

In  taint  of  our  best  nmn.    No,  make  a  lottery ; 

And,  by  device,  let  blockish  Ajax  draw 

The  sortt  to  fight  with  Hector:  Among  ourselves. 

Give  him  allowance  for  the  better  man. 

For  that  will  physic  the  great  Myrmidon, 

Who  broils  in  loud  applause ;  and  make  him  fall 

His  crest  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends. 

If  the  dull  brainless  Ajax  come  safe  ofl^ 

We'll  dress  him  up  in  voices :  If  he  fail, 

Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  still  * 

That  we  have  better  men.    But,  hit  or  miss, 

Our  project's  life  this  shape  of  sense  assumes — 

Ajax,  employ'd,  plucks  down  Achilles'  plumes. 

Nest.  Ulysses, 
Now  I  begin  to  relish  thy  advice ; 
And  I  will  give  a  taste  of  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon :  go  we  to  him  straight 
Two  curs  shall  tame  each  other ;  Pride  alone 
Must  tarret  the  mastiff  on,  as  'twere  their  bone.  IBxevnt. 


ACT  n. 

SCENS  I.—jinother  part  of  the  Orecian  Camp, 
Enter  Ajax  and  THEfiSITES. 

Ajax,  Thersites, 

Ther.  Agamemnon— how  if  he  had  boils  ?  full,  all  over,  ge- 
nerally ? 

Ajax.  Thersites, 

Ther.  And  those  boils  did  run  ?— Say  so, — did  not  the  general 
run  then  ?  were  not  that  a  botchy  core  ? 

Ajax,  Bog, 

T?ier.  Then  would  come  some  matter  from  him ;  I  see  none 
now. 

Ajax.  Thou  bitch-wolf's  son,  canst  thou  not  hear  ?  Peel  then. 

[Strikes  him. 

Ther.  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  tbee,  thou  mongrel  beef- 
witted  lord ! 

Ajax.  Speak,  then,  thou  unsalted  leaveuj  speak :  I  will  beat 
thee  into  handsomeness. 

Ther.  I  shall  sooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holiness :  but,  I 
think,  th^r  horse  will  sooner  con  an  oration,  than  thou  learn  l 
prayer  without  book.  Thou  canst  strike,  canst  thou?  a  red 
murrain  o'  thy  jade's  tricks ! 

Ajax.  Toa(w-stool.  learn  me  the  proclrvmation, 

Ther.  Dost  thou  tninl^  I  have  no  sense,  thou  strikest  me  tbus  ? 

Ajax.  The  proclamation, — 

Ther.  Thou  art  proclaim'd  a  fool,  I  think. 

*  Estimation.  f  Lot.  t  Excite, 
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'djax.  Do  not.  porpentine,*  do  ncftjim*  ftag«i*  ifelu    ' 

T^ef.  I  would  thou  didst  itch  from  neftd  t0  foot,  aad  I  had 
4^  SCTfttcMhe  of  thee;  I  wottM  make  thee  the  loathsomest  jcab 
in  Greece.  When  thou  art  fort±[  in  the  ineurBioBfs,  thou  smkest 
as  slow  as  another. 

J&'flfc  lBay,theinrocl»asateon,— »*« 

2%er,  Thou  grumblest  and  railest  every  hour  on  AohlHes ;  and 
thou  art  as  fullof  envy  at  his  greatness,  as  Cei%ert»  is  at  Proser- 
pina's beauty,  ay,  that-thotiHtdrk^  at  him. 

^'ax.  Mistress  ThersitesJ 

Ther.  Thou  should^st  stl^fe  him. 

JJax.  Cobloaf  !t 

Ther,  H6  we«ld  p*ifl  J  thee  into  rfiiver^irith  his  fist,  as  a  sailor 
brealus  a  biscuit. 

JJax.  You  whoreson  cur !  [Seating  kirn. 

Ther.  Bo,  do. 

AjcuD,  Thou  stool  for  a  witch  -!  §- 

l%er.  Ay,  do,  do ;  thou  sodden-witled  tel»d  f  thou  hast  no 
more  brain  than  I  have  in  mine  elbows ;  an  assinego  [|  may  t«ttor 
thee :  Thou  scurvy  valiant  ass ;  thou  Mt  here  put  to  thrae^  Tro- 
itois ;  and  thou  fkrt  bought  and  sdd  aznongthose  of  any  wit,  like  a 
Barbarian  slave.  If  ^k>u  iisef  to  beat  me,  l  will  bcein  at  thy  heel, 
and  tell  what  thou  art  by  inches,  thou  thing  of  nO  biOwels,  thoti ! 

-^'flwr.  You  dog! 

Ther,  You  souffvy  lord! 

A^.  Yettcur!  [SefMng  him. 

7%er,  Mars  his  idiot !  do,  rudeness ;  d<^,  oamel ;  ao,  do. 

J5!»ier  Achilles  and  TAfEZooms. 

AtMi.  Why,  how  now.  Aiax .?  whdueibre  do  you  thus  ? 
How  now,  Thersites  ?  wbars  the  malt9r»  man  P 

Ther,  X  ou  see  him  there,  do  you  ? 

Achil,  Ay,  whaifs  the  master  r 

Ther,  Najr.  look  upon  him* 

^e^.  80 1  do ;  Whaf  a  the  matter  ? 

Ther.  Nay.  but  regard  him  weli. 

Aohil.  W^lii  why  I  do  so. 

Ther.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him :  for,  whosoevier 
you  take  hun  to  be,  he  is  Ajxik 
.  AMh  I  know  tiiat,.  fool.  ,  j 

-  2!&en  ASTjbutlthatloolkaowBjnQthtoself. 
.  Adoa.  Therefore  I  beat  thee. 

Ther.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit  he  utters !  his  Eva- 
sions have  earft  tiise  loo^.  \i\mm  bobbed  hir  bnan,  moi!^  than 
he  has  beat  my  bones :  I  will  bUy  nine  spaimms  li^r  &  penny,  and 
his  'pia  muter  is  itdfi  worUi  the  ninth  pifcrt  ol^  flpanrowi  This 
lord  Achilles,  Ajax^-^^ho  wears^  hk  wit  &n  linsb^i  and  hisf  guits 
in  his  head,— I'D  tdl  ytm  what  \,v^  of  himi   .^j . .     i 

Achil.  What?-  .■:-       -i^^       ...7    M(  7'>a  •  '  ■    ,/ 

*  Porcupine.  f  Chis^,  trtieV6ft' Io«fi  ''       •   f'^^ond. 

S  There  osedttio  ^ii«Aod^  «r!pttAlBhiii|^ifv4tbhei^"by^g  thei»  ei<e§s- 
legged  on  a  high  stool.  n^        ::.■>'.; 

VOL.  i^;-  '-  -•••»'    V  .u,i  1-.  '.  ^2  F  /..imj;.,  .  ■''  + 
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Tker,  I  ny,  this  JUax 

jleM2.  Nay,  good  Ajaz. 

[  Ajax  oi^tfff  to  f^rOw  Mm,  ACHILLBS  vUerpoMe*. 

Ther.  Has  not  so  muon  wit 

Aehil.  Nay,  I  must  hold  you. 

Tker,  As  will  stop  the  eye  of  Hden's  needle,  for  whom  he 
oomes  to  fight. 

^AO.  Peao& fool! 

Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietness,  but  the  fool  will  not : 
he  there ;  that  he ;  look  you  there. 

JJax.  O  thou  damned  cur !  I  shall 

JehU.  Will  you  set  your  wit  to  a  fool's  ? 

2*her.  No,  1  warrantyou;  for  a  fool's  will  shame  it. 

Fair.  Good  words,  Thersites. 

A(^a.  WhafstheauarrelP 

JJax,  I  bade  the  yile  owl,  go  learn  me  the  tenour  of  the  pro- 
claxnation,  and  he  rails  uiK>n  me. 

Ther.  I  serve  thee  not 

JJ(ue»  WeU,  go  to,  go  to. 

Iner,  I  serve  nere  voluntary. 

Aehil.  Your  last  service  was  sufferance,  'twas  not  voluntary : 
no  man  is  beaten  voluntary  ;*  Ajax  was  here  the  voluntary,  ana 
you  as  under  an  impress. 

Ther.  Even  so  ?— A  great  deal  of  your  wit  too  lies  in  your 
sinew&  or  elset  here  be  liars.  Hector  shall  have  a  great  catch, 
if  he  knock  out  either  of  your  brains;  a'  were  as  fi^ood  crack  a 
fusty  nut  with  no  kemeL 

AchiL  What,  with  me  toa  Thersites  f 

Ther.  There's  Ulvsses,  ana  old  Nestor,— whose  wit  was  mouldy 
ere  your  grandsires  nad  nails  on  their  toes,— yoke  you  like  draught 
oxen,  and  make  you  plough  up  the  wars. 

AehU.  Whati  what  ? 

Ther.  Yes,  sood  sooth ;  to,  Achilles !  to,  Ajax !  to! 

AJax.  I  shall  cut  out  your  tongue. 

IW.  'Tis  no  matter;  I  shall  speak  as  much  as  thou,  afterwards. 

F(Ur.  No  more  words,  ThersitiBS ;  peace. 

Ther.  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles'  brachf  bids  me, 
shall  I? 

Aehil.  There's  for  you.  Patrodus. 

Ther.  I  will  see  you  hanged,  like  dotpoles,  ere  I  come  any 
more  to  your  tents ;  I  will  keep  where  there  is  wit  stirring,  and 
leave  the  faction  of  fools.  l^ExU. 

Pair.  A  good  riddance. 

AehU.  Marry,  this.  Sir,  is  proclami'd  through  all  our  host : 
That  Hector,  by  the  first  hour  of  the  sun. 
Will,  with  a  trumpet,  'twixt  our  tents  and  Troy, 
To-morrow  mominx  call  some  knight  to  arms, 
That  hath  a  stomacn ;  and  such  a  one.  that  dare 
Maintain— I  know  not  what ;  'tis  trash :  Farewell 

Ajax.  Farewell    Who  shall  answer  him  ? 

Aehil.  I  know  not,  it  is  put  to  lottery;  otherwise. 
He  knew  his  man. 

Ajax.  O,  meaning  you :— 111  go  learn  more  of  it.        lExeunt, 
*  Voluntarily.  f  A  small  scenting  hoand< 
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SCENE  IL— Troy,    Altoomw'PniAltB  Palaee, 

Enter  PsiAif,  Hbctob,  Tboiltjb,  Fabis,  aitd  Hslenus. 

Fri,  After  so  many  hours,  lives,  speeches,  spent, 
Thus  once  again  says  Nestor  from  the  Greeks ; 
DeUver  Helen,  and<dl  damage  else-- 
Am  honour,  loss  of  time,  travel,  expense. 
Wounds,  friends,  and  what  else  dear  that  is  consumed 
In  hot  digestion  of  this  cormorant  war, — 
Shall  be  struck  off ,'— Hector,  what  say  you  to't  P 

Sect.  Though  no  man  lesser  fears  tne  Greeks  than  I, 
As  far  as  toucheth  my  particular,  yet, 
Dread  Friam, 

There  is  no  lady  of  more  softer  bowels, 
More  spungy  to  suck  in  the  sense  of  fear. 
More  i^y  to  cry  out— IF^  knows  what  follows  ? 
Than  Hector  is :  The  wound  of  peace  is  surety. 
Surety  secure ;  but  modest  doubt  is  call'd 
The  beacon  of  the  wise,  the  tent  that  searches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worst    Let  Helen  go : 
Since  the  first  sword  was  drawn  about  this  question, 
Every  tithe  soul,  'monest  many  thousand  dmies,* 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen ;  I  mean,  of  ours : 
If  we  have  lost  so  many  tenths  of  ours, 
To  snard  a  thing  not  ours ;  not  worth  to  us, 
Had  it  our  name,  the  value  of  one  ten ; 
What  merit 's  in  that  reason,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Tro,  Fie,  fie,  my  brother ! 
Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  king. 
So  great  as  our  dread  father,  in  a  sode 
Of  common  ounces  ?  will  you  with  counters  sum 
The  past-nroportion  of  his  infinite  ? 
And  Duckle-in  a  waist  most  fathomless. 
With  spans  and  inches  so  diminutive 
Aa  fears  and  reasons  ?  fie,  fbr  godly  shame ! 

Sel  No  marvel,  though  you  bite  so  sharp  at  reasons, 
You  are  so  empty  of  them.    Should  not  our  father 
Bear  the  great  sway  of  his  affairs  with  reasons, 
Becausejour  spoem  hath  none,  that  tells  him  so  ? 

Tro.  X  ou  are  for  dreams  and  slumbers,  brother  priest. 
You  fur  your  gloves  with  reason.    Here  are  your  reasons : 
You  know,  an  enemy  intends  you.  harm ; 
You  know,  a  sword  employed  is  perilous. 
And  reason  flies  the  object  of  all  harm : 
Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  beholds 
A  Grecian  ^d  his  sword,  if  he  do  set 
The  very  wmra  of  reason  to  his  heels ; 
And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove^ 
Or  like  a  star  disorVd  ?-— Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reason, 
Let's  shut  our  gates,  and  sleep :  Manhood  and  houour 
Should  have  hare  hearts,  would  they  but  fot  their  thoughts 
♦  Tenths. 
2  F  2 
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With  this  onunm*d  reason :  reftson  and  reepeet* 
Make  livers  pale,  and  lustihood  d^ect 

Hect.  Broiher,  she  is  not  worth  what  she  doth  cost 
The  holding. 

Tro.  What  is  atight,  but  as  ^  Yained  i^ 

Sect  But  Talue  dwells  not  in  partienlar  will ; 
It  holds  his  estimate  and  dignitjr 
As  well  whemn  'las  precious  of  itself 
As  in  the  prizer :  'tis  mad  idolatry, 
To  make  me  servioe  greater  than  the  god  - 

And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  attributive 
To  what  infectiously  itself  aflfecte,  f 
Without  some  image  of  the  affected  merit. 

T}ro.  I  take  to-day  a  wife,  and  my  election 
Is  led  on  in  the  conducfr  of  my  will : 
My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears, 
Two  traded  pilots  twixt  the  dangraous  shores 
Of  will  and  jud^ent :  How  may  I  aydd. 
Although  my  will  distaste  what  it  eleoted, 
The  wife  I  «hose  P  there  can  be  no  evasion 
To  blench  J  frtmi  this,  and  to  stand  firm  by  honour : 
We  turn  not  back  the  silks  upon  l^e  merchant, 
When  we  have  soil'd  than ;  nor  the  remainder  viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unreOTKwtive  §  sieve, 
Because  we  now  are  full    It  was  thought  meet, 
Paris  should  do  some  vengeance  on  the  Greeks : 
Your  breath  with  full  consent  beUied  his  sails ; 
The  seas  and  winds  (old  wranglers)  took  a  truce. 
And  did  him  service ;  he  touched  the  ports  desir  d ; 
And,  for  an  old  aunt,  )|  whom  the  Greeks  held  captive. 
He  brought  a  Grecian  quewi,  whoeeyoutti  and  freshness 
Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  makes  stale  i  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her,  the  Grecians  keep  our  aunt : 
Is  she  worth  keepmg  ?  why,  she  is  a  neari. 
Whose  price  hath  launched  above  a  thousand  ships. 
And  tum'd  crown'd  kini^  to  merchants. 
If  you'll  ttvouct,  'twas  wisdom  Paris  went, 
(As  you  must  needs,  for  you  all  cried—G^o,  $t)), 
If  you'll  confess,  he  brought  home  noUe  prize, 
(As  you  must  needs,  for  vou  all  ol»pp'd  your  hands; 
And  criodr-InegHmable  f)  why  do  you  now 
The  issue  of  your  prcqper  wisdoms  rate ; 
And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did,^ 
Beggar  the  estimation  which  you  priz'd 
Bicher  than  sea  and  land?  O  then  most  base; 
That  we  have  stolen  i;i4iat  we  do  fear  to  ke^ ! 
But,  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  so  stolen, 
That  in  their  country  did  them  that  dis^^?aoe, 
We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  natite  i^ace ! 

«  Cantioii.  t  That  creates  the  excellence  it  admires, 

t  Shrink  from.  (  Conunon  basket. 

t  Pfihm's  sister,  Hesione.  ^  The  opposileof  *edi. 

**  Be  more  chang^eable  than  fortoiie. 
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Cas.  [wt^Aw].  Cry,  Trojans,  cry ! 

Pri.  What  noise  ?  what  shridt  is  this  ? 

2V0.  Tis  our  mad  sister^  I  do  know  her  voice. 

Cas.  [mthin].  Cry, Trojans! 

Hect.  It  is  Cassandra. 

Unter  CassandEA,  raving, 

Cas.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry !  lend  me  ten  thousand  eyea^ 
And  I  will  fill  them  ^th  prophetic  tears. 

Sect,  FefMoe,  sister,  peace. 

Cas,  Virgins  and  oo^s,  mid-age  and  wrinkled  elders, 
Soft  infancy,  that  notmng  canst  hut  cry. 
Add  to  my  damours !  let  us  pay  hetimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mass  of  moan  to  come. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry !  practise  your  eyes  with  tears ! 
Troy  must  not  he,  nor  goodly  Ilion  stand; 
Our  fire-hrand  hrother  Paris,  *  hurns  us  all. 
Cry,  Trojans,  cry !  a  Helen  and  a  woe : 
Cry,  cry,  Troy  hums,  or  else  let  Helen  go.  ISxii, 

Sect.  Now  youthful  Troilus.  do  not  these  high  strains 
Of  divination  m  our  sister  work 
Some  touches  df  remorse  ?  or  is  your  hlood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  discourse  of  reason* 
Nor  fear  of  had  success  in  a  had  cause. 
Can  qualify  the  same  ? 

Tro.  Why,  hrother  Hector, 
We  may  not  think  the  justness  of  each  act 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it ; 
Nor  once  deject  the  courage  of  our  minds, 
Because  Cassandra's  mad :  her  hrain-sick  raptures 
Cannot  distaste  f  the  goodness  of  a  quarrel. 
Which  hath  our  several  honours  all  engaged 
To  make  it  gracious.  1   Por  my  private  part, 
I  am  no  more  touch'd  than  all  Priam's  sons : 
And  Jove  forhid,  there  should  he  done  amongst  us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakest  spleen 
To  fight  for  and  maintf^ ! 

Par.  Else  might  the  world  convince  §  of  levi^ 
As  well  my  undertakings,  as  your  oouosels; 
But  I  attest  the  gods,  your  full  consent 
G^ve  wings  to  my  propension,  and  cut  off 
All  fears  attending  on  so  dire  a  inrojeot. 
For  what,  alas,  can  these  my  single  arms  ? 
What  propugnation  ||  is  in  one  man's  valour. 
To  stand  the  push  and  enmity  of  those 
This  quarrel  would  excite  ?  j^et,  I  protest^, 
Were  I  alone  to  pass  the  dimcmties. 
And  had  as  ample  power  as  I  have  will, 
Paris  should  ne^er  retract  what  he  hath  done 
Nor  faint  in  the  pursuit. 


{  To  set  it  off,  %  Convict.  ]  Defisiioe. 


*  Hecuba,  when  preg;niait  with  Paris,  dreamed  she  was  abont  to  be ' 
deliTered  of  a  firebrand.  t  Change  to  the  worse. 
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Pri.  Paris,  you  speak 
Like  one  besotted  on  your  sweet  delights : 
You  have  the  honey  still,  but  these  the  gall ; 
So  to  be  Taliant  is  no  praise  at  alL 

Par,  Sir,  I  propose  not  merely  to  myself 
The  pleasures  suoh  a  beauliy  brings  with  it ; 
But  I  would  have  the  soil  of  her  fair  rape 
Wip'd  oflf,  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treason  were  it  to  ttie  ransack'd  queen, 
Disgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  shame  to  me. 
Now  to  deUver  her  possession  up. 
On  terms  of  base  compulsion  ?    Can  it  be. 
That  so  degenerate  a  strain  as  this. 
Should  once  set  footing  in  your  generous  bosoms  ? 
There's  not  the  meanest  spirit  on  our  party, 
Witiiout  a  heart  to  dare,  or  sword  to  curaw, 
When  Helen  is  defended;  nor  none  so  noble. 
Whose  life  w^e  ill  bestowd,  or  death  imfam  d. 
Where  Helen  is  the  subject :  then  I  say. 
Well  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom,  we  Imow  well, 
The  world's  large  spaces  cannot  parallel. 

Sed,  Paris  and  Troilus,  jon  nave  both  said  w^ : 
And  on  the  cause  and  question  now  in  hand 
Have  gloz'd,*--but  superficially ;  not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  Aristotle  thought 
Unfit  to  hear  moral  philosophy : 
The  reasons  you  all^.  do  more  conduce 
To  the  hot  passion  of  distemper'd  blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 
'Twixt  right  and  wrong ;  For  pleasure  and  revenge, 
Qave  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  decision.    Nature  craves, 
All  dues  be  render'd  to  their  owners ;  Now 
What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity. 
Than  wife  is  to  the  husband?  if  this  law 
Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affection ; 
And  that  great  minds,  off  partial  indulgence 
To  their  benumbed  wiUs,  resist  the  same ; 
There  is  a  law  in  each  well  ordered  nation, 
To  curb  those  raging  appetites  that  are 
Most  disobedient  and  refractory. 
If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Sparta's  king,— 
As  it  is  known  she  !&— these  moral  laws 
Of  nature,  and  of  nations  speak  aloud 
To  have  her  back  retum^i :  Thus  to  persist 
In  doins  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong. 
But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.    Hector's  opinion 
Is  this  in  way  of  truth :  yet  ne  ertheless, 
My  epiiUfy  Srethren,  I  propend  X  to  you 
In  resolution  to  keen  Helen  still ; 
For  *iaa  a  cause  that  nath  no  mean  dependence 
Uix>n  our  joint  and  several  dignities. 

•  Commented.  t  Through.  t  Incline  to. 
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Tro.  Why,  there  you  touoh'd  the  life  of  our  design : 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affeoted 
Tian  the  performance  of  our  heaying  spleens, 
I  would  not  wish  a  drop  of  Trojan  hlood 
Spent  more  in  her  defence.    But,  worthy  Hector, 
Sne  is  a  theme  of  honour  and  renown ; 
A  spur  to  yaliant  and  magnanimous  deeds ; 
Whose  present  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes. 
And  iSame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us : 
Por,  I  presume,  brave  Hector  would  not  lose 
So  rich  adyantage  of  a  promised  glory, 
Aj9  oniles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  action. 
Por  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

Hec,  I  am  yours^ 
You  valiant  oflfepriuK  of  great  Priamus.— 
I  have  a  roistling  *  challenge  sent  amongst 
The  dull  and  factious  nobles  of  the  Greeks, 
Will  strike  amazement  to  their  drowsy  spirits : 
I  was  adv^rtis'd,  their  great  general  slept, 
Wlulst  emulation  f  in  the  army  crept ; 
l^is,  I  presume,  will  wake  him.  [Uxeunt 

SCENi:  IIIr-The  Orecian  Camp,    B^ore  Achilles'  tent. 
Enter  Thbbsitbs. 

Ther.  How  now,  Thersites  ?  what,  lost  in  the  labyrinth  of  thy 
fury  ?  Shall  the  elephant  Ajax  carry  it  thus  P  he  beats  me,  and 
I  rail  at  him :  O  worthy  satisfaction !  'would,  it  were  otherwise ; 
that  I  could  beat  him,  whilst  he  rail'd  at  me :  'Sfooi,  I'll  learn  to 
conjure  and  rdse  de^ols,  but  111  see  some  issue  of  my  spitefUl 
execrations.  Then  there's  Achilles,— «  rare  engineer.  If  Troy 
oe  not  taken  till  these  two  undermine  it,  the  walls  will  stand  tlD. 
they  faXi  of  themselves.  O  thou  great  thunder-darter  of  Olym- 
pus»  forget  that  thou  art  Jove  the  king  of  gods :  and.  Mercury, 
lose  all  the  serpentine  craft  of  thy  Cadmceue;  I  if  ye  take  not 
that  little  little  less-than-Uttle  wit  from  them  that  they  have ! 
which  short-aimed  ignorance  itself  knows  is  so  abundant  scarce, 
H  will  not  in  circumvention  deUver  a  fly  ttora.  a  spider,  without 
drawing  their  massy  irons,  and  cutting  the  web.  After  this,  the 
vengeance  on  the  whole  camp !  or,  rather,  the  bone-ache !  for 
that  methinks,  is  the  curse  d^>endent  on  those  that  war  for  a 
placket.  I  have  said  my  prayers ;  and  devil,  envy,  say  Amen. 
What,  ho !  my  lord  Achilles  ! 

Enter  Patboclus. 
Pcstr,  Who's  there  ?  Thersites  ?  Gkx>d  Thersites,  come  in  and 
rail 

Ther,  If  I  could  have  remembered  a  gilt  counterfeit,  thou 
wouldest  not  have  slipped  out  of  my  contemplation :  but  it  is  no 
mattOT ;  Thyself!  upon  thyself !  The  common  curse  of  mankind, 
folly  and  ignorance^  be  tmne  in  great  revenue !  heaven  bless  thee 
tcom  a  tutor,  and  discipline  come  not  near  thee !  Let  thy  blood 
•  Blostering.  t  Envy, 

t  The  wand  of  Mercury  which  is  wreathed  with  serpenta. 
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bethydireo^n  ^  «hyd6«jth!  Hhr  if  ahe,tli»ila9Btiieer<mt, 
says— thou  art  a  fair  oorse,  I'U  be  swiftn  «iid  sweni  upon  %  ^ 
never  shrouded  any  -but  lasers.  *    AiBen.-~Wbere'8  AehiOes  ? 

Pair,  What,  art  thou  4eYout  ?  wast  thou  m  prayer  ? 

Ther,  Ay ;  The  ikmfem  hear  met 

JEnter  Acmtttd, 

AcM.  Who's  there? 

Pair.  Thersites,  iny  lord. 

AcUl,  Where,  where?— Art  thou  come?  Why,  my  cheese,  my 
digestion,  why  hast  thou  not  served  thyself  in  to  my  tahle  so 
many  meals  ?    Come ;  what's  Agamemnon  ? 

Ther.  Thy  commander,  Achilles :— Then  tell  me,  BatrocIus» 
whaf 8  Achilles? 

Patr.  Thy  lord,  Thersites;  Thwi,  tell  met,  I  |>nor  thec^  whafa 
thyself? 

Ther.  Thy  knower,Patroolus;  ThenteUme,  Patroclus,  wh»fc 
art  thou  ? 

Pair.  Thou  mayest  telL  that  knowest 

Achil.  O.telLtelL 

Ther^  111  decline  the  whole  questicm.  Agamemnon  oommanda 
Achilles;  Achilles  is  my  lord;  I  am  Pa&oclus'  knower;  and 
PatrocluaifiaftuL 

Pair.  You  rascal ! 

Ther.  Peace,  fool ;  I  have  not  done. 

Achil.  He  is  a  privileged  man.— Proceed,  Th^rsttes. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool ;  AchiBes  is  a  fool ;  tRiw^tes  k  a 
fool;  ancLas  aforesaid,  Patroclus  is  a  fool 

AcMl.  Derive  this;  come, 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command  AdiUles; 
Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of  Agamemnon ;  Thersites  is 
a  fool  to  serve  such  a  fool ;  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool  positive. 

Pair.  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  of  the  prover.^It  suffices  me,  thou 
art.    Look  you,  who  comes  here ! 

Mnter  Agamemmoit,  XJlyssbs,  Nbstob,  Diohepes^  €md  Ajax. 

AoUl.  PatrooluB,  HI  wpesk  with  nobody  ^-<k>m6  in  with  me, 
TSiersites.  iSxit. 

Ther,  H^reissuchpatohery.tsudiiuKglinftandsuchknaveiyl 
aH  the  arvumttit  is^  a  oncduMa,  and  a  wmore ;  A  good  quarreL  to 
dniw  emmouAt  fiictiofii»  and  bleed  to  de^  upon.  Now  the  dry 
serpigo  §  on  the  subject :  and  war  and  lechery  xxuftfound  aJl ! 

[JExit, 

Agam.  Where  is  Achilles  ? 

Pair.  WWhitt  his  tent ;  but  ID  dfspoto'd,  my  TttttL 

Agam.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are  here. 
He  shent  1|  our  messengers ;  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainments,  Tvisiting  of  him : 
Let  him  be  told  so ;  1^,  perchance,  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  question  of  our  place, 
Or  know  not  What  we  are. 

*  Lepers.  t  Deception.  l   ^:nnoas. 

f  Tetter,  scab.  I  Rebuked,  rated.  ^  Appehdage  of  dignity. 
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Tatr,  I  shall  say  so  to  him.  [Smt 

Ulyss.  We  saw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  tent ;  he  is  not  sick. 

JJax.  Yes,  Uon-sick,  siok  of  proud  heart ;  you  may  call  it 
melancholy,  if  you  wiU  favour  the  man ;  hut,  by  my  nead,  'tis 
pride :  But  why,  why  ?  let  him  show  us  a  eause. — A  word,  m/ 
lord.  [_T€tkes  Agamsmkon  aside. 

NeH,  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 

£%««.  Achilles  hath  mveigled  his  fool  fi'om  him. 

2rest.  Who?  Thersites? 

Ulyss,  He. 

Nest.  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he  have  lost  his  argument 

Ulyss,  No  you  see,  he  is  his  argument,  that  has  his  argument ; 
Achilles. 

J^est  All  the  better ;  their  fraction  is  more  our  wish  than  their 
faction :  But  it  was  a  strong  composure,  a  fool  could  disunite. 

Ulyss*  The  amity,  that  wisdom  knits  not,  folly  may  easily 
imtie.    Here  comes  Patrodus. 

Me-enter  Patboclub. 

Nest.  No  Achilles  with  him. 

Ulyss.  The  elephant  hath  joints,  but  none  for  courtesy :  his 
le^^are  legs  for  necessity,  not  for  flexure. 

iPatr.  Achilles  bids  me  say— he  is  much  sorry. 
If  anything  more  than  your  sport  and  pleasure 
Did  move  your  cpreatness,  and  this  noble  state, 
To  call  ux)on  him ;  he  hopes,  it  is  no  other. 
Bui  for  your  health  and  your  digestion  sak^ 
And  after-dinner's  breath.* 

Agam.  Hear  you,  Patroclusj — 
We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  these  answers ; 
But  his  evasion,  wing'd  thus  swift  with  scorn. 
Cannot  outfly  our  apprehensions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath ;  and  much  the  reason 
Why  we  ascribe  it  to  him :  yet  all  his  virtues,— 
Not  virtuously  on  his  own  port  beheld, — 
Do,  in  our  eyes,  be^  to  lofte  their  gloss  \ 
Yea,  like  fair  fruit  m  an  unwholesome  dish. 
Are  like  to  rot  untasted.    Go  and  tell  hiuL 
We  come  to  speak  with  him ;  and  you  shall  not  sin, 
If  you  do  say— we  think  him  over-ijroud, 
And  under-honest;  in  self-assumption  greater, 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgment ;  and  worthier  than  himself 
Here  tend  f  the  savage  strangeness  he  puts  on  \ 
Diseuise  the  holy  strength  of  their  command, 
And  underwrite  J  in  an  observing  kind 
His  humorous  predominance ;  yea^  watch 
His  pettish  lunes,  §  his  ebb^  his  flows,  as  if 
The  passage  and  whole  carnage  of  this  action 
Bode  on  his  tide.    Go,  tell  him  this;  and  add, 
That,  if  he  overbold  ms  price  so  much,    . 
Well  none  of  him ;  but  let  hinij  like  an  engine 
Not  portable,  Ue  under  this  report- 
Bring  action  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  war : 

*  Breathing.  t  Attend.  t  Sabscnbe.  §  Fitsoflimacjr. 
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A  stfirring  dwarf  we  do  allowanoe  *  give 
Before  a  sleeping  giant  :~Tell  him  so. 

Fair,  I  shall ;  and  bring  his  answer  presently.  [ExH. 

Agam,  In  second  voice  well  not  be  satisfied, 
We  come  to  speak  with  him.— Ulysses,  enter.     \JEmt.  Ulysses. 

Aoax.  What  is  he  more  than  another? 

Agam,  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 

A^ax.  Is  he  so  much  P  Do  you  not  think,  he  thinks  himself  a 
better  man  than  I  am  P 

Agam,  No  question. 

A4ax,  Will  you  subscribe  his  thought,  and  say— he  is  ? 

Agam,  No,  noble  Ajax;  you  are  as  strong,  as  valiant,  as  wise, 
no  less  noble,  much  more  gentle,  and  alto^tner  more  tractable. 

AJax.  Why  should  a  man  be  proud?  How  doth  pride  grow  ? 
I  know  not  what  pride  is. 

Agam.  Your  mmd's  ihe  clearer,  Ajax,  and  your  virtues  the 
fairer.  He  that  is  i^roud,  eats  up  himself :  pride  is  his  own  ^lass. 
his  own  trumpet,  ms  own  chromcle ;  and  whatever  praises  iteeli 
but  in  the  deed,  devours  the  deed  in  the  praise. 

AJax.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the  engendering  of 

Nett  And  yet  he  loves  himself:  Is  it  not  strange  ?        [Ande, 
Merewter  Ulyssbs. 

Ulyn.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to-morrow. 

Agam.  What's  his  excuse  ? 

Ulytt.  He  doth  rely  on  none ; 
But  carries  on  the  stream  of  his  dispose, 
Without  observance  or  respect  of  any, 
In  will  peculiar  and  in  sel^admission. 

Agam.  Why  will  he  noi^  upon  our  fair  request, 
Untent  his  person,  and  share  the  air  with  us  ? 

Uly98.  Things  small  as  nothinff,  for  request's  sake  only. 
He  makes  important :  Possess'd  he  is  witn  greatness ; 
And  speaks  not  to  himself,  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  self-breath :  imaein'd  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  such  swoln  andhot  discourse, 
That,  'twizt  his  mental  and  his  active  parte, 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages. 
And  batters  down  himself :  What  should  I  say  P 
He  is  so  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death  tokens  of  it 
Crj—No  recovery. 

Agam.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him.— 
Dear  lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent : 
Tis  said,  ne  holds  you  well ;  and  will  be  led. 
At  your  request,  a  little  from  himself. 

Ulvse.  O  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  so ! 
Well  consecrate  the  steps  that  Ajax  makes 
When  they  go  from  Achilles :  Shall  the  proud  lord, 
That  bastes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  seam;  f 
And  never  suffers  matter  of  the  world 
Enter  his  thoughts,— save  such  as  do  revolve 
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And  ruminate  himself,— shall  he  be  worshipped 
Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  he  ? 
No,  this  thrice  worthy  and  right  valiant  lord 
Must  not  so  stale  his  nahn,  nobly  acquired ; 
Nor>  by  my  will,  assubjugate  his  m^nt^ 
As  am^ly  ntled  as  Acmlles  is, 
By  gomg  to  Achilles : 
That  were  to  enlard  his  fat-already  pride ; 
And  add  more  coals  to  cancer,  when  he  bums 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 
This  lord  go  to  him !  Jupiter  forbid ; 
And.say  in  thimdeT—A^Ules  go  to  him. 

Nest.  O,  this  is  well :  he  rubs  the  yein  of  him.  [Aside. 

JHo.  And  how  his  silence  drinks  up  this  applause !       lAaide. 

Ajax.  If  I  go  to  him,  with  my  armM  fist  Tn  pash*  him 
Over  the  face. 

Agam.  O,  no,  you  shall  not  go. 

Ajax.  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  Fll  pheeze  f  his  pride : 
Let  me  go  to  him. 

Ulyss.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  quarrel 

Ajax.  A  paltry,  insolent  fellow, 

Nest.  How  he  aescribes 
Himself!  [Aside, 

Ajax.  Can  he  not  be  sociable  P 

Xflyss.  The  raven 
Chides  blackness.  [Aside. 

Ajax.  I  will  let  his  humours  blood. 

Agcm.  Hell  be  physician,  that  should  be  the  patient.   [Aside. 

Ajax.  An  all  men 
Were  o*  my  mind,— 

JJlyss.  Wit  would  be  out  of  fashion.  [Aside. 

Ajax.  He  should  not  bear  it  so, 
He  should  eat  swords  first :  Shall  pride  carry  it  P 

Nest.  An  twould,  you'd  carry  halt  [Aside. 

Ulyss.  He*d  have  ten  shares.  [Aside. 

Ajax.  ril  knead  him,  I  will  make  him  supple : 

Nett.  He's  not  yet  thorough  warm :  &rce  t  him  with  praises : 
Pour  in,  pour  in :  his  ambition  is  drv.  [Aside, 

Ulyss.  My  lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this  dislike. 

[To  AaAHEMNOK. 

Nest.  O  noble  general,  do  not  do  so. 

Bio,  Ton  must  prepare  to  fight  without  Achilles. 

Ulyss.  Why,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  does  him  harm. 
Here  is  a  man— But  tis  before  his  &oe ; 
I  will  be  silent. 

Nesi.  Wherefore  should  you  so  P 
He  is  not  emulous,  §  as  Achilles  is. 

Ulyss.  Enow  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  valiant. 

Ajax.  A  whoreson  dog,  that  shall  palter  thull.  with  us ! 
I  would,  he  were  a  Trojan ! 

Nesi.  What  a  vice  \ 

Were  it  in  Ajax  now——  N 

*  strike.  t  Curry.  X  Stuff.  |  ^Tealous. 
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Ulyss.  If  he  were  proud  f 

Dio.  Or  ooTetous  of  praise  P 

Ulysa.  Ay,  or  surly  Dome  P 

Dh.  Or  strange,  or  self-affeoted  ? 

Vlyst,  Thank  the  heaven^  lord,  thou  art  of  sweet  oomposare 
Praise  him  that  got  thee,  she  that  gave  tiiee  suok : 
Famed  be  thy  tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  nature 
Thrice-famed  beyond  all  erwu^oon : 
But  he  that  disciplined  thy  arms  to  fights 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain, 
And  give  him  half:  and.  for  tiiy  vigour. 
Bull-bearing  Milo  his  addition  *  yield 
To  sinewy  Ajax.    I  will  not  praise  thy  wisdom. 
Which,  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  shore,  confines 
Thy  spacious  and  dimted  psorts ;  Here's  Nestor,— 
Instructed  bjr  the  antiquary  times. 
He  must,  he  is.  he  cannot  but  be  wise ; 
But  pardon,  fauier  Nestor,  were  your  days 
As  green  as  Ajax',  and  your  brain  so  temper'd, 
Tou  should  not  have  the  eminence  of  hixn, 
But  be  as  Ajax. 

JJax,  Shall  I  call  you  father  ? 

JSest,  Ay,  my  good  son. 

Bio.  Be  ruled  Dy  him,  lord  Ajax. 

Vly88,  There  is  no  tarrying  here ;  the  hart  A<^le8 
Keeps  thicket.    Please  it  our  ereat  general 
To  adl  together  ail  his  state  of  war ; 
iVesh  kmgs  are  oome  to  Troy :  To-m(»Tow, 
We  must  with  all  our  main  of  power  stand  &8t : 
And  here's  a  lord, — come  knights  from  east  to  west^ 
And  cull  their  flower,  Ajax  shall  cope  the  beet. 

Agam.  Go  we  to  councU.    Let  Achilles  sleep : 
light  boats  sail  swifts  though  greater  hdUra  draw  deep.   [JhfmmL 


ACT  in. 

8CBNJB  L—Troy,    A  Moom  in  Pbiah'8  Paiace. 
SkUt  Pakdabus  and  a  Sbbyant. 

Pan,  Friend !  you !  pray  you,  a  word :  Do  not  you  follow  the 
young  lord  Paris  P 

8ert>,  Ay,  Sir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 

Pan,  Tou  do  depend  upon  him,  I  mean  ? 

Sen,  Sir,  I  do  aepend  upon  the  lord. 

Pam,  Tou  do  depend  upon  a  noble  gentleman ;  I  must  needs 
praise  him. 

Sen.  The  lord  be  prused ! 

Pan,  Tou  know  me,  do  you  not  P 

Serf).  'Faith.  Sir,  superficially. 

Pan,  Friend,  know  me  better ;  I  am  the  lord  Pandanuk 
*  Titles. 


y  Google 


80EIIS  J.1  TBOILUB  AlH)  CBB8S1D4.  SlS 

Sere,  I  hope,  I  shall  know  your  honour  bett^. 

Fan.  I  do  desire  it. 

Serv.  You  are  in  the  state  of  grace.  [Mtisic  within. 

Fofk  Grace !  not  so,  Mend ;  honour  and  lordship  are  my  tiil^es : 
*— What  music  is  this  ? 

Serv.  I  do  but  partly  know,  Sir ;  it  is  music  in  parts. 

Fern.  Know  you  the  musicians  ? 

Serv.  Wholly,  Sir, 

Fan.  Who  play  they  to  ? 

Serv.  To  the  hearen,  Sir. 

Fan.  At  whose  pleasure,  friend  ? 

Serv.  At  mine,  Sir,  and  theirs  that  love  music. 

Faik  Command,  I  mean,  friend. 

Serv.  Who  shall  I  command,  Sir  P 

Fan.  Friend,  we  understand  not  one  another ;  I  am  too  courtly 
aad  tiiou  art  too  cunning :  At  whose  request  do  these  men  play  ? 

Serv.  That* s  to't,  mdeed,  Sir :  Marry,  Sir,  at  the  request  of 
Paris  my  lord,  who  is  there  in  person  ^  with  him,  the  mqrtal 
Venus,  the  heari-blood  of  b«iuty,  love's  mvisible  soul, 

Fan.  Who,  my  cousin,  Cressida? 

Serv.  No,  Sir,  Helen;  Could  you  not  find  out  ttiat  hy  her 
i^ithbutes? 

Fan.  It  should  seem,  fellow^  that  thou  hast  not  seen  the  lady 
Cressida.  I  come  to  speak  with  Paris  from  the  prince  Troilus : 
I  will  make  a  oomplimental  assault  upon  him,  (or  my  business 
seeths.* 

Serv.  Sodden  business !  there's  a  stewed  phrase,  indeed ! 

Snter  Pabis  and  Hblbn,  attended. 

Fan.  Pair  be  to  yoa,  my  lord,  and  to  all  IMi  Mr  company ! 
fair  desires,  m  all  rair  measure,  fairly  guide  them !  espedally  to 
you,  £Eur  queen !  fair  thoughts  he  your  fair  pillow ! 

Melen.  Dear  lord,  you  are  full  of  fair  wor^ 

Fan.  Tou  speak  your  feir  pleasupe^  sweet  queen.— 
Ifair  prince,  here  is  good  broken  music. 

Far,  You  have  broke  it,  cousin :  and,  by  my  lif(p,  you  shall 
make  it  whole  lunin ;  you  shall  piece  it  out  with  a  piece  of  your 
performance  :—Nell,  he  is  full  of  harmony. 

Fan.  Truly,  lady,  no. 

mien.  O.Sir, 

Fan.  Eude,  in  sooth ;  in  good  sooth,  very  rude. 

F€ur.  Well  said,  my  lord !  well,  you  say  so  in  fits. 

Fan.  I  have  business  to  my  lord,  dear  queen  i 

Mylord,  will  you  vouchsafe  me  a  word  ? 

Melen.  Nay,  this  shall  not  hedge  us  out;  well  hear  you  sing, 
certainly. 

Fan.  Well,  sweet  queen,  you  are  pleasant  with  me.— But 
(marry)  thus,  my  lord,— My  dear  lord,  and  most  esteemed  friend, 
your  brother  Troilus— 

Selen.  My  lord  Pandarus ;  honey-sweet  lord,— 

Fan.  Go  to,  sweet  queen,  go  to:— commends  himself  most 
affectionately  U>  you. 

*BoUs. 
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Helen,  Tou  shall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody ;  if  you  do,  our 
melancholy  upon  your  head ! 

Pan,  Sweet  queen,  sweet  queen ;  thafs  a  sweet  queen  i'fiiith. 

Helen,  And  to  make  a  sweet  lady  sad  is  a  sour  omsnce. 

Pan.  Nay,  that  shall  not  serre  your  turn ;  that  shall  it  not,  in 
truth,  la.  Nay,  I  oare  not  for  suoh  words ;  no,  no.—And,  my 
lord,  ne  desires  you,  that^  if  the  king  csJl  for  him  at  supper,  you 
will  make  his  excuse. 

Helen,  My  lord  Pandarus, 

Pan,  What  says  my  sweet  queeiL— my  yery  very  sweet  queen  ? 

Par,  What  exploits  in  hand  P  wnere  sups  he  to-night  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  but  my  lord, 

Pan,  What  says  my  sweet  queen  ?— My  cousin  will  £all  out 
with  you.    Tou  must  not  know  where  he  sups. 

Par,  ril  lay  my  life,  with  my  disposer,  Gressida. 

Pan,  No.  no,  no  such  matter,  you  are  wide  ;*  come^  your  dis- 
I)06er  is  sicL 

Par,  Well,  Til  make  excuse. 

Pan,  Ay.  good  my  lord.  Why  should  you  say— Gressida  P  no, 
your  poor  disposer's  sick. 

Par,  I  spy. 

Pan,  Tou  spy !  what  do  you  spy  P— Gome,  give  me  an  instru- 
ment—Now. sweet  queen. 

Helen,  Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 

Pan,  My  meoe  is  horribly  in  love  with  a  thing  you  haye,  sweet 
queen. 

Helen,  She  shall  have  it,  my  lord,  if  it  be  not  my  lord  Paris. 

Pan,  He !  no,  shell  none  of  him ;  they  two  are  twain. 

Helen,  Palling  in,  after  falling  out,  may  make  them  three. 

Pan,  Gome,  come.  Til  hear  no  more  of  this ;  111  sing  you  a 
song  now. 

Helen.  Aj,  ay,  pr'ythee  now.  By  my  troth,  sweet  lord,  thou 
hast  a  fine  forehead. 

Pan.  Ay,  you  may,  you  may. 

Helen.  Let  thy  song  be  love :  this  loye  will  undo  us  alL  O, 
Gupid,  Gupid,  Gupid ! 

Pan,  Loye !  ay,  that  it  shall,  i'Mth. 

Par,  Ay,  good  now,  loye,  loye,  nothing  but  loye. 

Pan,  la  good  troth,  it  begins  so : 

Low^  love,  nothing  Jmt  love,  ediU  more  ! 
For,  Ao,  lov^t  how 
Shoots  buck  and  doe : 
The  shaft  confounds, 
Not  that  it  wounds 
But  tickles  still  the  sore. 
These  lovers  cry— Oh  !  oh  !  they  die  ! 

Yet  that  which  seems  the  wound  to  kill. 
Doth  turn  oh  !  oh  !  to  ha  !  ha  !  h6  ! 

So  dying  love  lives  still : 
Oh!  oh!  awhile,  but  ah!  ah!  ha! 
Oh  !  oh  !  groans  out  for  ha!  ha!  ha! 


He>  ho! 
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Selen,  In  Ioto,  i'faith,  to  the  very  tip  of  the  nose. 

Fctr.  He  eats  nothing  but  doves,  love;  and  that  breeds  hot 
blood,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot  thoughts,  and  hot  thoughts  beget 
hot  deeds,  and  hot  deeds  is  love. 

£<m.  Is  this  thegeneration  of  love  P  hot  blood,  hot  thoughts, 
and  hot  deeds  ? — ^Why,  they  are  vipers :  is  love  a  generation  of 
vipers  ?    Sweet  lord,  who's  a-field  to-day  ? 

Par.  Hector,  Beiphobus,  Helenus,  ^tenor,  and  all  the  gal- 
lantry of  Troy :  I  would  fain  have  armed  to-night,  but  my  Nell 
would  not  have  it  so.  How  chance  my  brother  Iroilus  went  not  ? 

Melen,  He  hangs  the  lip  at  something ;— you  know  all,  lord 
Pandarus. 

Pan,  Not  L  honey-sweet  queen, — I  long  to  hear  how  they 
sped  to-day.— loull  remember  your  brother's  excuse  ? 

Par.  To  a  hair. 

Pan.  Farewell,  sweet  queen. 

Helen.  Commend  me  lo  your  nieoe. 

Pan.  I  will,  sweet  queen.  [Exit. 

[A  retreat  sounded. 

Par.  They  are  come  from  field :  let  us  to  Priam's  hall. 
To  greet  the  warriors.    Sweet  Helen,  I  must  woo  you 
To  help  unarm  our  Hector :  his  stubborn  buckles, 
With  these  your  white  enchanting  fingers  touch'd. 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  steel. 
Or  force  of  Greeldsh  sinews ;  you  shall  do  more 
Than  all  the  island  kings,  disarm  great  Hector. 

Selen.  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  oe  his  servant.  Pans : 
Tea,  what  he  shall  receive  of  us  in  dutv, 
Give  us  more  palm  m  beauty  than  we  have ; 
Tea^  overshines  ourself. 

Par.  Sweet,  above  thought  I  love  thee.  lUxeunt 

SCENE  II.—The  same.    Pandaeus'  Orchard. 
Enter  Pandabus  and  a  Sebyakt,  meeiing. 

Pan.  How  now?  where's  thy  master?  at  my  cousin  Oressida's? 
8erv,  No,  Sir;  he  stays  for  you  to  conduct  nim  thither. 

Enier  Tboxlus. 

Pan.  O,  here  he  comes. — How  now,  how  now  ? 

Tro.  Sirrah,  walk  ofll  [Exit  Seevant. 

Pan.  Have  you  seen  my  cousin  ? 

Tro.  No,  Pandarus :  I  stalk  about  her  door. 
Like  a  strange  soul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
Staying  for  waffcc«e.    O,  be  thou  my  Charon. 
And  give  me  swift  transportance  to  those  fields. 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  lily  beds. 
Proposed  for  the  deserver !  O  gentle  Pandarus, 
From  Cupid's  shoulder  pluck  his  painted  wings. 
And  fly  with  me  to  Cressid ! 

Pan.  Walk  here  i'  the  orchard ;  111  bring  her  straight. 

[Exit  PAia>ABU8. 

Tro.  I  am  giddv,  expectation  whirls  me  round. 
The  imaginary  relish  is  so  sweet 
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That  it  enchants  my  sense :  What  will  it  bet, 
When  tiiat  the  watery  palate  tastes  indeed 
Lore's  tiurioe-reputed  neotar  P  death,  I  fear  me ; 
Swooning  destruction ;  or  some  joy  too  fine, 
Too  subtle-potent,  tun'd  too  sharp  in  sweetness, 
For  the  ospaoity  of  my  ruder  powers : 
I  fear  it  much ;  and  Ido  fear,  besides, 
That  I  ^all  lose  distinction  in  my  j(^ : 
As  doth  a  battle,  when  they  charge  on  neaps 
The  enemy  flying. 

Be^enter  Pakpabub. 

Fan.  She's  making  her  ready,  she'll  come  straight :  you  must 
be  witty  now.  She  does  so  blush,  and  fetches  her  wind  so  short, 
as  if  she  were  firayed  with  a  sprite :  111  fetch  her.  It  is  ^ 
prettiest  villain :— she  fetches  her  breath  as  short  as  a  new  ta'en 
sparrow.  [JSxit  PAjmABua 

Tro.  Even  such  a  passion  doth  embrace  my  bosom : 
My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  fevorous  pulse ; 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  bestowing  lose. 
Like  vassajage  at  una^vrares  enoounf  nng 
The  eye  of  majesty. 

Snier  Pandabus  amd  Cbbssida. 

Pan,  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blush  ?  shamei'sa  baby. — 'H.ere 
she  is  now :  swear  the  oaths  now  to  her,  thfit  you  haye  sworn  to 
me.~What,  are  you  gone  again  ?  you  must  be  watched  ere  you 
be  madetaone,  masb  you  ?  Come  your  ways,  comeyour  ways ;  an 
you  draw  backward,  we'll  put  you  i'  the  fills.  *— Why  do  you  not 
speskk  to  her  P — Come,  tlraw  tms  curtain,  and  let* s  Bee  your  pic- 
ture. Alas,  the  day,  how  loath  you  are  to  aS&nd  daylight!  an 
'twere  dark,  you'd  close  sooner.  So,  so;  rub  on,  ami  kiss  the 
mistress,  f  How  now,  a  kiss  in  fee-farm  1  build  there^carpentOT ; 
the  air  is  sweet.  Nay,  yon  shall  fight  your  hearts  out,  ere  I  part 
you.  The  fkloon  as  the  terod,|  for  all  the  daoks  if  the  riyer :  go 
to,  JO  to. 

Fro,  Ton  have  bereft  me  of  all  words,  lady. 

Fan:  Words  pay  no  debts,  give  her  deeds :  but  shell  bereave 
you  of  the  deeds  tooj  if  ^e  wi  fova  activity  in  question.  What, 
billing  again  P— Here's— J»  tvitneM  whereof  the  jfmrtiee  imter- 
ifhangeailif— Come  in,  come  in ;  I'll  go  get  a  fire. 

iJSxU  Pandabus. 

Ores.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

Tro.  O  Cressida;  how  often  have  I  wish'd  me  thus  ? 

Ores.  Wished  my  lord  P— The  gods  grant !  0  my  lord ! 

!Pro.  What  should  they  grant  f  what  makes  this  pretty  abrm>- 
tion  ?  what  too  curious  dreg  espies  my  sweet  lady  in  the  fountain 
of  our  love  P 

Cres.  More  dregs  thati  water.  If  my  fears  have  eyes. 

Tro.  Fears  make  devils  dierubims :  they  ^ever  see  t)rttly. 

*  Shafts  «C  ft  MKviige'                                                          r 
.  t  labbwUnir,  what  Is  now  called  the  Jack,  was  formerlj  termed  ttw 
mistress.  .  t 

t  The  tercel  is  the  mate  mnd  the  fiacon  the  female  h^vvk. 
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Cret.  Blind  fear,  that  seeing  reason  leada,  finds  safer  £90tii» 
than  blind  reason  sUiml>Ung  without  fear :  To  fear  the  worst,  o(l 
cures  the  worst. 

Tro.  O,  let  my  lady  ai^rehend  no -fear :  in  all  Cupid's  pageant 
there  is  presented  no  monster. 

Ores,  Kor  nothing  monstrous  nether  ? 

2Vo.  Nothing;  but  our  undertakings;  when  we  -vow to  weep 
seas,  live  in  fire,  eat  rocks,  tame  tigers ;  thinking  it  barder  for  our 
mistress  to  devise  impontion  enough^  than  for  us  to  undergo  any 
difficulty  imposed.  This  is  the  monstroaty  in  love,  lady,— ^^ 
the  will  is  iimniteL  and  the  exe6ution  connned;  that  tho  desire 
is  boundless,  and  me  aot  a  slave  to  limit. 

Ores.  They  say,  all  lovers  swear  more  performance  than  they 
are  able,  and  vet  reserve  an  ability  that  the^  never  perlbrm ; 
vowinff  more  than  the  perfection  of  ten,  and  discharging  less 
than  tne  tenth  part  of  one.  They  that  have  the  voioe  of  lions, 
and  the  act  of  hares,  are  they  not  monsters  ? 

Tro.  Are  there  such  ?  such  are  not  we :  Pnuse  us  as  we  «re 
tasted,  allow  us  as  we  prove ;  our  head  shall  go  bare,  till  morit 
crown  it :  no  perfection  in  reversion  shall  have  a  praise  in  pre- 
sent :  we  will  not  name  desert,  before  his  birth ;  and,  being  born, 
his  addition  *  shall  be  humble.  Few  words  to  mir  truth :  Troilus 
shall  be  such  to  Cressid,  as  what  envy  f  can  say  worst,  shall  be 
a  mock  for  his  truth ;  and  what  truth  can  speak  truest,  not  truer 
thanTroilus. 

Ores,  mil  yon  walk  in,  my  lord  P 

J20-0fl^  PAK0ABUS. 

Pan,  What,  bluslung  still  ?  have  you  not  done  talking  yet? 

Cret.  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I  dedicate  to  you. 

Pcm,  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  lord  get  a  bojr  of  you.  you*lf 
give  him  me :  Be  true  to  my  lord :  if  he  mnch,  chide  me  for  it. 

Tro,  Ton  know  now  your  hostages;  your  uncle's  word,  and 
my  firmMth. 

Pam,  Nay,  111  give  my  word  for  her  too ;  our  MndreiJ,  though 
they  be  long  ere  they  are  wooed,  they  are  constant,  bemg  won; 
they  are  burs,  I  cwi  tell  you ;  they'll  stick  where  they  are  mrown. 

0r99,  Boldness  comes  to  me  now^  and  brings  me  heart  :— 
Prince  Troilus,  I  have  loved  you  mght  and  day 
For  many  weary  months. 

Tro,  Why  was  my  Cressid  then  so  hard  to  win  ? 

Ores,  Hard  to  seem  won;  but  I  was  won,  my  lord, 
With  the  first  glance  that  ever—Pardon  me;— 
If  I  confess  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant. 
I  love  you  now ;  but  not^  till  now.  so  much 
But  I  might  master  it :  m  Mth,  1  he ; 
My  thouuits  were  Hke  unbridled  children,  grown 
Too  headstrons  for  their  mother :  See,  w6  fools ! 
Why  have  I  bmbb'd  P  who  shall  be  true  to  us. 
When  we  are  so  unsecret  to  ourselves  P 
But  though  I  lov'd  you  welL  I  woo'd  you  not. 
And  yet,  good  iBaith,  I  wish'd  myself  a  man ;  "  y/.r 

•  Tlttw.  T  MaUce 

VOL  IIL  2  0 


y  Google 


4r  tbact  we  women  had  men's  ^Y^6od 

v)fspe»ki^  first.    Sweety  bid  nKehoM  my  tongue;  '     * 

For,  in  this  rapture,  I  shall  surely  speak  • 

^th&  thin^  I  shall  repent  See,  ^,  your  inlehoe ; 
Cunning  m  dumbness,  from  my  wealmess  draws 
My  very  soul  of  counsel :  8tot>  my  month. 

2^.  And  shall,  alb^t  sweel  musio  issues  thenoe. 

i><Mi.  Prettg^,i'feith.  '< 

Ores,  My  l(»d,  I  do  beseeoh  ron,  peardon  me ; 
'Twas  not  my  purpose,  thus  to  oeg  a  kiss : 
I  am  ashamed  ,*— 0  heavens !  what  have  I  done  ?-* 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

ifVo.  Your  leave,  sweet  Greesid  P 

Fan.  Leave !  an  you  take  leave  till  to-morrow  morning,——  ' 

CSret,  Pray  you,  content  you. 

Tro,  What  offends  you,  lady  ? 

Ores,  Sir,  mine  own  oompany. 

Tr<y,  Yon  cannot  shun 
ifooiself. 

Gte^,  Let  me  go  and  try: 
I  have  a  kind  of  self  resides  with  vou ; 
But  an  unkind  self,  tiiat  itself  wiU  leave. 
To  be  another's  fool.    I  would  be  gone : 
Whei^ismywit?  I  know  not  what  I  speidc. 

Tro,  Well  know  they  what  they  speak,  that  speak  so  wisely. 

Cres.  Perchance,  my  lord,  i  show  mori  craft' than  bv^; 
And  fell  so  roundlv  to  a largeooB|(9flgioa, 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts :  ^ut  you  are  wise ;  >    , 

Or  else  you  love  not :  For  to  be  wise,  itnd  love, 
Exceeds  man's  mishi ;  that  dwells  with  gods  abova 

Tro,  0,  that  I  thought  it  could  be  In  a  woman 
fAj9.il  it  can,  I  will  presume  in  you), 
TO  feed  for  aye  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love ; 
To  tojPL  her.  constancy  m  plight  and  youth, 
Outformg  Deauty's  outward,  witti  a  mind 
That  dotn  renew  swifter  than  blood  decays !  ^ 

Or,  that  persuasion  could  but  thus  convince  me,— 
That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you 
Might  be  afi&onted*  with  the  match  and  weight 
Of  such  a  winnow'd  nurity  in  love } 
How  were  I  then  upmted  1  bujk,  alas, 

I  am  as  true  as  trutn's  simpBciw,  '    Y 

And  simpler  than  the  infancy  (h  trut)i«    .    ,  '  •  -  ^ 

Ores,  In  that  111  war  with  yon,  \ 

Tro,  O  vurtiuous  fieht,  •    ..  i    . 

When  rig[ht  with  right  wars  who  shall  be  most  rigW  t  . 
True  swams  in  love  shall  in  the  world  to  come.      ' ,     -*       •   1  "^ ' 
Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus :  when  their  rhymeB^   '  '[         ,  / 
Pull  of  protest,  of  oath,  and  bi^  compare,t  ,    ., ^  ' ,,;  N  / 

Want  smiiles,  truth  tir'd  with  iteration,.—         '  .  .  fV  i:*  f 

As  true  as  steel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon,      ,    '         \    \  \    V^'a 
As  sun  to  day,  as  turtle  to  her  mate,  '  ''^  *  '"^  -^     '  -  *  *'  '^ 

As  iron  to  adamant,  a^jearth  to  the  centre,*^^   * 

*  Matched.  -  t  Comparwoo.      '      Ail  r    ; 
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Yet,  alter  ail  comparisons  of  truth, 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited, 
As  true  as  Troilus  shall  crown  up*  the  verse, 
And  sanctify  the  numbers. 

Cret,  Prophet  may  you  be  I 
Ifl  be  false,  or  swerve  a  hair  firom  truth, 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  itself, 
When  waterdrops  have  worn  the  stones  of  Troy, 
And  blind  oblivion  swallow'd  cities  up. 
And  mighty  states  characterless  are  grated 
To  dustv  nothing ;  yet  let  memory, 
From  false  to  fiuse,  among  false  maids  in  love. 
Upbraid  my  falsehood !  when  they  have  said— as  false 
As  air,  as  water,  wind,  or  sandy  earth. 
As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf, 
Pard  to  the  hind,  or  stepdame  to  her  son : 
Yea.  let  them  say.  to  stick  the  heart  of  falsehood. 
As  false  as  Cressid. 

Pofiw  Go  to,  a  bargain  made :  seal  it,  seal  it ;  Til  be  the  wit- 
ne8s.~Here  I  hold  your  hand:  here  my  cousin's.  If  ever  jrou 
prove  fklse  one  to  anothei\  since  I  have  taken  such  pains  to  bring 
you  together,  let  all  pitiftil  goers-between  be  called  to  the  world^s 
end  after  my  name,  call  them  all— Pandars :  let  all  constant  men 
be  Troiluses,  all  false  women  Cressids,  and  all  brokers-between 
Pandars!  say, ainen. 

Tro.  Amen.  • 

Ores,  Amen. 

Pan.  Amen.    Whereupon  I  will  show  you  a  chamber  and  a 
bed,  which  bed,  because  it  shall  not  speak  of  your  pretty  encoun- 
ters raess  it  to  death :  away. 
And  Cupid  grant  all  tongue-tied  maidens  here, 
Bed,  chamber,  Pandar  to  provide  this  geer !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.-— The  Grecian  Camp, 

Emter  Aoamemkon,  Ulysses,  Diomedes,  Nestob,  Ajax, 
Menelaus,  and  Calcras. 

CaL  Now,  princes^  for  the  service  I  have  done  you. 
The  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 
To  call  for  recompense.    Appear  it  to  your  mind. 
That,  through  the  sight  I  bear  in  thin^,  to  Jove 
I  have  abandon'd  Troy,  lefb  my  possession. 
Incurred  a  traitor's  name ;  exposed  myself. 
Prom  certain  and  possess'd  oonveniences. 
To  doubtful  fortunes ;  s^uesf  ring  from  me  all 
That  time,  acquaintance,  custom,  and  condition, 
Made  tame  and  mostfiuniliar  to  my  nature ; 
And  here,  to  do  you  service,  am  become 
As  new  into  the  world,  strange,  unacquainted : 
I  do  beseech  you,  as  in  way  of  taste» 
To  give  me  now  a  Uttle  benefit. 
Out  of  those  many  register'd  in  promise, 
Which,  you  say,  hve  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

*  Conclnde  it. 
2g2 
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Agam,  Wliat  woulds't  thou  of  us,  Trraan  ?  miik^^d«fi(ia»l 

Ca^.  Tou  have  a  Trojan  prisoner,  oall^  Ant^ior, 
Yesterday  took ;  Trojr  ndds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  you  (often  have  you  thanks  iheaeehte). 
Desired  my  Cressid  in  right  nreat  exohanee, 
Whom  Troy  hath  still  deni^ :  But  this  Antenor, 
I  know,  is  such  a  wrest*  in  their  affairs, 
That  their  negotiations  all  must  slack. 
Wanting  his  manage ;  and  they  will  almost 
Give  us  a  prince  of  olood,  a  son  of  Priam, 
In  change  of  him :  let  him  be  sent,  sreat  princes, 
And  he  shall  buy  my  daughtw ;  and  her  prescoioe 
Shall  quite  strike  off  all  service  I  have  done, 
Xn  most  accepted  pain. 

Apam.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him. 
And  bring  us  Cressid  hither :  Galdias  shall  have 
What  he  requests  of  us.— <3kK>d  Biomed, 
Furnish  you  fiedrly  for  this  interohange : 
Withal,  brin^  word— if  Hector  will  to-monow 
Be  answer'd  m  his  challenge :  Ajaz  is  ready.  , 

Dio,  This  shall  I  undertake :  and  'tis  a  burden 
Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.     iSaeunt  DioiffSDBS  omlCALCHui 

JBnter  AcHiLLBS  and  pATEOCLTTS,  before  iheir  Tent 

Ulyss.  Achilles  stands  i'the  entrance  of  his  tent  :— 
Please  it  our  general  to  pass  strangelvf  by  him. 
As  if  he  wero  forgot ;  and,  princes  alL 
Lay  negligent  and  loose  rensod  upon  him : 
I  will  come  last :  'Tis  like,  ne^  question  m^ 
Why  such  unplausive  eyes  are  bent,  why  tum'd  on  him; 
If  so,  I  have  derision  med'cinable. 
To  use  between  your  strangeness  and  his  i>rid0, 
Which  his  own  will  shall  have  desiro  to  drink ; 
It  may  do  good :  pride,  ha^  no  other  glass 
To  show  itsel(  but  pride ;  for  supple  knees 
Feed  arros^ce,  and  aro  the  proua  man's  fees. 

Agam,  We'll  execute  your  purpose,  and  put  on 
A  form  of  strangeness  as  we  pass  along  ;— 
So  do  each  lord ;  and  either  greet  him  not, 
Or  else  disdainfully,  which  shall  shake  him  more 
Than  if  not  look'd  on.    I  will  lead  the  wa^. 

AchU,  What,  oomes  the  seneral  to  speak  with  me  ? 
You  know  my  mind,  Pll  fight  no  mow  'gainst  Troy. 

Agam,  What  says  Achilles  P  would  he  ought  with  us  ? 

Negt,  Would  you,  my  lord,  aught  with  the  general  ? 

Aehil,  No. 

NeH,  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Agam,  The  better.  [JBxewnt  Agamemnon  and  Nxstok. 

AchU.  Good  day,  good  day. 

Men,  How  do  vou  ?  how  do  vou  ?  [ExU  Mjsnelau^ 

AcMl.  What,  does  the  cuckold  scorn  me  ? 

Ajax.  How  now,  Patroolus  ? 

*  An  instrument  for  taniui^  harps.  t  Shyly. 
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AcMl  Good  miHTOw,  Ajaz. 

Ajax.  Ha? 

AchiL  Good  morrow. 

JJax,  Ay,  and  good  next  dav  too.  [Uxif  Ajax. 

AchU,  Wnat  mean  these  feUows  ?    Know  they  not  Achilles  ? 

Fair.  They  pass  by  strangely :  they  were  used  to  bend. 
To  send  ^eir  smiles  before  them  to  Achilles ; 
To  oome  as  humbly,  as  they  used  to  creep 
To  holy  altan. 

AchU,  What,amIpo(NroflateP 
'TIS  certain,  greatness,  once  Mi&a  out  with  fortune, 
Must  fiiU  out  with  men  too :  What  the  declined  is, 
He  shall  as  soon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others^ 
As  fieel  iu  his  own  fall :  for  men.  like  butterflies, 
Show  not  their  mealy  win^  but  to  the  summer ; 
And  not  a  man,  for  being  simply  man. 
Hath  any  honour :  but  honour  for  those  honours 
^hat  are  without  him,  as  i^bice,  nchea,  favour, 
Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit: 
Which  when  they  fall,  as  being  slippery  standers, 
The  love  that  lean'd  on  them  as  shppery  too. 
Do  one  pluck  down  anotheo'.  and  t^ether 
Bieintne&lL    But  *tis  not  so  with  me: 
Fortune  and  I  are  IHends :  I  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  aid  possess, 
Save  these  men's  looks ;  who  do.  methinks,  find  out 
Something  not  worth  in  me  sucn  ridi  beholding 
As  they  have  often  given.    Here  is  Ulysses ; 
ril  Interrupt  his  rcMing.^ 
How  now,  Ulysses  P 
t%**.  Now,  great  The^  son  ? 

AchU.  What  are  you  reading  f 
Ulyss.  A  strange  fellow  here 
Writes  me,  That  man— how  dearly  m«  parted,^ 
How  much  in  having,  vt  without,  or  in,— 
Cannot  make  boast  to  have  that  which  he  hath, 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes»  but  by  reflectaon ; 
As  when  his  virtues  shining  upon  others 
Heat  theuL  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  first  ^ver. 

AchU.  This  is  not  strange,  Ulysses. 
The  beauty  that  is  borne  here  in  the  fisoe 
The  bearer  knows  not  but  commends  itself 
To  others'  eyes :  nor  doth  the  ^e  its^f 
(That  most  pure  spirit  (^  sense),  behold  itself 
Not  going  firom  itself ;  but  eye  to  cnre  opposed 
Salutes  each  other  with  each  others  form. 
For  speculation  turns  not  to  itself. 
Till  it  hath  travelled,  and  is  married  thore 
Where  it  may  see  itself:  iAoA  is  not  strangest  all 

TJlyst.  I  do  not  strain  at  tiie  positioQ, 
It  is  iiEuniliar ;  but  at  the  author's  drift : 

*  ExceUenily  endowed. 
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Who,  in  his  oiroumstance,*^  expressly  proveft— 

That  no  man  is  the  lord  of  anything 

(Though  in  and  of  him  there  be  much  consisting), 

Till  he  oommunicate  his  parts  to  others : 

Nor  doth  he  of  himself  know  them  for  aufi^t 

Till  he  behold  them  form'd  in  the  applause 

Where  they  are  extended ;  which,  like  an  arch,  reverberate6 

The  Toioe  again ;  or  like  a  gate  of  steel 

Fronting  the  sun,  receives  and  renders  back 

His  figure  and  his  heat.    I  was  much  wrapt  in  this; 

And  apprehended  here  immediately 

The  unknown  Ajax.t 

Heavens,  what  a  man  is  there !  a  very  horse ; 

That  has  he  knows  not  what.    Nature,  what  things  ther»  aare. 

Most  abject  in  regard,  and  dear  in  use ! 

What  things  again  most  dear  in  the  este^n. 

And  poor  in  wortii !    Now  shall  we  see  to-morrow, 

An  act  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him, 

Aiax  renowned.    O  heavens,  what  some  men  do ! 

While  some  men  leave  to  do ! 

How  some  men  creep  in  skittish  fortune's  hall. 

While  others  play  the  idiots  in  her  eyes  I 

How  one  man  eats  into  loiother's  pride, 

While  pride  is  fasting  in  his  wantonness ! 

To  see  these  Grecian  lords !— why,  even  already 

They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  shoulder ; 

As  if  his  foot  were  <m  brave  Hector's  breast. 

And  neat  Troy  shrinking, 

AckiU  I  do  believe  it:  for  they  pass'd  by  me, 
As  misers  do  by  be^nars :  neither  gave  to  me 
Good  wopcL  nor  look :  What  are  tdy  deeds  forgot  ? 
UlysM.  Tune  hath,  my  lor<L  a  wallet  at  his  back. 
Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion, 
A  great-sized  monster  of  infqwtitudes . 
Those  scraps  are  good  deeds  past :  which  are  devour'd 
As  fast  as  tney  are  made,  for^  as  soon 
As  done :  Pemverance,  dear  my  lord, 
.  Keeps  honour  bright :  To  have  done,  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  fashion,  like  a  rusty  mail 
In  monumental  mockery.    Take  the  instant  way 
For  honour  travels  in  a  strait  so  narrow. 
Where  one  but  goes  abreast :  ke^  then  the  path ; 
For  emulation  hath  a  thousand  sons, 
That  one  by,  one  pursue :  If  you  give  way. 
Or  hedge  aside  firom  the  direct  forthright 
Like  to  an  enter'd  tide,  they  all  rush  by. 
And  leave  you  hindmost  ;— 
Or,  like  a  gallant  horse  Men  in  first  rank, 
lie  there  for  pavement  to  the  abject  rear, 
O'ermn  and  trampled  on :  Then  what  they  do  in  presen 
Though  less  than  yours  in  past,  must  o'ertop  yours : 
For  tune  is  like  a  fashionable  host, 

*  Detail  of  argroment.  f  ^ax  not  hitherto  a|)preGiaitod. 
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That  sUghtly  shakes  lui  Metisig«a^  fay  4heliaild) 

And  with  his  arms  out^stretobAC  ^  hfi  w<Mild  fly, 

Qxaqps-inthecoiaMrt  WeleooieeTer  smiles, 

And  farewell  go«e  «it  sigtaiBg.   (X  le<i  not  Tirlue  fleek 

Bemimeration  for  a  thing  it  was ; 

For  heau^,  wit, 

High  Inrth,  vi^ulr  «f  hone»  desert  in  aervioeb 

Love,  friendship,  charity*  are  eulqeots  all 

To  envious  ana  cakuBniating  tiine. 

One  touch  of  natore  makes  the  whole  world  kin,— 

That  all,  with  one  oonaeni  praise  new-bom  gawds,* 

Thou8[h  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  past ; 

And  give  to  dust,  that  is  a  little  gilt, 

More  laud  than  gilt  o'er-dusted. 

The  present  efe  nraisee  the  presMit  olj^eet ; 

Then  marvel  no^  thou  ^jpeat  and  e6mplete  man, 

That  all  the  Greeks  begm  to  worship  Ajax ; 

Since  things  in  motion  sooner  catch  the  eye. 

That  what  not  stoi.    Tlie  tvy  went  onee  on  thee. 

And  still  it  might ;  and  yet  it  may  afi^on, 

If  thou  wouldst  not  entoiab  thyself  alive, 

And  case  thy  reputation  in  thy  tent; 

Whose  ^orious  deeds,  but  in  these  fields  of  late, 

Made  emulous  nosskmsf  'mofogst  the  god?  themselves 

And  drave  great  M!ars  to  £MstioB. 

Aohil,  Of  this  my  pimi^ 
I  have  strongjMAims. 

1%M.  But 'gainst  your  privacy 
The  reasons  are  more  jpetont  ind  hMoicai : 
'Tis  known,  Achilles,  taut  you  are  in  love  ' 

With  one  of  Priam's  daaghteBSil 

AchU.  Ha!  known? 

ZJlyu.  Is  that  a  wonder  ? 
The  providence  that's  in  a  watchftil  state. 
Knows  almost  every  grain  of  Plutus*  gold ; 
finds  bottom  in  tne  uiicompreheni^ve  deeps ; 
Keeps  place  with  thoujsht  and  almost,  like  the  gods, 
Does  tnou^ts  unveil  m  tneir  dumb  cradles. 
There  is  a  mystery  (with  whom  relation  § 
Durst  never  medole)  in  the  soul  of  state ; 
Which  hi^  an  operation  more  divine. 
Than  breath,  or  pen,  can  give  expressure  to: 
AH  the  commerce  that  you  have  nad  with  Iroy, 
As  nerfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  lord ; 
Ana  better  would  it  fit  Achilles  much. 
To  throw  down  Hector,  than  Polyxena : 
But  it  must  grieve  youn^  Pyrrhus  now  at  home, 
When  fame  snail  in  our  islands  sound  her  trump, 
And  aU  the  Greekish  mrls  shall  tripping  sing,— 
0i'eai  Jffectof^s  sitter  aid  Ajshilles  win: 

*  New  fiubioiMd  toys. 

t  llie  descent  of  the  deities  io  combat  on  either  side 

t  Pidyxena.  ^  Histonr 
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Sui  our  great  JStu  hrkoelf^Mt  d&Mi^Mm, 
Farewell,  my  loan:  I  asyoiir  k>i^er*  B^mk; 
The  fool  alides  o'er  the  ioethttlToa^ouldbireakk.  [MM 

Po^.  To  this  eifeoti  ArtiiUes^  have  I  moT6d  you. 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannieii  grtmk 
Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  action.    I  stand  ocmdemit'd  for  thi& 


They  think,  my  little  stomaob  to  ih%  war. 
Ana  your  great  love  to  me,  restanit^  you  thus-: 
Sweet,  rouse  yourself;  and  the  weak  waston  Cupid 


Shall  from  your  nt^k  unloose  hk  amorous  Md, 
An<L  like  a  dew«drop  from  the  lion's  mane^ 
Be  shook  to  air. 

AckiL  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  HeH»r^ 

Fair.  Ay ;  and,  perhapfij  reefli>p»mu<^  honour  by  him. 

AckiL  I  see,  my  r^utatKn  is  at  stakes 
My  &me  is  shrewdly  gored. 

Fair.  O,  then  beware : 
Those  wounds  heal  ill)  that  men^  do  give  i^emMl  ves : 
Omission  to  do  what  is  neoesaanr 
Seals  a  commission  to  a  blank  of  danger; 
And  danger,  like  an  a^e,  subtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  sit  idly  in  the  sun. 

AchU.  Go  oaUO^iersitetlufther,  sweet  Patrodus: 
ru  send  the  fool  to  Mux.  and  desire  him 
To  invite  the  Trojan  lords  after  the  coBba;t 
To  see  us  here  unarm'd :  I  have  a  woman's  kngiBg, 
An  appetite  that  I  am  sick  withai, 
To  see  great  Hector  in  his  weeds  of  penoe; 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  visafvsL 
Even  to  my  fiill  of  view.    A  labour  sacrsd  I 

Ilnter  THEB8ITB9* 

7%er.  A  wonder ! 

Achil.  What? 

Ther,  AJax  goes  up  and  down  the  field,  asking  fbr  himselt 

Ther,  How  so  ? 

AckU,  He  must  fight  singly  to-morrow  with  Hector ;  and  is  so 
propheticodly  proud  of  an  neroical  cudgelling,  that  he  zavea  in 
saymg  nothing. 

Achil,  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ther.  Why,  he  stalks  up  and  down  like  a  peacock,  a  stride^ 
and  a  stand :  ruminates,  like  an  hostess,  that  hi^  no  arithmetic 
but  her  brain  to  set  down  her  reckoning:  bites  his  lip  witli  a 
politic  resnrd,t  as  who  should  say— there  were  wit  in  this  head» 
an  'twould  out :  and  so  there  is ;  but  it  Ues  as  ooldlyin  him  as 
fire  in  a  flint,  which  will  not  show  without  knocking  The  man  *s 
undone  for  ever;  fbr  if  Hector  break  not  his  neck  i'  the  combat, 
he'll  break  it  himself  in  vainglory.  He  knows  not  me :  X  said* 
Oood  morrow,  Aqox;  and  fae  replies,  Tharnks,  Agamemmon,  Whttb 
think  you  of  tlus  man,  that  takes  me  for  the  general?    He  ia 


*  Friend.  *  Knowin   look. 


grown  a  very  land-fish,  languageless,  a  monster.    A  plague  of 
opinion !  a  man  may  wear  it  on  both  sides,  like  a  leader  jarkin. 

Dok. 
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AchU,  Thou  must  be  mrambaiiador^  hhn,  Thendtei. 

Ther.  Who,  I  ?  why,  he'll  answer  nobody ;  he  pn^iBflies  not 
aaawering ;  speiding  \b  for  beggars ;  he  wears  his  tongue  m  his 
arms.  I  ^nll  put  on  his  preseaoe ;  let  Falsoolus  make  demands 
of  me,  you  t^all  see  the  pageant  oc  Ajax^ 

AcML  To  him,  Patroelus:  Tell  him,'-!  humbly  desu^  the 
valiant  Ajox,  to  invite  the  most  vigorous  Hector  to  come  un^ 
armed  to  my  tent;  and  to  procure  safe  conduct  for  his  person, 
of  the  magnanimous,  and  most  illustrioas,  six-or-seven^times- 
honoured  captain  general  of  theGhreoian  army,  Agamemnon. 
Do  this. 

Pcctr,  Jove  bless  greei  Ajax. 

Ther,  Humph ! 

Patr,  I  come  from  the  worthy  AddUes,— 

Ther,  Ha! 

Pair.  Who  most  humbly  desuet  you»  to  invite  Hector  to  his 
tent! 

7%cr.  Humph! 

Pair,  And  to  ptoonre  safe  oondnct  from  Agamemnoa ! 

Ther,  AgameimionP 

Pair,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ther,  Ha! 

PcOr,  What  say  you  to't? 

Ther,  God  be  wi'  you,  with  ail  my  heart 

Pair,  Your  answer,  Sir. 

Ther.  If  to-morrow  be  a  fSetir  day,  by  eleven  o'clock  it  will  gar 
one  way  or  other ;  howsoever,  he  siiaU  pay  for  me  ere  he  has  me. 

Pair,  Your  answer.  Sir. 

Ther,  Pare  you  well,  with  alt  my  heart 

AjohiL  Whv,  but  he  is  not  in  ^s  tune,  is  he  P 

Ther,  No,  hot  he%  out  o^  tune  thus.  What  mudo  wfll  be  in 
him  when  Hector  hae  knodied  out  his  brains,  I  know  not :  But, 
I  am  sure,  none ;  untoss  the  fiddler  Ap<^o  get  his  sinews  to  make 
catlingi*  on. 

AcML  Gome,  thou  shalt  bear  a  letter  to  him  straight. 

2%«r.  Let  me  bear  another  to  his  horsed;  for  thaf  s  the  more 
capable  t  creature. 

Achil.  My  mind  is  trouUed,  like  a  fountain  stirr'd; 
And  I  myself  see  not  the  bottom  of  it 

\_Sxewitt  ACHILUES  amd  Patboclus. 

Ther,  'Would  the  fountam  of  vour  mind  w«re  clear  again,  that 
I  might  water  an  ass  at  it !  I  had  rather  be  a  tick  in  a  sheep, 
than  such  a  valiant  ignorance.  \fixit. 


ACT  IV. 
SCENE  t-^Trop,    A  Street, 

Enter,  at  one  eide,  MsEAB  and  SBBTAKT,  with  a  torch;  at  the 
other,  Pabis,  Deiphobus,  Antenob,  Diomedes,  and  others, 
with  torches, 

.  Par",  See,  ho !  who's  that  there  P 
i>M.  1^  the  lord  .^neas. 

*  liHte-ttcSiifS.  t  Intdligent. 
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.^n«.  Is  tiw  pdmse  there  m  panonP-* 
Had  I  ao  fi[ood  oocasion  to  lie  long, 
As  you,  prinoe  Paris,  nothing  but  heavenly  buskiees 
Shotdd  rob  my  bed«niate  <^  my  company* 

IHo,  That's  my  mind  too.-Mjk)od  morrow;  l»dw&eae« 

Par.  A  valiant,  Gredc,  .^neas ;  take  his  hand  : 
Witness  the  process  of  your  speeioh,  wherein 
You  told—how  Diomed,  a  whole  week  by  days, 
Bid  haunt  you  in  the  field. 

JEne,  Health  to  you,  valiant  Sir, 
Durine  all  question*  of  the  gentle  truce : 
And  when  I  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiaaoe^r 
As  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute. 

Dio,  The  one  and  other  Biomed  embraces. 
Our  bloods  are  noW  in  cahn ;  and,  so  long,  healUi : 
But  when  contention  and  oooasicni  mcNet^ 
By  Jove,  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  th^  life, 
With  all  my  force,  nursuit,  and  pohcy. 

JEne,  And  thou  snalt  hunt  a  hon,  owt  will  fly 
With  his  face  backward.— In  humane  sentlenees, 
Welcome  to  Troy !  now,  by  Anchises*  life. 
Welcome  indeed !    By  Venus'  hand  I  swear. 
No  man  alive  can  love,  in  such  a  sort 
The  thmg  he  means  to  kill  move  ezoellenliy. 

Dio,  We  sympathize  .—Jove,  let  .tineas  Hve^ 
If  to  my  sword  his  fe.te  be  not  we  glory. 
A  thousand  cdmplete  coursea  of  the  «un  f 
But,  in  mine  emulous  honour,  let  him  die, 
With  ev^  joint  a  wound :  and  that  to-momywl 

.^hte.  We  know  each  other  welL 

IHo,  We  do ;  and  long  to  know  each  other  worse. 

Par,  This  is  the  most  despiteful  gentle  greeting; 
The  noblest  hatefUl  love,  l^iat  e'er  I  heard  ot— 
What  business,  lord,  so  early  ? 

JEne,  I  was  sent  for  to  the  king;  but  wfav,  I  kncyw  not 

Par,  His  purpose  meets  you;t  'Twas  to  bring  this  Greek 
To  Calchas'  house ;  and  there  to  render  him, 
^r  the  enfreed  Antenor,  the  feir  Oressid: 
Lefs  haVe  your  company ;  or,  if  you  please, 
Haste  there  before  us :  I  constantly  do  think 
(Or,  rather,  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge) 
My  brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to-night ; 
Bouse  him,  and  give  him  note  of  our  aoproacn. 
With  the  whole  quality  wherefore :  I  fear. 
We  shall  be  much  unwelcome. 

JEne,  That  I  assure  you : 
Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  borne  to  Greece, 
Than  Gressid  borne  from  Troy. 

Par,  There  is  no  help : 
The  bitter  disposition  of  the  lime 
Will  have  it  so.    On,  lord ;  we'll  follow  you. 

.iSfM.  Gk)od  morrow,  aUL  lErii^ 

Par,  And  tell  me,  noble  Diomed ;  'fkith,  tell  me  true, 
*  CoviftarnXki/n.  i  I,e»l bUnrtt Too. 
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Even  in  the  soul  of  sound  good-fellowships — 
Who,  in  your  thoughts,  merits  Mr  Helen  best, 
Myseit;  or  Menebkus? 

Dio,  Botibt alike: 
He  merits  well  to  have  her,  that  doth  seek  her 
(Not  making  any  scruple  oi  her  soilure). 
n  ith  ,su(di  a  hell  of  pam,  and  world  of  onorge ; 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that  defend  her 
(Not  pelating  the  taste  of  her  dishonour), 
With  such  a  costly  loss  of  wealth  and  friends : 
He,  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece  ->* 
You,  Uke  a  lecher,  out  of  whorish  loins 
Are  pleased  to  breed  out  your  inheritors : 
Both  merits  poised,  each  weighs  nor  less  nor  more ; 
But  he  as  he,  the  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par,  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  countryman. 

Duh  She's  bitter  to  her  country :  Hear  me,  Paris,— 
For  every  false  drop  in  her  bawdy  veins 
A  Ghrecian's  life  hath  sunk ;  for  every  scruple 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 
A  Trojan  hath  been  slain ;  since  she  could  speak. 
She  hath  not  given  so  man^  good  words  breath. 
As  for  her  Greeks  and  Trojans  suffered  death. 

Par,  Fair  Diomed.  you  do  as  chapmen  do, 
I>in>raiBe  the  thine  that  ^ou  desire  lo  buy : 
But  we  in  silence  hold  this  virtue  well,— * 
Well  not  commend  what  we  intend  to  sell* 
Here  lies  oiur  way.  {Sxmn^ 

SCJEIfE  IL—The  same.    Court  before  the  Mouse  q^Pakdaeus. 

Enter  TfiOILUS  and  Cbbssida. 

Tro,  Dear,  trouble  not  yourself;  the  mom  is  cold. 

Ores.  Then,  sweet  my  lord.  Til  call  mine  uncle  down ; 
He  shsJl  unbolt  the  gates. 

2Vo,  Trouble  him  not ; 
To  bed,  to  bed :  Sleep  kill  those  pretty  eyes, 
And  nve  as  soft  attachment  to  tny  senses, 
As  infants'  empty  of  all  thought ! 

Cres,  Good  morrow  then. 

Tro,  Tr'ythee  now,  to  bed. 

Cres,  Are  you  aweary  of  me  ? 

Tro.  O  .Cressida  I  but  that  the  busy  day. 
Waked  by  the  lark,  hath  roused  the  ribald  f  crows, 
And  dreaminjg  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  longer, 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cres,  Nieht  hath  been  too  briet 

Tro,  Besnrew  the  witdi !  with  venomous  wights  she  stays. 
As  tediously  as  heU ;  but  flies  the  grasps  of  love. 
With  wings  more  momentary-swift  than  thougnt. 
You  will  catch  cold,  and  curse  me. 

Cres.  Pr'ythee,  tarry  ;— 

*  Bvorel  qt  wine*  f  Lewd,  noisy. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


46a  TB0ILU8  AND  CBSS8ID1.  [aCT.I?; 

You  men  will  never  tarry.—- 

0  foolish  Cressid !— I  might  have  still  held  o£^ 

And  then  you  would  have  tarried.    Hark !  thwe'solie  up. 
Pan,  [  WUMn] .  What,  are  all  the  doors  open  here  ? 
7Vo.  It  is  your  unol& 

HfiUr  PanbjlSVS. 
Ores.  A  pestilenoe  on  him !  now  will  he  be  mocking: 

1  shall  have  such  a  Ufe, 

Pan,  How  now,  how  now  ?  how  go  maidenheads  ?— Here,  you 
maid !  whereas  my  cousin  Cressid  ? 

Ores,  Go  hang  yourself,  you  naughty  mocking  uncle  J 
You  bring  me  to  do,  *  and  then  you  flout  me  too. 

Pa»,  To  do  what  ?  to  do  what  P— let  her  say  what :  t?tet«  have 
1  brought  you  to  do  ? 

Ores.  Come,  come;  beshrewf  your  heart!  you'll  ne'er  be 


good, 
Nor  SI 


^or  suffer  others. 

Pan,  Ha»  ha !  Alas,  poor  wretch !  a  poor  oapoochia !  t'-hast 
not  slept  to-night?  would  he  not,  a  naughty  man,  let  it  sleep? 
a  bugbear  take  him !  [Knoakinff, 

Ores,  Did  I  not  tell  you  P— 'would  he  were  knock'd  o'the 
head!— 

Who's  that  at  door  P  good  uncle,  go  and  see.— 
My  lord,  come  you  again  into  my  chamber : 
You  smile,  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naug^tUy. 

Tro,  Ha^ha! 

Ores,  Come,  you  are  deceived,  I  think  of  no  such  thing.— 

iKnocking. 
How  earnestly  they  knock  !— pray  you,  come  in ; 
I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  seen  here. 

[JBxeunt  Tboiltts  and  Cresstda. 

Pan.  iGoing  to  the  door].    Who's  there  P  what* s  the  matter  ? 
will  you  beat  oown  the  door  ?    How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 
Snter  Mjs:rab. 

Mm,  Good  morrow,  lord,  good  morrow. 

Pff».  Who's  there  ?  my  lord  .^neiis  ?  By  my  troth,  I  knew 
you  not :  what  news  wkh  you  so  early  P 

Mne,  Is  not  prince  Troilus  here  P 

Pwn,  Here !  what  should  he  do  here  ? 

JEne.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  lord,  do  not  deny  him ; 
It  doth  import  him  much,  to  spealc  with  me. 

Pan,  Is  ne  here,  say  you  ?  'tis  more  than  I  know. 
I'll  be  sworn :— For  my  own  part,  I  came  in  late : 
What  should  he  do  here  P 

Mne,  Who !— na3^  then  t— 
Comei  come,  you'll  do  him  wrong  ere  you  are  'ware : 
Youll  be  so  true  to  him,  to  be  false  to  him: 
Do  not  you  know  of  him,  yet  go  fetch  him  hil^er : 
Go. 

Am  PAKDAB179  M  gwn9  out,  enter  TsoiXtrs. 

Tro,  How  now  P  what's  the  matter  ? 

*  TO  do  is  here  ased  in  a  waniun  sense.  1 1[\  betSAeL 

}  An  Italian  word  for  poor  fool ! 
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JEw.  My  lord,  I  scaroe  have  leisiire  to  saliiU  7oa» 
My  matter  is  BO  rash :  *  There  is  at  hand 
Paris  your  brother,  and  Deiphobus, 
The  Grecian  Diomed,  and  our  Antenor 
DeUver'd  to  us ;  and  for  him  forthwith. 
Ere  the  first  saorifioe,  within  this  hour, 
We  must  fldve  up  to  Diomedes'  hand 
The  lady  OresBicik 

2Vo.  Is  it  so  concluded  ? 

.M$e.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  state  of  Troy : 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  effect  it 

7Vo,  How  my  achievements  mock  me ! 
I  will  go  meetthem :  and,  my  kHrd  Mneaa, 
We  met  by  chance ;  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

JEne,  Good,  good,  my  lord ;  the  secrets  of  nature 
Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity. 

i:Eaeeuni  TboiLTTS  and  JExeab, 

Fan,  Is*t  possible P  no  sooner  got,  but  lost?  The  devil  take 
Antenor !  the  young  prince  will  go  mad.  A  plague  upon  An- 
tenor, I  would,  they  niMl  brokers  neck ! 

Snter  CSEaswx. 

Ores,  How  now  P  What  is  the  matter  P  Who  was  here? 

Pan.  AbL  ah ! 

Ores.  Why  sigh  vou  so  profoundly  P  Where's  my  l<»rd  gone  P 
Tell  me,  sweet  uncle,  whars  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  ^Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth  as  I  am  above ! 

Ores.  O  the  gods  !—whaf  8  the  matter  P 

Pan.  Pr'ythe^  get  thee  in :  *Would  thou  had'st  ne'er  beeh 
bom !  I  Imew,  tnou  would'st  oe  his  death  :-~0  poor  gentleman ! 
—A  plague  upon  Antenor ! 

Ores.  Good  uncle,  I  beseedi  you  go.  my  knees,  I  beseech  you, 
what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Thou  must  be  gone,  wench,  thou  must  be  g(me ;  thou 
art  ohanfped  for  Antenor:  thou  must  to  thy  fothei^  and  begone 
from  Troilus ;  twill  be  his  death;  'twiU  be  nis  bane^  he  cannot 
bear  it 

Ores.  O  you  immortal  gods !— I  will  not  go. 

Pan,  Thou  must 

Cres.  I  will  not,  uncle :  I  have  forgot  my  ftither ; 
I  know  no  touoh  of  consanguinity ; 
No  kin,  no  love,  ho  Uood,  no  som  so  near  me 
As  the  sweet  Troilus.— O  you  gods  divine ! 
Make  Cressid's  name  the  very  crown  of  falsehood. 
If  ever  she  leave  Troilus !  Time,  force,  and  death, 
Do  to  this  body  what  extremes  you  can; 
But  the  strong  base  and  building  of  my  love 
Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth, 
DrawingaU  things  to  it— 111  go  m,  and  weep  ;— 

Pan.  Do,  do. 

OrcM.  Tear  my  bright  hair,  and  scratch  my  praised.cheeks, 
Crack  my  dear  voice  with  sobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  pounding  Troilus.    I  will  not  go  from  Troy.         [JBkemni. 
*  Urgent 
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8CS2^  IJIi^Tke  tame.    Before  Paotjabitb'  Soum, 

Enter  Pabis,  TboIlus,  JEnbas,  Dsifhobus^  Antenob, 

d^  DlOMEDSS. 

Par.  It  is  great  *  morniag ;  and  tke  boor  prefixed 
Of  her  delivery  to  this  viilisait  Greek 
Comes  fast  upon :-— Good  m^  tidier  Troilus, 
Tell  you  the  lady  what  she  is  to  do. 
And  haste  her  to  the  purpose. 

2Vo.  Walk  in  to  her  house ; 
111  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  presently ; 
And  to  nis  hand  when  I  deliver  her. 
Think  it  an  altar j  and  thjr  brother  Troilo^ 
A  priest  there  offering  to  it  his  own  heart*  L-£^ 

Par,  1  know  what  'tis  to  love ; 
And  'would,  as  I  shall  pity,  I  oould  help  I— 
Please  you,  wrik  in,  iny  lords.  [Exeunt 

SCSNE  IK^The  tame,    A  JRoom  in  PandaBUs'  Mouee. 

Enter  PaKDabus  and  Cbessida. 

Pan,  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 

Ores,  Why  tell  y<wi  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfect,  that  I  taste, 
And  violeateth  in  a  sense  as  strong 
As  that  which  causeth  it ;  How  can  I  moderate  it  ? 
If  X.o(mld  temporize  with  my  affection. 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate^ 
The  like  alltgrment  oould  I  give  my  gnef : 
My  love  admits  no  qualiMng  dross : 
No  more  my  grie(  in  sucb.  a  precious  loss. 

JB^er  TBOlIiUB. 
jPan,  Here,  here,  here  he  comes. — ^Ah  sweet  dudes  \ 
Ores,  O  Troilus  f  Troilus !  [Embracing  Urn 

Pan.  What  a  pair  of  spectacles  is  here !  Let  me  emb^race  too 
'O  heart,*"^  the  goodly  saying  is — — 

O  heart,  0  heavy  heart. 

Why  sigKet  thou  without  breaking  1 
where  he  answers  again, 

Eeoauee  thou  canst  not  eaee  thy  smart, 
By  friendship,  nor  by  speaking. 
There  never  was  a  truer  rhyme.    Let  us  cast  awajr  nothing,  for 
we  may  live  to  have  need  of  such  a  verse ;  we  see  it,  we  see  it.— 
How  now,  lambs  P 

2Vo.  Cressid,  I  love  thee  in  so  strain'd  a  purity. 
That  the  bless*d  gods— as  angry  with  my  fancy. 
More  briffht  in  zeal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  dIow  to  their  deities, — take  thee  from  me. 
Ores,  Have  the  gods  envy  ? 
Pan.  AJr,  av,  ay,  ay ;  'tis  too  plain  a  case. 
^ .  Cres,  And  Is  it  true,  that  I  must  go  from  Troy  F  , 

*  J.  tf.  advanced.  '  *    ^' 


y  Google 


9GBKB  IT.J  IBOILUS  ASTD  CAXS8IDJL  4Bi 

TrQrAhaMtaltnLiibi. 

Ores.  What,  and  from  Troihis  too  ? 

2Vo.  Prom  Troy,  wad  Troilos. 

Ores,  Is  it  possible  ? 

Tro.  And  suddenly  where  injury  of  chance 
Puts  back  leave-taking,  justles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  pause,  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  rejoindure,  forcibly  prevents 
Our  look'd  embrasures,  strangles  our  dear  vows 
Even  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring[  breath : 
We  two,  that  with  so  many  thousand  sighs 
Did  buy  each  other,  must  poorly  sell  ourselves 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  discnarge  of  one. 
Injurious  time  now,  with  a  robber's  haste 
Grams  his  rich  thievery  up,  he  knows  not  how : 
As  many  foreweUs  as  be  srars  in  heaven. 
With  distinct  breath  and  consigned*  kisses  to  them, 
He  fUmbles  up  into  a  loose  adieu : 
And  scants  us  with  a  single  famish'd  kiss, 
Distasted  with  the  salt  of  broken  f  tears. 

Mne,  [Within],  My  tord !  is  the  lady  ready  ? 

Tro.  Hark !  you  are  calTd :  Some  say,  the  Genius  so 
Cries.  Come  !  to  him  Idiat  instantly  must  die. 
Bid  tnem  have  patienoe ;  she  shall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  mv  tears  ?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind,  or  my  heart 
will  be  blown  up  by  the  root  I  [Exit  PANDABtJS. 

Ores.  I  must  then  to  the  Greeks  R 

Tro.  No  remedy. 

Ores.  A  woeftd  Cresstd  'mongst  the  merry  Greeks ! 
When  shall  we  see  again  P 

Tro.  Hear  me,  my  love  r  Be  thou  but  true  of  heart,— 

C^6«.  I  true  i  how  now  P  what  wicked  deem  it  is  ^^  ? 

TSro.  Nay,  we  must  use  expostulation  kindly. 
For  it  is  i)arting  from  us: 
I  speak  not,  he  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee ; 
For  I  will  throw  my  fflove  to  death  himself  § 
That  there's  no  maculation  ||  in  thy  heart : 
But  he  thou  true,  say  I,  to  fashion  m 
My  sequent  IT  protestation ;  be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  see  thee. 

Ores.  O,  you  shall  be  exposed,  mv  lord,  to  dangers 
As  infinite  as  imminent !  but,  I'll  be  true. 

Tro.  And  I'll  grow  friend  with  danger.  Wear  this  rieeye. 

Ores.  And  you  this  glove.    When  shall  I  see  you  ? 

Tro.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  sentinels, 
To  give  thee  nightly  visitation. 
But  yet,  be  true. 

Cree.  O  heavens !— be  true  again  ? 

Tro.  Hear  why  I  speak  it,  love ; 
The  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  quality  ,*• 

•  Sealed.  t  ]ntexTiu)ted.  t  Surmise. 

S  I.  e.  chaUcnge  liim.  |  Spot.  %  Followinir. 
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Th^r're  loving,  well  compos'd,  with  gifts  of  injure  fk^nkkg. 

And  swelling  o'er  with  arts  and  ^tercise ; 

How  novelty  may  move,  and  paj^  with  peEson, 

Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealousy 

(Which  I  beseech  you,  oall  a  Tirtaotik  sin). 

Makes  me  afeard. 

Cres,  O  heavens !  y<m  love  me  not 

Tro,  Die  I  a  villain  then ! 
In  this  I  do  not  call  ^our  faith  in  question, 
So  mainly  as  my  merit:  I  cannot  swg» 
Nor  heel  the  high  lavolt,  *  n<»r  sweeten  talk, 
Nor  play  at  subtle  games ;  ffur  virtues  all. 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  most  i»ompt  and  pregnant ; 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  of  these  < 

There  lurks  a  still  and  dumb-discoursive  devil. 
That  tempts  most  cunningly :  but  be  not  tempted. 

Ores.  Do  you  think  1  will  P 

Tro.  No. 
But  something  may  be  done,  that  we  will  not : 
And  sometimes  we  are  devils  to  ourselves, 
When  we  will  tempt  the  fhdlty  of  our  powmrs, 
Presuming  on  their  ohangeAil  potency. 

Mae,  [Within],  Nay,  good  my  lorot— — 

Tro.  Gome,  ki4:  and  let  us  part. 

Par.  nr»^»].  Brother  Trouus! 

2Vo.  Oood  brother,  come  you  hith^: 
And  brine  iEhieas,  and  the  weeian  with  you. 

Ores.  My  lord,  will  you  be  true  ? 

7}ro.  Who,  I P  ftlas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fralt : 
While  others  fish  with  craft  for  great  opinion,       « 
I  with  great  truth  oeteh  mere  simi>Mci1^ ;  f 
Whilst  some  with  cunning  gild  their  copper  crowns, 
With  truth  and  dbunness  I  do  wear  mine  bam 
Fear  not  my  truth ;  the  moral  of  my  wit 
Is-~plain,  and  true,— thera's  all  the  readi  of  it 

JEnter  Mneas,  Pabis,  Antekob,  Deiphobub,  and  DtOKEDXiu 
Welcome,  Sir  Diomed !  here  is  the  lady. 
Which  tor  Antenor  we  deliver  you : 
At  the  port,  t  lord,  Fll  give  her  to  thy  hand ; 
And,  by  the  way,  possess  §  thee  what  she  is. 
Entreat  her  fair ;  and,  by  my  soul,  fair  Greek, 
If  6*er  thou  stand  at  mercy  of  my  sword. 
Name  Gressid,  and  thy  life  shall  oe  as  safe 
As  Priam  is  in  Bion. 

Dio.  Fair  lady  Gressid. 
So  please  you,  save  the  thanks  this  prince  expects : 
The  lustre  in  your  eye,  heavsen  in  your  cheek, 

fluids  your  fair  usage ;  and  to  Diomed 
ou  shall  be  mistress  and  oommand  him  wholly. 
Tro.  Grecian,  thou  dost  not  use  me  courteously. 
To  shame  tbe  zeal  of  my  petition  to  thee, 
*Adjaioe.     t  Merely  aoqaire  simple  approlMtiaitu     tQate«    'fBMfonik 
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In  praLEdng  her :  I  tell  thecL  lord  of  Ghneeoe, 
She  is  as  far  high-sofuring  o  er  thy  liaises, 
As  thou  unworthy  to  he  call'd  her  servant. 
I  charge  thee,  use  her  well,  even  for  my  charge ; 
For,  hy  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  dost  not, 
Though  the  great  bulk  Acnilles  be  thy  guard, 
rilcutthy&oat.  « 

IHo.  O,  be  not  inoyed,  prince  Troilus : 
Let  me  be  privileged  by  my  place,  and  message, 
To  be  a  sp^er  free ;  when  i  am  hence, 
rU  answer  to  my  lust :  *  And  know  you,  lord, 
m  nothing  do  on  charge :  To  her  own  worth 
She  shall  be  prized ;  but  that  you  say,— be't  so, 
I'll  speak  it  in  my  spirit  and  honour,— no. 

Tro.  Come,  to  the  port— I'll  tell  thee,  Diomed, 
This  brave  f  shall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head.^ 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand,  and  as  we  walk. 
To  our  own  selves  bend  we  our  needfUl  mik. 

[Exeunt  Tboilub,  Obessida,  €md  Dlo^KDt.    Trumpet  heard, 

Far,  Hark!  Hector's  trumpet. 

JE!ne.  How  have  we  qpent  this  morning ! 
The  prince  must  think  me  tardy  and  remiss. 
That  swore  to  ride  before  him  to  the  field. 

Par.  'Tis  Troilus'  fault :  Come,  come,  to  field  with  him. 

Dei,  Let  us  make  ready  strai^t. 

J^.  Yea,  with  a  bride^nponrs  firesh  alacrity. 
Let  us  address  to  tend  on  Hector's  heels : 
The  ^orjr  of  our  Trov  doth  this  day  lie, 
On  ms  fair  worth  and  single  chivalry.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  v.— The  Grecian  camp.    Lists  set  owt. 

Enter  Ajax,  armed;  Agahemkoit,  Achillbs,  Patboclus^ 
Menelaus,  Ulysses,  Nestob,  and  others. 

Aqam.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  %  firesh  and  fair, 
Anticipating  time  with  startmg  courage. 
Give  wit^  thy  larumpet  a  loud  note  to  TCrpy, 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax ;  that  the  appalled  air 
Mav  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  combatant^ 
And  nale  him  thither. 

Aoax.  Thou,  trumpet,  there's  my  purse. 
Now  crack  thy  lungs,  and  split  thy  brasen  pipe. 
Blow,  villain,  till  thy  sphered  bias  §  cheek 
Out-swell  the  coUo  of  puflTd  Aquilon : 
Come,  stretch  thy  chesty  and  let  thy  eyes  spout  blood ; 
Thou  bloVst  for  Hector.  {Trumpet  sounds, 

Ulyss.  No  trumpet  answers. 

Achil.  'Tis  but  earlv  days. 

Agam.  Is  not  yon  Diomed,  with  Calduu^  daughter  ? 

Ulyss.  'Tis  he.  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gait ; 
He  nses  on  the  toe :  that  spirit  of  his 
In  aspiration  lifts  him  firom  the  earth. 

*  WilL  f  Bravado.  X  Preparation.  |  Swollen  like  a  ban. 

VOL.  ni.  2  H 
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Agam.  Is  this  the  lady  Oressid  ? 

Dio.  Even  she. 

Agam.  Most  dearly  weloome  to  the  Greelcs,  sweet  lady. 

Nest.  Our  general  doth  salute  you  with  a  kiss. 

Ulyss.  Yet  is  the  kindness  but  particular ; 
'Twere  better  she  were  kissed  in  general. 

Nest.  And  very  courtly  counsel :  111  begin.— 
So  much  for  Nestor. 

AchiL  I'll  take  that  winter  from  your  hps,  fair  lady : 
Achilles  bids  you  welcome. 

Men.  I  had  good  argument  for  kisdng  once. 

Fair.  But  that^s  no  argument  for  kisiing  now : 
Por  thus  popped  Paris  in  his  hardiment, 
And  parted  thus  you  and  your  argument. 

Vlj/ss.  O  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  all  our  scorns ! 
For  which  we  lose  our  heads  to  gild  his  horns. 

Patr.  The  first  was  Menelaus^^kiss;— this,  mine : 
!l^atroclus  kisses  you. 

Men.  O,  this  is  trim ! 

Patr.  Paris,  and  I,  kiss  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  Ill  have  mv  kiss,  Sir :— Lady,  by  your  leave. 

Cres.  In  kissing  do  you  render  or  receive  f 
.  Patr:  Bdth  take  and  give. 

Cres.  I'll  make  my  match  to  live,* 
The  kiss  you  take  is  better  than  you  give. 
Therefore  no  kiss. 

Men,  1*11  give  you  boot^  111  ^ve  you  three  for  one. 

Cres.  *Yoirre  an  odd  man ;  give  even,  or  give  none. 

Men.  Ah  odd  man,  lady  ?  every  man  is  odd. 

Cres.  No,  Paris  is  not;  for,  you  know,  'tis  true, 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  You  fillip  me  o'  the  head. 

Cres.  No,  1*11  be  sworn. 

Ulpss.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  against  his  horn. — 
May  I,  sweet  lady,  beg  a  kiss  of  you  ? 

Cres.  You  may. 

Ulpss.  I  do  desire  it. 

Cress.  Why,  beg  then. 

ZTlffss.  Why  then,  for  Yetnu^  sake,  give  me  a  kiss, 
When  Helen  is  a.iiuud  again,  and  his. 

Cres.  1  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  due. 

Ulyss.  Never's  my  day.  aiid  then  a  kiss  of  you, 

JXo.  Lady,  a  wora  ^— ril  bring  you  to  your  father. 

POIOMED  le<tds  oue  CbBSSTDA. 

Nest.  A  woman  of  quick  sense.  . 

Ulffss.  Fie,  fie  upon  her ! 
There's  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip, 
Nay,  her  foot  speaks ;  her  wanton  spirits  look  out 
At  every  joint  and  motive  t  of  her  body. 
O.  these  encounterers,  so  glib  of  tongue, 
That  give  a  coasting  welcome  X  ere  it  comes, 

*  VU  lay  my  life.  f  Motion.  t  Conciliatory  advances. 
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And  wide  unclasp  ^dietflbleg  of  their  thou^tfl  ^ 

To  every  ticklislj  reader !  set  them  down 

For  sluttish  spoils  of  opportimity. 

And  daughters  of  the  game.  ITrumpet  mihis^ 

All.  The  Trojarfs  trumpet. 

Agam.  Yonder  copieB  tl^  troop. 

Hwter  HsoTOB,  armed;  JBneas,  TBOilitrfl,  md  other  Troi^ns^ 
foith  attendants. 

Mne,  Hail,  all  the  state  of  Greece  !  what  shaH  be  done 
To  him  that  victory  commands  ?  Or  do  you  purpose, 
A  victor  shall  he  known?  will  you,  the  inignts 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Pursue  each  other :  or  shall  they  be  divided 
By  any  voice  or  order  of  the  field  ? 

Hector  bade  ask.  ^. 

.  Agam.  Which  way  would  Hectot  have  It  f       - 

^Tte,  He  cares  not,  WU  obey  conditions. 

Achil.  'Tis  done  like  Hector ;  but  securely  done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  misprising  '  ^ 

The  knight  opposed.  * 

JEne.  If  not  Achilles,  Su:, 
What  is  your  name  ? 

Achil.  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

^Tte.  Therefore  Achilles ;  but,  whate'er,  know  this  ;— 
In  the  extremitv  of  great  and  Httle, 
Valour  and  pride  excels  themselves  in  Hector; 
The  one  almost  as  infinite  as  alL 
The  other  blank  as  nothing.    Weigh  him  well, 
And  that,  which  looks  likepride,  is  courtesy. 
This  Ajax  is  hilf  made  of  Hectors  blood :  * 
In  love  whereot  half  Hector  stays  at  home ; 
Half-heart,  half-hand,  half  Hector  comes  to  seek 
This  blended  knight,  half  Trojan,  and  half  Oreek. 

Achil.  A  noiaadeii  battle  then  ?— O,  I  perceive  you. 

Re^ewterJiiovLSD, 
Agam.  Here  is  Sir  Diomed :—- Go,  gentle  knight, 
Stand  by  our  AJax :  As  you  and  lord  .^neas  : 

Consent  ui)on  the  order  of  their  fight,  .  . 

So  be  it ;  either  to  the  uttermost, 
Or  else  a  breath ;  f  the  combatants  being  kin, 
Half  stints  X  theur  strife  before  their  strckes  begin. 

Ajax  wnd  Hectojr  enter  the  Usts. 

l%«tf.  They  are  opposed  abeady. 

Agam.  What  Trojan  is  thai  same  that  iiooka  so  hea^y  F        .  ; 

Ulyss.  The  youngest  son  (A  Priam,  a  tirw©  knjght;       -       .  / 
Notvetmature,  yet  matcdilesK;  firm:  ©f«  word ;>'  ^'  ;   /     \ .  w 
Speaking  in  dce^  and  deedlea8.§inJiis't<waguej    ,         .ji  //   it  > » 
Not  soon  provoked,  noir.  being p]H>vidQad,.6Ciwi  palm'd; )  \   . , ,-  ) 
His  heart  and  hand  bodi  Q|)eii,aiidibQiklie$^  j :  :.  in.  ...at  a 

W.4,:"  estops.        ?  .  '.     '->  No  boasteif^  f,;  „,.;,<!  : 
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For  what  he  has  he  gfives,  what  thinks,  he  shows; 
Yet  iQves  he  not  till  judgment  guide  ms  bounty> 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair  *  thought  with  hreath : 
Manly  as  Hector,  but  more  dangerous ; 
For  Hector,  in  his  blaze  of  wrath,  subscribes  f 
To  tender  objects ;  but  he,  in  heat  of  addon. 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love : 
They  call  him  Troilus ;  tmd  on  him  erect 
A  second  hone,  as  fairly  built  as  Hector. 
Thus  says  ^eas ;  one  that  knows  the  youth 
Even  to  his  inches,  and,  with  private  soul. 
Did  in  great  Ilion  thus  translate  it  him  to  me. 

lAlarum.    BxcTO^  and  Aj AX  ^hi, 

Agam.  They  are  in  action. 

I^est.  Now,  Ajax,  hold  thine  own ! 

Tro.  Hector,  thou  sleep'st; 
Awake  thee ! 

Agam,  His  blows  are  well  disposed  ^— There, 
Ajax! 

JHo.  You  must  no  more.  [  Trumpets  oeaae, 

.Sine.  Princes,  enough,  so  please  you. 

Ajax,  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again, 

]5io.  As  Hector  pleases. 

Hect  Why  then,  will  I  no  more:— 
Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  sister's  son, 
A  cousin-german  to  great  Priam's  seed 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  gory  emulation  'twixt  us  twain : 
Were  they  commixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  so. 
That  thou  oouldst  say— 2%w  hand  ia  Grecian  all, 
And  thit  is  J^rqjan  ;  the  sinews  of  this  leg 
All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy;  my  mother^s  hlood 
Rttns  on  the  dexter  §  cheek,  and  this  sinister  || 
Bounds-in  myfathet'si  by  Jove  multipotent. 
Thou  shouldst  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekish  member 
Wherein  my  sword  had  not  impressure  made 
Of  our  rank  feud :  but  the  just  gods  Kunsay. 
Than  any  drop  thou  borrow'st  from  thy  mother. 
My  sacred  aunt,  should  by  mv  mortal  sword 
Be  drained !  let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax : 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  hast  lusty  arms ; 
Hector  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus : 
Cousin,  all  honour  to  thee ! 

Ajax,  I  thank  thee,  Hector : 
Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  oousin,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition  %  earned  in  thy  death. 

Sect.  Not  Neoptolemus**  so  mirable 
(On  whose  bright  crest  Fame  with  her  loud*st  O  yes. 
Cries,  This  is  he)*  could  promise  to  himself 
A  thought  of  added  honour  torn  from  Hector. 

*  Uneqaal  to  Hxt  occaaion.  f  Yields,  gives  waar. 

t  Describe  him.  f  Right.  I  Left.  ,     %  Tlttvb 

**  Achilles,  as  being  the  father  of  Vgri^xu  Neoptolemus. 
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JEne.  There  is  expectance  here  from  both  the  sides, 
"What  further  you  will  do. 

Sect.  We'll  answer  it; 
The  ifBue  is  embraoement: — ^Ajax,  fareweU. 

JJax.  If  I  might  in  entreaties  find  success 
(As  seld*  I  have  the  chance),  I  would  desire 
Mj  famous  cousin  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

xHo,  'Tis  Agamemnon's  wish:  and  great  Achilles 
Doth  longto  see  unarm'd  the  valiant  Hector. 

Sect,  ^eas,  call  my  brother  Troilus  to  me ; 
And  signify  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expectors  of  our  Trojan  part ; 
Desire  them  home.— Give  me  thy  haiid,  my  cousin ; 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  see  your  knights. 

JJax,  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here. 

Heet  The  worthiest  of  them  tell  me  name  by  name ; 
But  for  Achilles,  my  own  searching  eyes 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  size. 

Agam.  Worthy  of  arms !  as  welcome  as  to  one 
That  would  be  nd  of  such  an  enemy ; 
But  thafs  no  welcome :  Understand  more  clear, 
What's  past,  and  whafs  to  come,  is  strew'd  with  husks 
And  formless  ruin  of  oblivion  \ 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias-drawing. 
Bids  thee,  with  most  divine  intewrity, 
Prom  heart  of  very  heart,  great  Hector,  welcome. 

Sect.  I  thank  tnee,  most  imperiousf  Agamemnon. 

Aifam,  My  well  famed  lord  of  Troy,  no  less  to  you. 

[roTBOiLUS. 

Men,  Let  me  confirm  my  princely  brother's  greeting;*— 
You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hithw. 

Hed,  Whom  must  we  answer  ? 

Men,  The  noble  Menelaus. 

Hed.  O  you,  my  lord :  by  Mars  his  gauntlet,  thanks ! 
Mock  not,  that  I  affect  the  untradedt  oath  ; 
Tour  quondam^  wife  swears  still  by  Venus*  glove ; 
She's  well  but  bade  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 

Men.  Name  her  not  now.  Sir ;  she's  a  deadly  theme. 

Hect.  O  pardon ;  I  offend. 

Nest.  I  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  seen  thee  ofb, 
Labouring  for  destiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekish  youth :  and  I  have  seen  thee, 
As  hot  as  Perseus,  spur  thy  Phrygian  steed, 
Despising  many  forfeits  and  subauements, 
When  thou  hast  hung  thy  advanced  sword  i'  the  air. 
Not  letting  it  decUne  on  the  declined;  l| 
That  I  have  said  to  some  my  standers-by, 
LOy  Jupiter  is  yonder,  dealing  life  ! 
And  I  nave  seen  thee  pause,  ana  take  thy  breath. 
When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hemmed  thee  in, 
Like  an  Olympian  wrestling :  This  have  I  seen ; 
Bat  this  tl:^  countenance,  still  lock'd  in  steel, 

•SeUtom.       tImperiaL       tUirasnal.        « Heretofore.        IFaUen. 
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I  never  saw  Iffl  now.    Iknewtl^grandsire, 
And  onoe  foueht  with  him :  he  was  a  soldier  good ; 
But,  by  great  Mars,  the  captain  of  us  idl, 
Never  like  thee :  Let  an  oid  man  etnbraoe  thee; 
And,  worthy  warrior  welootne  to  our  tents. 
JEne,  'Tis  the  old  Nestor. 
Hect  Let  me  embrace  tbee.  ^ood  old  ohroniole. 
That  hast  so  long  walk'd  hand  m  hand  with  time :—« 
Most  reverend  Nestor,  I  ma  glad  to  olan>  thee. 

Nest,  I  would  m^  arms  could  oMAch  toee  in  contention. 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtesy. 

Hect,  I  would  they  could.- 

Nest.  Ha ! 
By  this  white  beard,  Fd  fif^t  with  thee  to-onHTOwv 
Well,  welcome,  welcome !  I  have  seen  the  tiaie^ 

Ulyss,  J  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  stands^ 
When  we  have  here  her  base  and  ^lar  by  us. 

Hect.  I  know  your  favour^  lord  Ulysses,  weU. 
Ah,  Sir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead, 
Since  first  I  saw  yourself  and  Diomed 
In  lUon,  on  your  Greekish  embassy. 

Ulyss.  ^i  1  foretold  you  then  what  would  ensue : 
My  prophecy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet ; 
For  yonder  walls,  that  p«rtly  fifont  your  town. 
Yon  towers,  whose  wanton  Uups  do  buss  the  clouds^ 
Must  kiss  tneir  own  feet. 

Hect.  I  must  not  believe  you : 
There  they  stand  yet ;  and  modestly  I  think, 
The  fall  of  every  Phrygian  stone  will  cost 
A  droD  of  Grecian  blood :  The  end  crowns  all ; 
And  that  old  oovimon  arbitrator,  time, 
Will  one  day  end  it. 

Ulyss.  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 
Most  gentle,  and  most  valiant  Hector,  weloom^ 
After  thd  ^nend,  I  beseeeh  you  next 
To  feast  with  me.  and  see  me  at  my  t^t. 

Achil.  I  shaU  nNTtetall  thee,  lord  Ulysses  thou  !— 
Now,  Hector,  I  have  fed  imne  eyes  on  thee ; 
I  have  with  6xa6t  view  perused  tiiee,  Heotor, 
And  quoted*  joint  bv  joint. 

Hect.  Isthis  Aehillfis?  -  ^ 

Achil.  I  am  Achilles. 

Hect. ,  Stihd  Mtf  I  pray  theei  let  me  look  oq  thee. 

Achil.  Behold  thy  filL 

Hect.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 

Achil.  Thou  art  too  brief;  I  will  the  second  time, 
As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  laiee  limb  by  limb. 

Hect.  O,  like  a  book  of  sport  tbou'lt  read  me  o'er ; 
But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  underetand'st. 
Why  dost  thou  so  oppress  me  with  thine  eye  ? 

Achil.  Tell  me,  you  heavens,  in  which  part  of  his  body 
ShaU  I  destroy  him  ?  v^ether  there,  there,  <x  there? 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name ; 
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And  make  distinct  the  very  breach  whereout 
Hector's  great  spirit  flew :  Answer  me,  heavens ! 

Meet  It  would  discredit  the  blessed  ^ods^  proud  QMUQ, 
To  answer  such  a  question :  Stand  again : 
Think'st  thou  to  catch  my  life  so  pleasantly. 
As  to  prenominate*  in  nice  conjecture. 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 

Achil.  I  tell  thee,  yea. 

Sect  Wert  thou  an  oracle  to  tell  me  so, 
rd  not  beUeve  thee.   Henceforth  guard  thee  well ; 
For  ril  not  kill  thee  thera  nor  there,  nor  there ; 
But.  bv  the  forge  that  stitniedf  Mars  his  helm, 
I'll  kill  thee  everywhere,  yea^  o*er  and  o'er.— 
You,  wisest  Greiaans,  pardon  me  this  brag» 
His  insolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips ; 
But  I'll  endeavour  deeds  to  match  these  words, 
Or  may  I  never; 

Jj'aa.  Do  not' chafe  thee,  oouran; — 
Ana  you.  Achilles,  let  these  threats  alone. 
Till  accident  or  purpose  bring  you  to 't : 
You  may  have  every  dav  enough  of  Hector, 
If  you  have  stomach  'i  the  general  state.  I  fear. 
Can  scarce  entreat  you  to  be  odd§  with  him. 

Sect  I  pray  you,  let  us  see  you  in  the  field : 
We  have  had  pelting  i|  wars,  smce  you  refused 
3)he  Grecians'  cause. 

AcMt  Dost  thou  entreat  me.  Hector  P 
To-morrow,  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death ; 
To-night,  ail  friends. 

ffeei.  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 

Agam,  Furst,  all  you  peers  of  Greece,  go  to  my  tent; 
There  in  the  full  convive^  we :  afterwards. 
As  Hector's  Idsure  and  your  bounties  shall 
Concur  together,  severally  entreat  him. — 
Beat  k)ttd  the  tabourinee,**  let  the  trumnets  blow. 
That  this  great  soldier  may  his  welcome  know. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Tboilus  and  ULYSSES. 
,  2Vo.  My  lord  Ulysses,  Ml  mey  I  beseedi  you. 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keep  ? 

Ulyee,  At  Menelaus'  tent,  most  princely  Troilus : 
There  Diomed  doth  feast  with  him  to-nignt ; 
Who  neither  looks  upon  the  heaven,  nor  earth, 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  the  fair  Cressid. 

Tro.  Shall  I,  sweet  lord,  be  bound  to  you  so  much. 
After  we  part  firam  Agamemnon's  tent, 
To  bring  me  thither  ? 

Ulyss,  You  shall  command  me,  1^. 
As  gentle  tell  me,  of  what  honour  was 
This  Cressida  in  Troy  ?    Had  she  no  lover  there 
That  wails  her  abs^oe  ? 

Tro,  O,  Sir,  to  sooh  as  boasting  show  their  soars, 

*  Forename.  t  Anvilled.  t  Inclination.  f  Contend: 

I  Pe^jr^  %  Feaat.,  **  ^maUdrmiic. 
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A  mook  is  due.  'Will  yoa  walk  on,  my  lord  ? 
She  was  beloved,  she  loved :  she  is,  and  doth  .* 
But,  still,  «weet  love  is  food  tar  fortune's  too<^  iBxetmL 


ACT  V. 

SCENS  I,— The  Oreoian  Camp.    Before  ACHILLBS*  Tetst. 

Snter  ACHILLES  and  Patboclus. 

Achil.  Ill  heat  his  blood  with  Greekish  wine  to-nighi» 
Which  with  my  scimitar  I'll  oool  to-morrow. — 
Fatroclus,  let  us  feast  him  to  the  height. 

Fair.  Here  ccmies  Thenites. 

SiUer  Thebsitbs. 

AoML  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy  ? 
Thou  orus^  batch  of  nature,  whaf  s  the  new»  ? 

Ther.  Wny,  thou  picture  of  what  thou  seemest,  and  idol  ef 
idiot-worshippers,  here's  a  letter  for  thee. 

AchU,  From  whence,  frasment  ? 

7%er,  Why,  thou  ftill  dish  of  fool,  from  Troy. 

Fatr.  Who  keeps  the  tent  now  ? 

Ther,  The  surgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's  wound. 

Pair,  Well  said.  Adversity  !*  and  what  need  these  tricks  ? 

Ther.  IVythee  be  silent,  bov ;  I  orofit  not  by  thy  talk :  thou 
art  thought  to  be  Achilles'  male  varlet. 

Pair.  Male  varlet,  you  rogue !  whaf  s  that  P 

Ther.  Why,  his  masculine  whore.  Now  the  rotten  diseases  (^ 
the  south,  the  guts-griping,  ruptures,  catarrhs,  loads  o' navel 
i'  the  back,  lethargies,  ooldTpalsies,  raw  eyes,  dirt-rott^  Uvers, 
wheezing  lungs,  bladders  full  of  imposthume,  scioticaB,  limAiltm 
i' the  palm,  incurable  bone-ache,  and  the  rivaled  feordrnpleof 
the  tetter :  take  and  take  again  such  pr^[>oeterous  disoovenes ! 

Patr.  Why  thou  damnable  box  of  envy,  Uiou,  what  meanest 
thou  to  curse  thus  P 

Ther.  Do  I  curse  thee  ? 

Pair.  Why,  no,  you  ruinous  butt;  you  whoreson  indistin- 
guishable cur,  no. 

Ther.  No  ?  why  art  thou  then  exasperate,  thou  idle  hmnate- 
rial  skein  of  sleivef  silk,  thou  green  sarcenet  flap  for  a  sore  eye. 
thou  tassel  of  a  prodigal's  purse,  thou  ?  Ah,  how  the  poor  world 
is  pestered  with  such  water-flies ;  diminutives  of  nature  I 

Pair.  Out,gaU! 

Ther.  Finch  egg ! 

Achil.  My  sweet  Fatroclus,  I  am  thwarted  quite 
From  my  fl^t  ourpose  in  to-morrow's  battle. 
Here  is  a  letter  nrom  queen  Hecuba ; 
A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love ; 
Both  taxing  m&  and  gaging  me  to  keep 
An  oskih  that  I  nave  sworn.    I  will  not  break  it : 
Fall,  Greeks ;  fail,  fame;  honour,  or  go,  or  stagr; 

My  miyor  vow  lies  here,  this  I'll  obey. 

•  Cootnudety*  t  Coarse,  imwrougiit*'' 


y  Google 


90WXM  I.]  XSOHiUS  AKD  CBS88IDA.  478 

Come,  oome,  Tlmsites,  help  to  trim  my  tent. 

This  nieht  in  banquetang  must  all  be  spent. 

A^W*  Patroolus.  iJSxeunt  Achilles  and  Patboclus. 

Ther,  With  too  much  blood,  and  too  little  brain,  these  two 
may  run  mad ;  but  if  with  too  much  brain,  and  too  little  blood, 
they  do.  Ill  be  a  curer  of  madmen.  Here's  Agamemnon,--an 
honest  fellow  enough,  and  one  that  loves  auails  ;*  but  he  has 
not  so  much  brain  as  ear-wax :  And  the  goodly  transformation  of 
Jiu)iter  there,  his  brother,  the  bull,— the  primitive  statue,  and 
obuque  memorial  of  cuckolds  ;t  a  thrifty  shoeing-hom  in  a  chain, 
hansins  at  his  brother's  leK, — ^to  what  form,  but  that  he  is,  should 
wit  larded  with  maUoe,  ana  malice  ikrcedj:  with  wit,  turn  nim  to? 
To  an  ass,  were  nothing;  he  is  both  ass  and  ox :  to  an  ox  were 
nothing ;  he  is  both  ox  and  ass.  To  be  a  dog,  a  mule,  a  cat,  a  fit- 
chelR^§  a  toad,  a  lizard,  an  owl,  a  puttock,  or  a  herring  witnout  a 
roe^  1  would  not  care :  but  to  be  Menelaus.— I  would  conspire 
against  destiny.  Ask  me  not  what  I  would  be,  if  I  were  not 
Tnersites ;  for  I  care  not  to  be  the  louse  of  a  lazar,Il  so  I  were  not 
Menelaus.— Hey-day !  spirits  and  fires ! 
JSnter  Hectoe,  Xroilus,  Ajax.  Agamemnon,  Ulysses, 
Nestob,  Menelaus,  and  Ijiomed,  with  lights, 

Agam.  We  go  wron^,  we  go  wrong. 

Ajax,  No,  yonder  'tis ; 
There,  where  we  see  the  lights. 

Sect.  I  trouble  you. 

Ajax,  No,  not  a  whit 

Ulys8,  Here  comes  himself  to  guide  you. 
Enter  ACHILLES. 

JLehiL  Welcome,  brave  Hector ;  welcome,  princes  aU. 

Agam,  80  now,  fair  prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  good  night. 
Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 

Heet.  Thanks,  and  good  nighty  to  the  Greeks'  generaL 

Men*  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Heet,  Good  night,  sweet  Menelaus. 

Ther,  Sweet  draught:^  Sweet,  quoth  'a!   sweet  sink,  sweev 
sewer. 

AckU.  Good  night 
And  welcome  both  to  those  that  go,  or  tarry. 

Agam.  Good  n^ht      {Exeunt  AaAMSMNON  and  MENELAUS. 

AekU.  Old  Nestor  tames ;  and  you  too,  Diomed, 
£e^  Hector  company  an  hour  or  two. 

Dw.  I  cannot,  lord ;  I  have  important  business. 
The  tide  whereof  is  now.— Good  night,  great  Hector. 

Sect.  Give  me  jo\a  hand. 

Ulyee.  FoUow  his  torch,  he  goes 
To  Calchas*  tent ;  111  keep  you  company.       {Aside  to  Teoilus. 

Tro,  Sweet  Sir,  you  honour  me. 

Meet.  And  so  good  night 

[Exit  Diomed  ;  Ulysses  and  Teoilus  following, 

AehU,  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent 

lExewiU  Achilles,  Hectoe,  Ajaz,  and  Nbstoe. 

*  Haxtota.  t  Menelaos.  t  Staffed. 

^  Aileoat.  I  Leper.  %  PriTy. 
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Ther.  ThatsameP&oixidd'safalBe-heartedTOgiifi^aiiioslua^^ 
knave ;  I  will  no  more  trust  him  when  he  leen,  than  I  wiU  a 
serpent  when  he  hisses ;  he  will  spend  his  mouth,  and  pron^Be^ 
like  Brabler  the  hound;*  but  when  he  performs,  astrosemers 
foretell  it;  it  is  prodigious, f  there  will  come  some  diange ;  tii4 
sun  borrows  of  ine  moon,  when  Diomed  keept  his  word.  I  wifi 
rather  leave  to  see  Hector,  than  not  to  dog  him :  they  say,  he 
keeps  a  Trojan  draK  and  uses  the  isnitor  Galohas*  tmt:  m 
after.— Nothing  but  lechery !  all  incontinent  varlets !        [ExU, 

SCEIfE  II.— The  tame,    B^ore  Calchis*  TenU 

StUer  DiOMEDBS. 

Dia,  What  arejoa  up  h^re,  ho?  speak. 
.Cal  [wihm].  Who  calls? 

IHo,  I>iomed.--Oalcha8, 1  think.— Wh^*e*s  your  daughter  ? 

Cal.  [wUkin],  She  comes  to  you. 
JEfUer  Tboilus  and  Ulysses,  at  a  dktanee  i  after  then 
Theesites. 

lJly99,  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  discover  us. 
JEffi^  Cbessida, 

Tro.  Cressid  come  forth  to^m ! 

IHo,  How  now,  my  charge  ? 

Cret.  Now,  my  sweet  guardian  I— Hark !  a  word  with  you.     * 

iWhitpers. 

Tro.  Yea>  so  familiar ! 

Tllyat.  She  will  sing  any  man  at  first  sisht. 

Ther.  And  any  man  may  ong  her,  if  he  can  take  her  cliff  ;$ 
she's  noted.         ' 

Dio.  Will  you  remember  F 

Cret.  BememberP  yes. 

Dio.  Nay,  but  do  then ; 
And  let  your  mind  be  coupled  with  your  words. 

Tro.  W  hat  should  she  remember  ? 

Ulptt.  List! 

Ores.  Sweet  hon&y  Greek,  tempt  me  no  mere  to  folly. 

Ther.  Roguery! 

Dio.  Nay,  then,— 

Oe#.  ril  tell  you  what: 
.  Dti).  Pho !  pho !  come,  tell  a  pin :  You  are  forsworn.— 

Cres.  In  faiui,  I  cuiBOt :  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Ther.  A  jugKUng  trick,  to  be— secretly  open. 

Dio.  What  cud  you  swear  you  would  bestow  on  me  ? 

Cres.  I  prithee,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath ; 
Bid  me  do  anything  but  that,  sweet  Greek. 

Dio.  Goodnight.     ^ 
.   Tro.  Hold,  patience ! . 

ZTlygg.  How  now,  Trojan  ? 

Ores,  Diomed, 

Dio.  NO)  no,  good  night :  111  be  your  fool  no  more. 

Tro.  Thy  better  must. 

Oret.  Hark !  one  word  in  your  ear. 

*  A  hoand  that  barks  without  bdng-  on  the  scent  is  oaRed  a  brabler  or 
babler.  t  Portentous,  oaunons.  .   t  Kef. 
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Tro.  O  plague  snd  madneBs  I 

Zn^ss.  You  are  moved,  prince ;  let  us  depart^  I  pray  you. 
Lest  your  displeasure  should  enlarge  itself 
To  wrathful  terms :  this  place  is  dangerous ; 
The  time  right  Ideodly ;  Ibeseech  you,  go: 

Tro,  Behold,  I  pray  you ! 

Ulygg.  Now,  good  my  lord,  go  off: 
You  flow  to  great  distraction ;  oome,  my  lord* 

Tro.  I  w*ythee,  stay. 

ZJlpsg,  y  ou  have  not  patience ;  oome. 

Tro.  I  pray  7ou,  stay ;  by  hell,  and  all  hell's  torments, 
I  will  not  speak  a  word. 

Dfo.  And  so,  good  nigh^. 

Ores.  Nay,  but  you  i»it  in  anger. 

Tro,  Doth  that  grieve  thee? 

0  withered  truth ! 

Ulyss,  Why,  how  now,  lord? 
Tro.  By  Jove, 

1  will  be  patient. 
Ores.  Guardian !— why,  Greek ! 


IHo.  Pho,  pho !  adieu ;  you  palter. 
Ores.  In  faith,  I  do  not;  < 


,  ;  oome  hither  once  a^^in. 

TTlyss.  You  shake,  my  lord,  at  something ;  will  you  go  ? 
You  will  break  out. 

Tro.  She  strokes  his  cheek ! 

Ulyss.  Come,  come. 

Tro.  Nay,  stay ;  by  Jove^  I  will  not  speak  a  word ; 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  oflfenoes 
A  guard  of  patience  r—stay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the  devil  luxury,  with  his  fat  rump,  and  potato 
finger,  tickles  these  together !  Fry,  lech^y,  fry ! 

iHo.  But  will  you  then  ? 

Ores.  In  faith,  I  will,  la ;  never  trust  me  else. 

IHo.  Give  me  some  token  fos  the  surety  of  it 

Ores.  Ill  fetch  you  one.  {Exie, 

Ulyss.  You  have  sworn  patience. 

Tro.  Fear  me  not  my  lord ; 
I  will  not  be  myself,  nor  have  cognition* 
Of  what  I  feel ;  I  am  all  patience. 

Me-mter  Cbessida. 

Ther.  Now  the  pledge;  now,  now,  now  I 

Cres.  Here,  Diomed,  keep  this  sleeve. 

Tro.  O  beauty !  where*s  thy  faith  ? 

UIpss.  My  lord, 

Tro.  I  will  be  patient ;  outwardly  I  will 

Cres.  You  look  upon  that  sleeve ;  Behold  it  well- 
He  loved  me— O  liaise  wench  I—Girt  me  again. 

Dio.  Who  wafi't  ? 

Cres.  No  matter,  now  I  haVt  again. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-morrow  night : 
I  pr*ythee,  Diomed,  visit  me  no  more. 

,  %  Knowledge.  ^ 
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Ther,  Now  she  sharpens ;— Well  said,  whetstone. 

Dio,  I  shall  have  it 

Ores.  What,  this? 

Dio,  Ay,  that. 

Ores,  O,  all  you  gods !— O  pretty  pretty  pledge ! 
Thy  master  now  lies  thinking  in  his  hed 
Of  thee,  and  me ;  and  sighs,  and  takes  my  glove, 
And  Rives  memorial  dainty  kisses  to  it, 
As  I  kiss  thee, — Nay,  do  not  snatch  it  fh>m  me ; 
He,  that  takes  that,  must  tAke  my  heart  wit^ial. 

Jbio.  I  had  your  heart  hefore,  t^  follows  it. 

Tro.  I  did  swear  patience. 

Ores.  You  shall  not  have  it,  Diomed, ;  'faith  you  shall  not ; 
1*11  g[ive  you  something  else. 

IHo,  I  will  have  this ;  Whose  was  it  ? 

Ores.  'Tis  no  matter. 

Dio,  Come,  tell  me  whose  it  was. 

Cres,  Twas  one's  that  loved  me  better  than  you  wilL 
But,  now  you  have  it  take  it 

JWo.  Who's  was  it? 

Ore*.  By  all  Diana's  waiting-women  yonder,**' 
And  by  herself,  I  will  not  tell  you  whose. 

Dio,  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm ; 
And  grieve  his  spirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Tro,  Wert  thou  the  devil,  and  wor*st  on  tny  horn, 
It  should  be  challenged. 

Cres.  Weil,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  past ;— And  yet  it  is  not ; 
I  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  then,  farewell ; 
Thou  never  shalt  mock  Biomed  again. 

Ores,  You  shall  not  go :— One  cannot  speak  a  word. 
But  it  straight  starts  you. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

Ther,  Nor  I,  by  Pluto :  but  that  that  likes  not  you,  pleases  me 
best 

Dio,  What,  shall  I  come  ?  the  hour  P 

Ck-es,  Ay,  come : — O  Jove ! — 
Do  come :— -I  shall  be  plagued. 

Dio.  Farewelllill then. 

Cres,  Good  night.    I  pr'ythee,  come.—         [Sxii  DiOMEDBS. 
Troilus,  farewell !  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee ; 
But  with  my  heart  the  other  eye  doth  see. 
Ah !  poor  our  sex !  this  fault  in  us  1  find. 
The  error  of  our  eye  directs  our  mind : 
What  error  leads,  must  err ;  O  then  conclude, 
Minds,  sway'd  bv  ejea,  are  full  of  turpitude.       [Exit  Cbessipa. 

Ther,  A  proof  of  strength  she  could  not  publish  more, 
Unless  she  said,  my  mind  is  now  tum'd  whore. 

TTlpss.  All's  done,  my  lord. 

Tro.  It  is. 

Ulyss.  Why  stay  we  then  ? 

Tro.  To  make  a  recordation  f  to  my  soul 
Of  every  syllable  that  here  was  spoke. 

*  The  Stan.  ♦  Remembranc* 
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But  if  I  tell  how  these  two  did  oo-act, 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publishing  a  truth  ? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  *  in  my  hearty 
An  esperance  f  so  obstinately  strong. 
That  doth  invert  the  attest  t  of  eyes  and  ears ; 
As  if  those  organs  had  deceptions  functions, 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Cressid  here? 

Ulyss.  I  cannot  ooi^ure,  §  Trojan. 

5Vo.  She  was  not,  sure. 

Vlyss.  Most  sure  she  was. 

Tro.  Why,  my  negation  jl  hath  no  taste  of  madness. 

Ulpts.  Nor  mine,  my  lord :  Cressid  was  here  but  now. 

Tro.  Let  it  not  be  beUeved  for  IT  womanhood ! 
Think,  we  had  mothers;  do  not  give  advantage 
To  stubborn  critics  **--apt^  without  a  theme, 
For  depravation, — ^to  square  the  seneral  sex 
By  Cressid's  rule :  rather  think  tnis  not  Cressid. 

V2yss.  What  hath  she  done,  prince,  that  can  soil  our  mothers  ? 

Tro.  Nothing  at  all,  unless  that  this  were  she. 

l^her.  Will  he  swagger  himself  out  on's  own  eyes  ? 

Tro.  This  she  ?  no,  this  is  Diomed's  Cressida: 
If  beauty  have  a  soul,  this  is  not  she ; 
If  souls  guide  vows,  if  vows  be  sanctimony 
If  sanctimony  be  the  ^ods'  delight. 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  itself,  tt 
This  was  not  she.    O  madness  of  discourse, 
That  cause  sets  up  with  and  against  itself! 
Bifold  authority !  where  reason  can  revolt 
Without  perdition,  and  loss  assume  all  reason 
Without  revolt :  this  is.  and  is  not,  Cressid ! 
Within  my  soul  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Of  this  strange  nat\ure,  that  a  thing  inseparate  t$ 
Divides  more  wider  than  the  skv  and  earth ; 
And  yet  the  spacious  breadth  of  this  division 
Admits  no  onfice  for  a  point  as  subtle 
As  is  Arachne's  broken  woof,  to  enter. 
Instance,  O  instance !  strong  as  Pluto's  gates ; 
Cressid  is  mine,  tied  with  the  bonds  of  heaven : 
Instance.  O  instance !  strong  as  heaven  itself; 
The  bonds  of  heaven  are  dipp'd,  dissolved,  and  loosed  . 
And  with  another  knot,  five-finger  tied,  §9 
The  fractions  of  her  faith,  orts  of  her  love, 
The  fragments,  scraps,  the  bits,  and  greasy  reliques 
Of  her  o*er-eaten  faith,  are  bound  to  Diomed. 

Ulysg.  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attached  |I|| 
With  that  which  here  his  pa.ssion  doth  express  ? 

Tro.  Ay,  Greek ;  and  that  shall  be  divulged  well 
In  characters  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 

^  Belief.  t  Hope.  t  Testimony.  4  Raise  up  forms. 

I  Denial.  ^  (For  the  sake  of.)  •*  Cynics, 
tt  If  it  be  trae  that  one  indiyidual  cannot  be  two  persons. 

tt  Inseparable.  H  By  giving  it  with  her  Ate  fincereto  Diomed* 

II  CanbereaUyfeel. 
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Inflamed  with  Venus :  never  did  young  man  fiunoy  ^ 

With  so  eternal  and  so  fix'd  a  souL 

Hark,  Greek ;— As  mnch  as  I  do  Oress^  love, 

So  much  by  weight  hate  I  her  Diomed : 

That  sleeve  is  mme,  that  heHl  bear  on  his  helm; 

Were  it  a  casque  coiaposed  by  Vuloaa's  skill. 

My  sword  should  bite  it :  not  the  dreadM  spout, 

Wnich  shipmen  do  the  hurricane  call 

Constringed  f  in  mass  bv  the  almighty  san. 

Shall  diz^  with  more  clamour  Neptune's  ear 

In  his  descent,  than  shall  my  prompted  sword 

Falling  on  Diomed. 
Ther.  HeU  tiolde  it  for  his  ooncupy.t 
Tro.  OCressid!  O fiUse Oressid !  &lse^ &lse, false ! 

Let  all  untruths  stand  by  thy  stained  name^ 

And  they^  seem  glorious. 
Ulyst.  O,  contain  yourself; 

Your  passion  draws  ears  hither. 

JEtOer  IRSEAB, 

JEne.  I  have  been  seeking  you  this  hour,  my  lord : 
Hector,  by  this,  is  arming  mm  in  Troy : 
Ajax,  your  guard,  stays  to  conduct  you  nome. 

Tro.  Have  with  you,  prince :— My  courteous  lord,  adieu : 
Farewell,  revolted  fair !— and  Diomed, 
Stand  fast,  and  wear  a  castle  on  thy  head ! 

Ulys8.  Ill  bring  you  to  the  gates. 

Tro.  Accept  distracted  thanks. 

[Exetmt  Teoilus,  JENKfS,  and  XJxYSSBS. 

Ther.  'Would,  I  could  meet  that  rogue  Diomed !  I  would 
croak  like  a  raven ;  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode.  Patroclus  will 
give  me  anything  for  the  intelligence  of  this  whore :  the  parrot 
will  not  do  more  for  an  almond,  than  he  for  a  commodious  drah. 
Lechery,  lecher^r;  still,  wars  and  lechery;  nothing  else  hc^cb 
fashion :  A  burning  devil  take  them !  \_ExiiL 

SCENE  III,^Troy,    Before  Vbiam'b  Palaee, 

Enter  Hectob  and  Andbohachb. 

And,  When  was  my  lord  so  much  ungently  tempered. 
To  stop  his  ears  against  admonishment  f 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 

Sect.  You  train  me  to  ofiend  you ;  get  you  in : 
By  all  the  everlasting  gods,  I'll  go. 

And.  My  dreams  will,  sure,  prove  ominous  to-da^^ 

Meet.  No  more,  I  say. 

Enter  Cassakdea. 

Cos.  Where  is  my  brother  Hector  ? 

And.  Here,  sister :  arm'd,  and  bloody  in  intent  c 
Consort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  §  petition. 
Pursue  we  him  on  knees ;  for  I  have  dream'd    . 
Of  bloody  turbulence,  and  this  whole  night 
HaMi<  i^pthing  been  but  shapes  and  fbrms  of  slaughter*,   - 

*  Love.  t  Compressed.  x  Concupiattnc^  i 
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Cos.  O,  it  is  lama 

Sect.  Ho!  bid  my  trumpet  sound ! 

Cos,  No  notes  of  sally,  for  the  heavens,  sweet  brother 

Jled,  Begone,  I  say :  the  gods  have  heard  me  swear. 

Cos.  The  gods  are  aeaf  to  not  and  peevish  *  vows ! 
They  are  polluted  oflTerings,  more  abnorr'd 
Than  spotj)ed  livers  in  the  sacrifice. 

And.  O !  be  persuaded :  Do  not  count  it  holy 
To  hurt  by  being  just :  it  is  as  lawful. 
For  we  would  give  much,  to  use  violent  thefts. 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Cos.  It  is  the  purpose  that  makes  strons  the  vow; 
But  vows,  to  every  purpose,  must  not  hold: 
Unarm,  sweet  Hector. 

Meet.  Hold  you  still,  I  say ; 
Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  mv  fate : 
Life  every  man  holds  dear ;  but  the  dear  f  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious  dear  than  life.— 

Effter  Teoilus. 
How  now,  young  man  ?  mean'st  thou  to  fight  to-day  ? 

And.  Cassandra,  call  my  father  to  persuade.  [J^ar«<  Cassandra. 

Sect.  No,  'faith,  young  Troilus;  aoff  thy  harness,  youth, 
I  am  to-dav  i'  the  vein  of  chivalry : 
Let  grow  thy  sinews  tiU  their  knots  be  strong. 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brushes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  go ;  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave  boy, 
1*11  stand,  to-day,  for  thee,  and  me.  and  Troy. 

Tro.  Brothe]^  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in  you. 
Which  better  &s  a  lion  than  a  man. 

Sect.  What  vice  is  that,  good  Troilus  ?  chide  me  for  it. 

Tro.  When  many  times  the  captive  Grecians  fall. 
Even  in  the  fail  ana  wind  of  your  fair  sword. 
You  bid  them  rise,  and  live. 


Sect.  O,  *tis  fair  play. 

Tro.  Fool's  play,  by  neaven,  Hector. 


Sect.  How  now,  how  now  ? 

Tro.  For  the  love  of  all  the  gods, 
Let's  leave  the  hermit  pity  with  our  mother; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on. 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  swords ; 
Spur  them  to  ruthfUl  work,  rem  them  from  ruth,  t 

Meet.  Fie,  ravage,  fie ! 

Tro.  Hector,  tbwBn  'tis  wars. 

Sect.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to-day 

Tro.  Who  should  withhold  me  ? 
Kdt  fate,  obedieiide,  nori^e  hand  of  Mars 
Beckoning  with  &ew  trundleo^  my  retire; 
Not  Priamus  and  Hecuba  on  knees, 
Their  eyes  o'ergalled  with  reoourse  of  tears ; 
Nor  you,  my  brother,  with  your  true  sword  drawn. 
Opposed  to  hiiiderine^  «hou(d  step  my  way, 
But  by  my  ruin. 

«  Foolish.  .'  :  t  Vidiakte.  -  '     t  Mercy. 
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Se-enter  Gassandba,  with  PBlAli. 

Cos.  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam,  hold  him  fast : 
He  is  thy  crutch ;  now  if  thou  lose  thy  stay, 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee, 
Pall  all  together. 

Fri.  Come.  Hector,  oome,  go  hack : 
Thy  wife  hatn  dreamM ;  thy  mother  hath  had  "tiaons  5 
Cassandra  doth  foresee :  and  I  myself 
Am  like  a  prophet  suddenly  enrapt, 
To  tell  thee,  tnat  this  day  is  ominous : 
Therefore,  come  back. 

Sect.  JBneas  is  a-field ; 
And  I  do  stand  engaged  to  many  Greeks, 
Even  in  the  faith  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Fri.  But  thou  shalt  not  go. 

Sect.  I  must  not  break  my  faith. 
Tou  know  me  dutiful ;  therefore,  dear  Sir. 
Let  me  not  shame  respect ;  *  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  course  by  your  consent  and  voice. 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me.  royal  Priam, 

Cos.  O  Priam,  yield  not  to  nim. 

And.  Do  not,  dear  father. 

Hect.  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you : 
Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in.       [JExii  Andbomachb. 

Tro.  This  foolisk  dreaming,  superstitious  girl 
Makes  all  these  boaements. 

Cos.  O  farewellj  dear  Hector. 
Look,  how  thou  diest !  look,  how  thy  eye  turns  pale ! 
Look,  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents ! 
Hark,  how  Troy  roars !  how  Hecuba  ones  out ! 
How  poor  AndromjMjhe  shrills  her  dolours  forth ! 
Behold,  destruction,  frenzy,  and  amazement, 
Ijike  witless  antics,  one  another  meet. 
And  all  cry— Hector !  Hector 's  dead !  O  Hector! 

Tro.  Away  l^Away ! 

Cos.  Parewell.— Yet,  soft:— Hector,  I  take  my  leave: 
Thou  dost  thyself  and  all  our  Troy  deceive.      ^  l^Ehpiim 

Meet.  You  are  amazed,  my  liege,  at  her  exclaim : 
Gro  in,  and  cheer  the  town ;  we'll  forth,  and  fight; 
Bo  deeds  worth  praise,  and  tell  you  them  at  mght. 

Fri.  Parewell :  the  gods  with  safety  stand  about  thee ! 

[_Exeunt  severallvVRlAM  and  Hectob.    Alarumt, 

Tro.  They  are  at  it ;  hark !  Proud  Diomed,  believe, 
I  oome  to  lose  my  arm,  or  win  my  sleeve. 

As  Tboilus  is  going  out,  enter,  from  the  other  side,  PakdaBUB. 
Fan,  Do  you  hear,  my  lord  ?  do  you  hear  ? 
Tro.  What  now? 

Fan.  Here's  a  letter  firom  yon  poor  giri. 
Tro.  Let  me  read. 

Fan.  A  whoreson  ptisidt.   a  whoreson  rasoally  plasiok  so 

ttubles  me,  and  the  foolish  lortune  ot  this  girl;  and  what  on* 

*  Disgrace  tbox«awct  I  owe  yon. 
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thing,  what  another,  that  I  shall  leave  you  one  o'  these  days : 
And  I  have  a  rheum  in  mine  eyes  too :  and  suoh  an  ache  in  my 
bones,  that,  unless  a  man  were  cursed,*  I  cannot  tell  what  to 
think  on*t. — What  says  she  there  ? 
Tro,  Words,  words,  mere  words,  no  matter  from  the  heart ; 

[^Temiivg  the  leUer, 
The  effect  doth  operate  another  way.— 
Go,  wind,  to  wind,  there  turn  and  change  together.— 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  still  she  feeds ; 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds.  [JExeunt  severally, 

SCUNU  IV.— Between  Troy  qnd  the  Orecian  can^. 

Alarums :  Sxcursians.    JSnter  TheesitES. 

Ther.  Now  they  are  clapper-cdawing  one  another;  I'll  go  look 
on.  That  dissembling  abominable  varlet,  Diotoed,  has  eotthat 
same  scurvy  doting  foolish  young  knave's  sleeve  oi.Troy  there,  in 
his  helm :  I  would  fain  see  them  meet ;  that  that  same  young 
-Trojan  ass,  that  loves  the  whore  there,  ndght  send  that  Greekish 
whoremasterly  villain,  with  the  sleeve,  back  to  the  dissembling 
luxurious  drab,  on  a  sleeveless  errand.  O'  the  other  side,  the 
poUcy  of  those  oraffcy  swearing  rascals,— that  stale  old  mouse- 
eaten  dry  cheese,  Nestor ;  and  that  same  dog-fox,  Ulyssesr-is 
not  proved  worth  a  blackberry :— They  set  me  ur  in  policy,  ^at 
mongrel  cur.  Ajax,  a^ipinst  that  dog  of  as  bad  a  kind,  AciiiU^: 
and  now  is  the  cur  Ajax  prouder  than  the  cur  Achilles,  and  wiR 
not  arm  to-day :  whereupon  the  Gredans  begin  to  proclaim  bar* 
barism,  and  policy  grows  into  an  ill  opinion.  Soft !  here  comes 
sleeve,  and  t  other. 

J&»^r  Diomedes,Teoilus /oZZwc^n^.  ^ 

Tro.  Ply  not ;  for,  should'st  thou  take  the  river  Styx, 

I  would  swim  after. 
Bio.  Thou  dost  miscall  retire : 

I  do  not  fly ;  but  advantaKeous  care 

Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude : 

Have  at  thee ! 
Ther.  Hold  thy  whwe,  Grecian !— now  for  thy  whore,  Trojan ! 

— ^now  the  sleeve,  now  the  sleeve ! 

[Exeunt  Teoiltjs  and  DiOMEDES,  JighHiif^ 

Enter  Hectoe. 

Jlect.  What  art  thou.  Greek  ?  art  thou  for  Hector's  match  ? 
Art  thou  of  blood,  and  honour  ? 

Ther.  No,  no : — I  am  a  rascal ;  a  scurvy  railing  knave ;  a  vei^ 
filthy  rogue. 

JBect.  I  do  believe  thee ;  live.  -         [JBxi.t 

Ther.  God-vmerg^j  that  thou  wilt  believe  me ;  But  a  plague 
break  thy  neck,  for  mghtingme !  Whafs  become  of  the  wench- 
ing rogues?  I  think,  they  have  swallowed  onfe  anottier:  I  would 
laugh  at  that  miracle,  let,  in  a  sort,  lechery  eats  itself.  '  ffi 
see^them.  »  lEmt 

*  Under  flome  witch's  nwledWlJott. 
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SCEI^jE  K-^The$ame. 
JSnterDlomSDEaandaStRYJLST, 

Bio.  Go,  go,  my  wrvant,  take  thou  Troilus'  hone; 
Present  the  fair  Bteed  to  my  lady  Cressid ; 
FeUow,  commend  my  service  to  her  heaut;^ ; 
Tell  her,  I  have  chastis'd  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  knight  hy  ihtooH 

8en).  I  go,  my  lord.  [SofU  SBBTJiKt. 

JSfUer  AGiJCEMNON, 

Agam,  Eenew,  renew  I  The  fierce  Polydamus . 
Hath  beat  down  Menon :  bastard  Margarelon 
Hath  Doreus  prisoner : 

t  stands  colossus-wise,  waving  his  beami,* 
n  the  pashedf  corses  of  the  kings 
trophus  and  Gedius ;  Polixenes  is  slain ; 
Amphimachus,  and  Thous,  deadly  hurt; 
Patroclus  ta'eiL  or  slain ;  and  Palamedes 
Sore  hurt  and  Druised :  the  dreadful  Sagittary 
Appals  our  numbers;  Haste  we,  Diomed, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  perish  all 

JSnter  NXSTOB. 
Netf.  Go,  bear  Patroclus*  body  to  Achilles; 
And  bid  the  snail-pao'd  Ajax  arm  for  shame.— 
There  is  a  thousand  Hectors  in  the  field : 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galathe  his  horse. 
And  there  lacks  work ;  apon,  he's  there  afbot. 
And  there  they  fl^,  or  die.  like  scaled  sculls  t 
Before  the  belching  whale ;  then  is  he  yonder, 
And  there  the  strawy  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge. 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  swath :  § 
Here,  there,  and  everywhere,  he  leaves  and  takes ; 
Dexterity  so  obeying  appetite. 
That  what  he  wilL  he  does;  and  does  so  much, 
That  proof  is  call^l  impossibility. 

UiUer  Ultsses. 
Ulffss.  O,  courage,  coivrage,  princes !  great  Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curing,  vowing  vengeance : 
Patroclu?  wounds  nave  rourd  his  drowsy  blood, 
Togeth^"  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  noseless,  handless,  hack'a  and  chipp'd,  come  to  hiM, 
Crying  on  Hector.    Ajax  hath  lost  a  friend. 
And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd.  and  at  it, 
Bearing  for  Troilus ;  who  hath  done  to-^ay 
'  Mad  and  fontastic  execution ; 
^ogaging  and  redeeming  of  himself^ 
W  ith  such  a  careless  foi^^  and  forceless  oare. 
As  if  l^t  hM^JE,  ini^tty  si^te  of  cunning, 
Bade  him  win  all 

«  Lance.  f  Braised,  crashed.  t  fOmal  of  fish 

I  QuantUy  ofgnwacatbyashisltmreepoftfaftfqrihe. 
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JBnter  Ajax. 
JJax,  Troflus  1  thou  coward  Troilus !  [l:xiL 

Dio.  Ay,  there,  there. 
Nest  So,  so,  we  draw  together. 

Enter  ACHILLES, 
Achil,  Where  is  this  Hector  ? 
Come,  come,  thou  boy-queller.  *  show  thy  fece ; 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 
Hector !  where's  Hector  ?  I  will  none  out  Hector.        \_JExeunt. 

8CUNJS  VI— Another  part  cf  the  Meld. 
Snter  Ajax. 
AJtix.  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus,  show  thy  head ! 

JEnter  DiOMEDES. 
IHo,  Troilus,  I  say !  Where's  Troilus  ? 
AintiP'  What  wouldest  thou  ?  ^ 

Dio.  I  would  correct  him. 

Ajax.  Were  I  the  general,  thou  shouldst  have  my  office, 
Ere  that  correction :— Troilus,  I  say  !  what,  Troilus ! 

JEnter  TeoihTS. 
Tro.  O  traitor  Diomed  '.—turn  thy  false  face,  thou  traitor. 
And  paythy  life  thou  owest  me  for  my  horse ! 
Dio.  Ha !  art  thou  there  ? 
Ajax.  FU  fight  with  him  alone :  stand,  Diomed. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  upon.t 
Tro.  Gome  both,  you  cogging!};  Greeks ;  have  at  you  both. 

iJSxeunt,  fighting. 
^«i«'HECTOE. 

Beet,  Tea>  Troilus  ?  O,  well  fought,  my  youngest  brother ! 
Enter  Achilles. 

AchU.  Now  do  I  see  thee :  Ha ! — Have  at  thee,  Hector. 

Sect.  Pause,  if  thou  wilt. 

Aohil.  I  do  disdain  thy  courtesy,  proud  Trojan. 
Be  happy,  that  m7  arms  are  out  or  use : 
My  rest  and  neghgence  beMend  thee  now. 
But  thou  anon  shalt  hear  of  me  again ; 
Till  when,  go  seek  thy  fortuna  [Exit. 

Sect.  Fare  thee  well : — 
I  would  have  been  much  more  a  fresher  man. 
Had  I  expected  thee.— How  now,  my  brother  ? 

Ee-enter  Tboilits. 
Tro.  Ajax  hath  ta*en  -ffineas ;  Shall  it  be  ? 
No,  by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  heaven. 
He  smdl  not  carry  §  him ;  I'll  be  taken  too. 
Or  bring  him  off :— I'^te,  hear  me  what  I  say ! 
I  reck§  not  though  I  end  my  life  to-day.  [Exit, 

*  Killer.  t  Not  be  a  looker-on.  t  Lying. 

k  Prerail  over.  1  Care. 
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Snter  one  i»  sumpUuma  armour, 
Mtei.  Stand,  stand,  thou  Greek ;  tfaon  art  a  goodly  maik  ^— 
No  ?  wilt  thou  not  ?— I  hkh  thy  armour  weU ; 
I'll  frush*  it,  and  unlock  the  nveta  all. 
But  111  he  master  of  it  r—Wilt  thou  notw  heast,  abide  ? 
Why  then,  fly  on,  Til  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide.  iJSm^unL 

SCJSKE  VIL— The  same, 
MvUr  AOHILLBS,  with  Myrmidom, 
Achil.  Come  here  about  me,  you  my  MynnidoDS ; 
Mark  what  I  say.— Attend  me  where  I  wheel : 
Strike  not  a  stroke,  but  keep  yourselves  in  breath ; 
And  when  I  have  tiie  bloody  Hector  found, 
Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about ; 
In  rell^  manner  execute  your  aims. 
Follow  me.  Sirs,  and  my  prooeedings  eye : 
It  is  decreed— -Hector  the  great  must  die.  [JExmmL 

SCSNS  VIUr-The  HUM, 
JEnter  MsinsLATTS  and  Pabis,  fighting :  then  Thbbsitbb. 
l^her.  The  cuckold,  and  the  cuckold-maker  are  at  it:  Now, 
bull !  now,  dog !  'Loo.  Paris,  'loo !  now  my  double-henned  spar- 
row !  'loo,  Paris,  *loo  l  The  bull  has  the  gsane  ^— Vare  horns,  no! 
[ExetmtyABlB  and  MenblAXTS. 

Snter  Mabgabelok. 

Mar,  Turn,  slave,  and  fight. 

Ther.  What  art  thou? 

Mar.  A  bastard  son  of  Priam's. 

Ther.  I  am  a  bastard  too ;  I  love  bastards :  I  am  »  bastud 
begot,  bastard  instructed,  bastard  in  mind,  bastard  in  valour,  in 
everything  illegitimate.  One  bear  will  not  bite  another,  and 
wherefore  should  one  bastard  P  Take  heed,  the  quarrel's  most 
ominous  to  us:  if  the  son  of  a  whore  fight  for  a  whore,  he 
tempts  judgment :  Farewell,  bastard. 

Mar.  The  devil  take  thee,  coward !  {JSaemti 

8CJENE  HL— Another  part  of  the  Field, 
Snter  BJSCTOn. 
Meet.  Most  putrified  core,  so  fair  without. 
Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  cost  thy  life. 
Now  is  my  day's  work  done ;  I'll  take  Kood  breath : 
Best,  sword ;  thou  hast  thy  fill  of  blood  and  death ! 

[Futs  off  hie  helmet,  and  hangs  his  shield  behind 

Enter  ACHILLBS  and  Myrmidons. 
Aehit.  LooK  Hector,  how  the  sun  begins  to  set ; 
How  udy  night  comes  breathing  at  his  heels : 
Even  with  the  veil  and  dark'ning  of  the  sun. 
To  dose  ^  day  up,  Hector's  life  is  done.  .^i< 

•  Bunt. 
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Jlect,  I  am  unarmed ;  forego  thi»>Mitag^  QteelL 

AchU,  Strike^  fellows,  strike;  this  is  the  man  I  seek. 

[Hectob  falls. 
So,  Ilion,  fall  thou  next !  now,  Troy,  sink  down; 
Here  lies  thy  heart,  thy  sinews,  and  thy  bone.— 
On,  Myrmidons ;  and  cry  you  all  amain, 

Achilles  hath  the  mighty  Sector  slain.  [-4  retreat  sounded. 

Hark !  a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Jfyr.  The  Trojan  trumpets  sound  the  like,  my  lord. 

Achil.  The  dragon  wing  of  night  overspreads  tne  earth, 
AncL  stickler*  like,  the  armies  separates. 
My  half-supp'd  sword,  that  frankly  f  would  have  fed. 
Pleased  with  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed.-— 

ISheaths  his  sword. 
Come,  tie  his  body  to  my  horse's  tail : 
Along  the  field  I  will  the  Trojan  trail  lExeunt. 

8CHNJS  X.—The  same. 

Bnter  AaAMEMNON.  Ajax,  Menelaus,  Nestoe,  Diomedes, 
and  others,  marching.    Shouts  within. 

Agam.  H^k !  hark !  what  shout  is  that  ? 

Nest.  Peace,  drums. 

[ITi^ilw.l'Achilles! 
Achilles!   Hector's  slain !   Achilles! 

Dio,  The  bruit  is — ^Heotor  's  slain,  and  by  Achilles. 

AJax.  If  it  be  so,  yet  bragless  let  it  be ; 
Great  Hector  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

Agam.  March  patiently  along : — ^Let  one  be  sent 
To  pray  Achilles  see  us  at  our  tent.— - 
If  in  his  death  the  gods  have  us  befriended. 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  sharp  wars  are  ended. 

[^Exewnt,  marching. 

SCENE  XI.— Another  part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  JBkeas  and  Tr^asis. 

JEne,.  Stand,  ho !  yet  ar^  we  masters  of  the  field  : 
Nev«r  go  home ;  here  starve  we  out  the  night 
Enter  Tboiltts. 

2Vo.  Hector  is  slain. 

AU.  Hector  P—The  gods  forbid ! 

Tro.  He's  dead ;  anoL  at  the  murderer's  horse's  tail; 
In  beastly  sort,  dragg'd  through  the  shameful  field.— 
Frown  on,  you  heavens,  effect  your  rage  with  speed ! 
Sit,  gods,  upon  your  thrones,  and  smile  t  at  Troy ! 
I  8ur.  at  once  let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy, 
And  linger  not  our  sure  destructions  on ! 

JEne.  My  lord,  you  do  discomfort  all  the  host. 

Tro.  Tou  understand  me  not,  that  tell  me  so : 
I  dare  not  speak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  deatht; 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  goos  and  men. 
Address  l^eir  dangers  in.    Hector  is  gone ! 

^  An  arbttntor  at  athletic  sames.        f  Fattening.        t /.  tf.  derisively. 
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Who  shall  tell  Priam  so,  or  Hecuba  ? 

Let  him  that  will  a  screeoh-owl  aye  be  cail'd« 

Go  in  to  Troy,  and  say  there — ^Hector's  dead : 

There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  stone ; 

Make  welk  and  Niobes  of  the  maids  and  wives^ 

CJold  statues  of  the  youth ;  and,  in  a  word, 

Scare  Troy  out  of  itself.    JBut,  march,  away : 

Hector  is  dead ;  there  is  no  more  to  say. 

Stay  yet ;— You  vile  abominable  tents, 

Thus  proudly  pight*  upon  our  Phrygian  plains, 

Let  Titan  rise  as  early  as  he  dare, 

ril  through  and  through  you !— And  thou,  great-sized  coward ! 

No  space  of  earth  shall  sunder  our  two  hates ; 

I'll  naunt  thee  like  a  wicked  conscience  still. 

That  mouldeth  goblins  swift  as  frenzy  thoughts. — 

Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy ! — with  comfort  go : 

Hope  of  revenge  shall  hide  our  inward  woe. 

[JSxeunt  ^NSAS  and  TSrojans. 

As  T&OiIiUS  %8  going  out^  enter  from  the  other  side,  Pakda^US. 

Pan,  But  hear  you,  hear  you ! 

Tro.  Hence,  broker  lackey  !  ignomy  f  and  shame 

Pursue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name.       [JSxit  Tboilus. 
Pam.   A  goodly  med'cine  for  my  aching  bones! — O  world! 

world !  world !  tnus  is  the  poor  agent  despised !    O  tnutors  and 

bawds,  how  earnestly  are  you  set  a*  work,  and  how  ill  requited ! 

Why  should  our  endeavour  be  so  loved,  and  the  performance  so 

loathed  ?  what  verse  for  it  ?  what  instance  for  it  ?— Let  me  see ; — 
Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  sing. 
Till  he  hath  lost  his  hone^  and  his  sting : 
And  being  once  subdued  in  armed  tail. 
Sweet  honey  and  sweet  notes  together  fdl. — 

Grood  traders  In  the  flesh,  set  this  in  vour  painted  cloths.t 
As  many  as  be  here  of  pander's  haU. 

Tour  eyes,  half  out,  weep  out  at  Panoar's  fall : 

Or,  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  some  groans, 

Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  aching  bones. 

Brethren,  and  sisters,  of  the  hold-door  trade. 

Some  two  months  hence  my  will  shall  here  be  made; 

It  should  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this.— - 

Some  galled  goose  of  Winchestert  would  hiss : 

Till  then  Til  sweat,  and  seek  about  for  eases ; 

And,  at  that  time,  bequeath  you  my  diseases.  \JExiif 

*  Pitched,  fixed.  t  Igiioininy. 

t  Canvas  hangingrs  for  rooms,  painted  with  emblems  and  mottot. 

t  Some  one  affected  with  lues. 
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CORIOLANUS. 


PBB80N8  BEPBESENTED. 


CAinS  MARCIUa  CORIOLANUS, 

auoile  Ronum. 
fmJS  LARTIUS,'!       Generals 


CX>MINIUS, 


I  against  the  Vol- 


MSNENIUS  AGRIPPA,  Friend  to 

C0ri9ittnu9, 
8ICINIUS  VELUTUS,  \  Tribunes  of 
JXTNIUS  BRUTUS,       /  thepeople. 
YOUNO  MARCIUS,  Son  to  Corio- 

tanus. 
A  ROMAN  HERALD. 
TULLUS  AUPIDIUS,  General  o/the 

Voledatu. 
LIEUTENANT  to  Aulldias. 


CONSPIRATORS  with  Anfidkuk 
A  CITIZEN  of  Antivm. 
TWO  VOLSCIAN  GUARDS. 

VOLUMNIA,  Mother  to  Coriolanus. 
VIROIUA,  Wife  te  Coriolamu, 
VALERIA,  Friend  to  VirgiUa, 
GENTLEWOMAN,  attending  Vir- 
gilia, 

Ronum  and   y(^ciaii  Sbnatoks, 

PaTKICIAMB,   iEoiLSS,   LiCTORS, 

Soldiers,  Citizens,  .  Msssen- 
OBR8,  Servants  to  AnJBdios,  and 
other  Attendants. 


Scene.— Partly  in  Eome,  and  partly  in  the  Territories  of  the 
Yolscians  and  initiates. 


ACTI. 

8CBNB  L—Bome,    A  Street, 

JSnter  a  Compamy  cf  mutinous  Citizens,  with  Staves,  Clubs,  and 
other  Weapons, 
1  at.  Before  we  proceed  any  further,  hear  me  speak. 
at.  Speak,  speak.  [Several  speaking  at  once. 

1  at.  You  are  all  resdved  rather  to  oie^  than  to  famish  ? 
at,  Besolved,  resolved. 

1  at,  Pirst  you  know,  CaiusMardus  is  chief  enemy  to  the  people; 
at.  We  know*]!;,  we  know't 

1  at.  Let  us  kill  him,  and  we'll  have  com  at  our  own  price. 
IiftaTerdiot? 

at.  No  more  talking  on't ;  let  it  be  done :  away,  away. 

2  at.  One  word,  good  citizens. 

1  at.  We  are  accounted  poor  citizens ;  the  patrimans,  good  :* 
What  authority  surfeits  on,  would  relieve  us;  If  they  would 
yield  us  but  the  superfluity,  while  it  were  wholesome,  we  might 

Suesfl^  th^  reheWd  us  humanely ;  but  they  think,  we  are  too 
ear :  the  leanness  that  afflicts  us,  the  object  of  our  misery,  is  as 
an  inventory  to  particularize  their  abundance ;  our  sufieranoe  is 
A  gain  to  them.— -Let  us  revenge  this  with  our  pikes,  erie  we  b^ 
•Rich. 
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come  rakes:*  for  the  gods  know,  I  speak  this  in  hungw  for 
breadj  not  m  thirst  for  revenge. 


J  country? 

1  at.  Very  well ;  aftd  oould  be  oonie^t  to  give  him  good  report 
for  \but  that  he  pays  himself  with  bemg  proud. 

2  Cit  Nay,  but  speak  not  mahciously. 

1  Cit  I  say  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  famously,  he  did  to 
that  end :  though  soft-oonscienoed  men  can  be  content  to  say»  it 
was  for  his  country,  he  did  it  to  please  his  mother,  and  to  be 
partly  proud ;  which  he  is,  even  to  the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

2  Cii.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you  account  a  viee 
in  him :  You  must  in  no  way  say,  he  is  covetous. 

1  Cit.  If  I  must  not.  I  n^  not  be  barren  of  accusations :  he 
hath  faults,  with  surplus,  to  tire  in  repetition.  [Shouta  within.] 
What  shouts  are  these?  l*he  other  side  o'  the  city  is  risen: 
Why  stay  we  prating  here  ?  to  the  Capitol  I 

Cit.  Come,  come. 

1  Cit.  Soft;  who  come  here? 

Unter  MJSNBHIITS  AchBlPPJL 

2  Cfit  Worthy  Menenius  Agrippa :  one  that  hath  always  loved 
the  people. 

1  Cit.  He 's  one  honest  enough ;  'Would,  all  the  rest  were  so ! 

Men,  What  work's,  my  countrymen,  in  hand?  Where  go  yoa? 
With  bats  and  clubs  r  The  matter  ?  speak.  I  pray  you. 

1  Cit  Our  business  is  not  unknown  to  me  senate;  they  have 
had  inkling,  this  fortnight,  what  we  intend  to  to,  which  now 
we'll  show  'em  in  deeds.  They  say,  poor  suitors  have  stKmg 
breaths ;  they  shall  know,  we  have  strong  arms  too. 

Men.  Why,  masters,  my  good  Mends,  mine  honest  neighbours. 
Will  you  undo  yourselves  ? 

I  Cit  We  cannot.  Sir.  we  are  undone  already. 

Men.  I  tcU  you,  mends,  most  chariti^le  care 
Have  the  patndans  of  you.    For  your  wants. 
Your  sufifering  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  staves,  as  lift  them 
Against  the  Eoman  state ;  whose  course  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment :  For  the  dearth, 
The  gods,  not  the  patricians,  make  it :  and 
Your  knees  to  them,  not  arms,  must  help.    Alack, 
You  are  transported  by  calamity 
Thither  where  more  attends  you ;  and  you  slander 
The  helms  o'the  state^  who  car^  for  you  like  fathnn, 
When  you  curse  them  as  enemies. 

1  Cit  Care  for  us !— True,  indeed !— l^ey  ne'er  cared  for  us 
yet.  Suffer  us  to  famish,  and  their  store-houses  crammed  with 
grain ;  make  edicts  for  usury,  to  support  usurers:  repeal  d^ly 


*  ThiB  »3  Bakes, 


any  wholesome  act  established  agamst  the  rich :  and  provide, 
more  piercing  statutes  daily,  to  chain  up  and  restrain  the  poor, 
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If  the  wars  eat  us  not  up,  they  wiU ;  and  there's  aU  the  love  they 
bear  us. 

Men.  Either  you  must 
Confess  yourselves  wondrous  malicious, 
Or  be  accused  of  folly.    I  shall  tell  you 
'  A  pretty  tale ;  it  may  be,  you  have  heard  it ; 
But,  since  it  serves  my  purpose,  I  will  venture 
To  stale't*  a  little  more. 

1  at  Well,  111  hear  it,  Sir :  yet  you  must  not  think  to  fob  off 
our  disgracef  with  a  tale :  but,  an't  please  you,  deUver. 

3£en.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  body's  members 
Bebell'd  against  the  belly ;  thus  accused  it : — 
That  only  like  a  Kulf  it  did  remain 
I'the  midst  o'the  body,  idle  and  inactive, 
StiH  cupboarding  the  viand,  never  bearing 
Like  labour  with  the  rest^  where  |  the  other  instruments 
Did  see,  and  hear,  devise,  instruct,  walk,  feel. 
And,  mutually  participate,!  did  minister 
Unto  the  appetite  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  body.    The  belly  answered, — 

1  at  WelL  Sir.  what  answer  made  the  belly  ? 

Men.  Sir,  1  shall  tell  you.— With  a  kind  of  smile. 
Which  ne'er  came  from  the  lungs,!!  but  even  thus  < 

(Pot,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  belly  smile. 
As  well  as  speak),  it  tauntingly  repUed 
To  the  discontented  members,  the  mutinous  parts 
That  envied  his  receipt ;  even  so  most  fitlylT 
As  you  malign  our  senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  such  as  you. 

1  CU,  Tour  belly's  answer:  What ! 
The  kingly-crowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye. 
The  counsellor  heart,  the  arm  our  soldier. 
Our  steed  the  legj,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter, 
With  other  mumments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabric,  if  that  they 

JIfow.  What  then?— 
'Fore  me,  this  fellow  speaks ! — ^what  then  ?  what  then  ? 

1  at  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  restrain'd. 
Who  is  the  sink  o'the  body, 

Men.  Well,  what  ihm  ? 

1  at  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  oomphdn. 
What  could  the  belly  answer  ? 

Men.  I  will  tell  you ; 
If  you'll  bestow  a  small  (of  what  you  have  httle) 
Patience,  a  while,  you'll  hear  the  belly's  answer. 

1  at.  You  are  long  about  it. 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friend ; 
Your  most  grave  belly  was  deliberate. 
Not  rash  like  his  accusers,  and  thus  answer'd : 
True  iff  it,  my  incorporate  friends,  quoth  he. 
That  I  receive  the  general  food  at  first, 

*  Make  it  more  oommum.  t  Hardship. 

t  Whereas.  k  Participant. 

I  1. 9,  which  indicated  not  pleasure  bat  contempt.  ^  Exactly. 
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Wkiek  fou  do  Uv§  upon :  andJU  it  is; 

Bectmte  lam  the  storskouse,  and  the  shop 

Of  the  whole  hodff :  But  if  you  do  remember^ 

leend  it  through  the  rivers  of  four  bloody 

Even  to  the  court,  the  heart, — to  the  seat  o*the  braim; 

And,  through  the  cranks*  and  offices  of  mam. 

The  strongest  nerves,  and  smaU  inferior  veins, 

From  me  receive  thai  natural  competent. 

Whereby  they  Uve :  And  though  that  all  at  onee, 

Tou,  my  good  friends  (this  says  the  belly)  mark  me,^ 

1  OU,  At,  Sip;  well,  well 

Men.  I%ough  €Ul  at  once  cannot 
See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each; 
Tet  Icon  make  my  audit  w,  that  (bU, 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  flour  cfaU, 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran,    Whatsay  you  to't? 

1  at.  It  was  an  answer :  How  apply  you  this  ? 

Men,  The  senators  of  Borne  are  this  good  belly, 
And  you  the  mutinous  members :  For  examine 
Their  counsels,  and  their  cares ;  digest  things  rights. 
Touching  the  weal  o'the  common  F  you  shall  find. 
No  pubhc  benefit  which  you  receive, 
But  it  proceeds,  or  come&  from  them  to  you. 
And  no  way  from  yourselyes.— -What  do  you  think  P 
You  the  great  toe  of  this  assembly  ? 

1  Cit,  1  the  great  toe  P  Why  ^e  great  toeP 

Men,  For  that  being  one  o'the  lowest,  basest,  poorest. 
Of  this  most  wise  rebellion,  thou  go'st  foremost : 
Thou  rascal,  thou  art  worst  in  blood,  to  run 
Lead'st  first  to  win  some  vantage.— 
But  make  vou  ready  your  stiff  bats  and  dubs ; 
Home  and  ner  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle. 
The  one  side  must  have  balcf    Hail !  noble  Mtfoius ! 

Enter  Caius  Mabcius. 

Mar,  Thanks.— What's  the  matter,  jou  dissentious  rogues^ 
That  rubbins  the  poor  itch  of  your  opmion, 
Make  yourselves  scabs  P 

1  Cit,  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 

Mar,  He  that  will  a^e  good  words  to  thee,  will  flatter 
Beneath  abhorring.— What  would  you  have,  you  curs, 
That  like  nor  peace,  nor  war  ?  the  one  affiri^ts  you, 
The  other  makes  you  proud.    He  that  trusts  you. 
Where  he  should  findyou  lions,  finds  you  haces ; 
Where  foxes,  geese :  Tou  are  no  surer,  no, 
Than  is  the  o(^  of  fire  upon  the  ice. 
Or  hailstone  in  the  sun.    Tour  virtue  is, 
To  make  him  worthy,  whose  offence  subdues  him« 
And  curse  that  justice  did  it.    Who  deserves  greatness, 
Deserves  your  hate :  and  your  affections  are 
A  sick  man's  appetite,  who  desires  most  that 
Which  would  mcrease  his  eviL    He  that  depends 
Upon  your  fiivours,  swims  with  fins  of  lead, 

•  WkuUncs.  t  Bane.  ■     >  ^ 
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And  hews  down  oaks  with  rushes.    Hang  ye!  Trust  ye? 

With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind ; 

And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate, 

Him  vile,  that  was  your  garland.    What's  the  matter. 

That  in  these  several  places  of  the  city 

You  cry  against  the  noble  senate,  who. 

Under  the  gods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  else 

Would  feeaon  one  another  ?— What's  their  seeking  ? 

Men.  For  com  at  their  own  rates ;  whereof,  they  say. 
The  city  is  well  stored. 

Mar.  Hang 'em!  They  say? 
They'll  sit  by  the  fire,  and  presume  to  know 
What* s  done  i'  the  Capitol :  who's  like  to  rise, 
"Who  thrives,  and  who  decUnes :  side  factions,  and  give  out 
Conjectural  marriages ;  making  parties  strong, 
And.  feebUng  such  as  stand  not  in  their  hking, 
Below  their  cobbled  shoes.    They  say,  there*s  grain  enough  ? 
Would  the  nobility  lay  aside  then-  ruth,* 
And  let  me  use  my  sword,  I'd  make  a  quarry  t 
With  thousands  or  these  quarter'd  slaves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pick  J  my  lance. 

Men.  Nay,  these  are  almost  thoroughly  persuaded ; 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  discretion, 
Yet  are  they  passing  cowardly.    But  I  beseech  you, 
What  says  the  other  troop  ? 

Mar.  They  are  dissolved :  Hang  'em ! 
They  said,  they  were  an  hungry :  sigh'd  forth  proverbs  ;— 
That  hunger  broke  stone  walls ;  that,  dogs  must  eat ; 
That  meat  was  made  for  mouths ;  that,  the  gods  sent  not 
Corn  for  the  rich  men  only . — ^With  these  sm*eds 
They  vented  their  complainings ;  which  being  answer'd. 
And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  strange  one, 
(To  break  the  heart  of  generosity  § 
And  make  bold  power  look  pale),  they  threw  their  caps 
As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'the  moon, 
Shoutinflrgieir  emulation.  || 

Men.  What  is  granted  them  ? 

Mar.  Five  tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  wisdoms, 
Of  their  own  choice :  One's  Junius  Brutus, 
Sicinius  Velutus,  and  I  know  not— 'Sdeath ! 
The  rabble  should  have  first  unroof  d  the  city ; 
Ere  so  prevail'd  with  me :  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 
For  insurrection's  arguing.^ 

Men,  This  is  strange. 

Mar.  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments ! 
JSnier  a  Messengeb. 

Mes.  Where's  Caius  Marcius  ? 

Mar.  Here :  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mes.  The  news  is,  Sir,  the  Voices  are  in  arms. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  on't :  then  we  shall  have  means  to  vent 
Our  musty  superfluity  :~See,  our  best  elders. 

•  Pity,  compassion.  t  Heap  of  dead.  t  Pitch. 

ft  /.  e.  of  the  Datricians.  |  Factious  triumph.  %  Topic. 
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JSnier  Comikitts,  Titus  Labtiub,  and  other  Senators  ; 
Junius  Brutus,  and  Sicinius  Velutus. 

1  Sen.  Marcius,  'tis  true,  that  you  have  lately  told  us ; 
The  Voices  are  in  arms.   . 

Mar,  They  have  a  leader, 
Tullus  Anfidius,  that  will  put  you  to't 
I  sin  in  envying  his  nobility : 
And  were  I  anything  but  what  I  am, 
I  would  wish  me  only  he. 

Com,  You  have  fought  together. 

Mar,  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  the  ears,  and  he 
Upon  my  party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him :  ne  is  a  lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

1  Sen,  Then,  worthy  Marcius, 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  these  wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  pr6mise. 

Mar.  Sir,  it  is; 
And  I  am  constant. — ^Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  see  me  once  more  strike  at  Tullus*  face : 
What,  art  thou  stiff?  stand*st  out  ? 

TU.  No,  Caius  Marcius ; 
111  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  fight  with  the  other, 
Ere  stay  behind  this  business. 

Men,  O,  true  bred ! 

1  Sen,  Your  companv  to  the  Capitol;  where,  I  know, 
Our  greatest  friends  attend  us. 

TU,  Lead  you  on : 
Follow,  Commius ;  we  must  follow  you ; 
Bight  worthy  you  •  priority. 

Com.  Noble  Lartius ! 

1  Sen.  Hence !  To  your  homes,  be  gone.      [To  the  Citizens 

Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow: 
The  Voices  nave  much  com ;  take  these  rats  thither, 
To  gnaw  their  gamers :— Worshipful  mutineers. 
Your  valour  puts  well  forth :  pray,  follow. 

ISxeunt  Senators,  Coil  mar.  Tit.  and  Mbnen. 
Citizens  Heal  away. 

Sic.  Was  ever  man  so  proud  as  this  Marcius  ? 

Bru.  He  has  no  equal. 

Sic,  When  we  were  chosen  tribunes  for  the  people,— 

Bru.  Mark'd  you  his  lip  and  eyes  ? 

Sic,  Na^,  but  his  taunte. 

Bru.  Being  moved,  he  will  not  spare  to  gird  the  gods. 

Sie,  Be-mock  the  modest  moon. 

Bru,  The  present  wars  devour  him :  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  so  valiant 

jSSc.  Such  a  nature 
Tickled  with  good  success,  disdains  the  shadow 
Which  he  tr^ds  on  at  noon :  But  I  do  wonder 
His  insolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

•(Of.) 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


SGStTB  II.]  COBIOLAKUS.  49S 

Bru.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  auns,— 
In  whom  alr^y  he  is  well  gracedj—camjoi 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attained,  than  bjr 
A  place  below  the  first :  for  what  miscarri<3S 
Shall  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perlbrm 
To  the  utmost  of  a  man ;  and  ^ody  censure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Marcius,  O^tfhe 
Sad  bame  the  business  ! 

Sic,  Besides,  il'  things  go  well; 
Oninion,  that  so  sticks  on  Marcius,  shall 
Oi  his  demerits*  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Come: 
Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though  Marcius  eam'd  them  uot ;  and  all  his  fkults 
To  Marcius  shall  be  honours,  though,  indeed. 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic.  Let* s  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  despatch  is  made ;  and  in  what  fiisbion. 
More  than  in  singularity,  he  goes 
Upon  his  present  action. 

Bru,  Let* s  along.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.--CorioU,    The  SencOeSouse, 
Enter  TuLLUS  AliriDlus,  and  certain  Senatobs. 

1  Sen.  So,  your  opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Borne  are  enter'd  in  our  counsels, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

AMf,  Is  it  not  yours  ? 
What  ever  hath  oeen  thought  on  in  this  state. 
That  oould  be  brought  to  bodily  act  ere  Borne 
Had  circumvention !  f  'Tis  not  four  days  gone. 
Since  I  heard  thence ;  these  are  the  words :  I  think, 
I  have  the  letter  here ;  yes,  here  it  is :  [Beads. 

They  have  pressed  a  power,  hut  it  is  not  known 
Whether  for  east,  or  west :  The  dearth  is  great; 
The  people  mutinous :  and  it  is  rumow^d, 
Commius,  Marcius  your  old  enemy, 
CWho  is  of  Rome  worse  hated  than  of  you) ^ . 
And  Tikus  Lartius,  a  most  valiant  Roman, 
These  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
Whither  'tis  bent :  most  likely,  *  Us  for  you : 
Consider  of  it. 

1  Sen.  Our  army's  in  the  field : 
We  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Bome  was  ready 
To  answer  us. 

Auf.  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly. 
To  keep  your  great  pretences  veird,  till  when 
They  needs  must  show  themselves ;  which  in  the  hatching, 
It  seem'd,  appear'd  to  Bome.    By  the  discovery, 
We  shall  be  shorten'd  in  our  aim ;  which  was. 
To  take  in  f  many  towns,  ere,  almost,  Bome 
Should  know  we  were  afoot. 

*  DemeritB  and  merits  had  anctently  tlidtame  itifunlny. 
t  Pre-occupation.  t  To  subdue. 
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2  Sen.  Noble  Aufidius. 
Take  your  commission;  nie  you  to  your  l)and8 ; 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Gorioli : 
If  they  set  down  befwe  us,  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  army ;  but,  I  think,  you'll  find 
They  have  not  prepared  for  us. 

A^f.  O,  doubt  not  that ; 
I  speak  from  certainties.    Nay,  more. 
Some  parcels  of  their  powers  are  forth  already, 
And  only  hitherward.    I  leave  your  honours. 
If  we  and  Caius  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
'Tis  sworn  between  us,  we  shall  never  strike 
Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

All,  The  gods  assist  you ! 

Atif.  And  keep  your  honours  safe ! 

1  Sen.  ParewelL 

2  Sen.  EarewelL 

All.  FareweU.  ISxeuiU 

8CENJS  m.— Borne.    An  Apartment  in  Mabcixts'  Mouse, 

Enter  Volitmnta,  and  Virgilia  :  They  tU  down  on  two 
low  stoolSf  and  sew. 

Vol.  I  pray  you,  daughter,  sing ;  or  express  yourself  in  a  more 
comfortable  sort :  If  my  son  were  my  husband,  I  should  freelier 
rejoice  in  that  absence  wherein  he  won  honour,  than  in  the 
embracements  of  his  bed,  where  he  would  show  mo^  love. 
When  yet  he  was  but  tender-bodied,  and  the  only  son  of  my 
womb ;  when  youth  with  comeliness  pluck'd  all  gaze  his  way  ;:^ 
when,  for  a  dav  of  kings'  entreaties,  a  mother  should  not  sell  oim 
an  hour  from  her  beholding  \  I, — considering  how  honour  would 
become  such  a  person ;  that  it  was  no  better  than  picture-like  to 
hang  by  the  wall,  if  renown  made  it  not  stur,— was  pleased  to  lot 
him  seek  danger  where  he  was  like  to  find  fama  To  a  cruel 
war  I  sent  him ;  from  whence  he  returned,  his  brows  bound  witli 
oak.  I  tell  thee,  daughter, — ^I  sprang  not  more  in  joy  at  first 
hearing  he  was  a  man-child,  than  now  in  first  seemg  he  had 
proved  himself  a  man. 

Vir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  business.  Madam  ?  how  then  ? 

Vol.  Then  his  good  report  should  have  been  my  son ;  I  therein 
would  have  found  issue.  Hear  me  profess  sincerely:  Had  I  a. 
dozen  sons, — each  in  my  love  alike,  and  none  less  dear  than  thine 
and  my  good  Marcius, — I  had  rather  had  eleven  die  nobly  for 
their  country,  than  one  voluptuously  surfeit  out  of  action. 

Enter  a  GENTLEWOMAN. 

Oent.  Madam,  the  lady  Valeria  is  come  to  visit  you. 

Vir.  'Beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  f  myself. 

Vol.  Indeed,  you  shall  not. 
Methinks,  I  hear  hither  your  husband's  drum ; 
See  him  pluck  Aufidius  down  by  the  hair ; 
As  children  from  a  bear  the  Yolces  shunnmg  Mm : 
MethiiJks,  I  see  him  stamp  thus,  and  call  thus,—  .  •  -  •  -: 

«  Attracted  aUttttention  to  him.  t  WHlidAW. 
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Cfome  on,  you  cowards,  you  were  got  in  fear. 
Though  you  were  bom  in  Rome :  His  bloody  brow 
With  his  mail'd  hand  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes ; 
like  to  a  harvest-man,  that* s  taslcd  to  mow 
Or  all,  or  lose  his  hire. 

Fir.  His  bloody  Iwnow  I  O,  Jumter,  no  blood ! 

Vol.  Away,  you  fool !  it  more  oeoomes  a  man. 
Than  gUt  his  trophy :  The  breasts  of  HecubsL 
When  she  did  sudtle  Hector,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Hector's  forehead,  when  it  spit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  swords  contending.— Tell  Valeria^ 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [Exit  GSKt. 

Fir.  Heavens  bless  m^  lord  from  fell  Aufidius  1 

Vol.  He'll  beat  Aufidius*  head  below  his  luiee 
And  tread  upon  his  neck. 

He-enter  GENTLEWOMAN,  wiih  Yalebia  and  her  UsHEB. 

Val.  My  ladies  botii,  good  day  to  you. 

Vol.  Sweet  Madam, 

Fir.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  ladyship. 

Vtd.  How  do  you  bothP  you  are  manifest  house-keepers. 
What,  are  70U  sewing  here !  A  fine  spot,  •  in  good  faith.— How 
does  your  httle  son  P 

Fir.  I  thank  your  ladyship ;  well,  good  Madam. 

Vol.  He  had  rather  see  the  swords,  and  hear  a  drum,  than 
look  upon  his  school-master. 

Val.  (y  my  word,  the  father's  son :  Fll  swear,  'tis  a  very  pretty 
boy.  (y  my  troth,  I  looked  upon  him  o'  Wednesday  half  an 
hour  together:  he  has  such  a  confirmed  countenance.  I  saw 
him  run  after  a  gilded  butterfly ;  and  when  he  caught  it,  he  let 
it  so  again ;  and  after  it  a^n ;  and  over  and  over  he  comes, 
ana  up  again ;  catched  it  again :  or  whether  his  fsil  enraged  him, 
or  how  'twas,  he  did  so  set  his  teeth,  and  tear  it ;  O,  I  warrant, 
how  he  mammocked  t  it ! 

Vol.  One  of  his  father's  moods. 

Vol,  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 

Fir.  A  crack,  J  Madam. 

Vol,  €k>me,  lay  aside  your  stitchery ;  I  must  have  you  play  the 
idle  huswife  with  me  this  afbemoon. 

Fir.  No,  good  Madam :  I  will  not  out  of  doors. 

Val.  Not  out  of  doors  f 

Vol.  She  shall,  she  shall. 

Fir.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience :  I  will  not  over  the  thresh- 
old, till  my  loixl  return  from  the  wars. 

Vol.  Fie,  you  confine  yourself  most  unreasonably;  Come,  you 
must  go  visit  the  good  lady  that  lies  in. 

Fir.  I  will  wish  her  speedy  strength,  and  visit  her  with  my 
prayers  jbut  I  cannot  go  thithec 

Vol.  Why,  I  pray  you? 

Fir.  'Tis  not  to  save  labour,  nor  that  I  want  love. 

Vol,  Tou  would  be  another  renelope ;  yet,  they  say,  all  the 
yam  she  q^un,  in  Ulysses'  absence,  aid  but  fill  Ithaca  fhll  of 
moths.    Come;  X  would,  your  cambrio  were  sensible  as  your 

*  Piece  (of  work).  f  Tore.  X  Lively  boy. 
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finger,  that  you  might  leave  pricking  it  for  pity.  Come,  yon 
shall  go  with  us. 

Vir.  No,  good  Madam,  pardon  me ;  indeed,  I  will  not  forth. 

Val  In  truth,  la,  go  with  me ;  and  Til  tell  you  excellent  news 
of  your  husband. 

Vir.  O,  good  Madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 

Val.  Verily,  I  do  not  jeet  with  you ;  there  came  news  f5rom  him 
last  night. 

Fir.  Indeed,  Madam  ? 

Val  In  earnest,  it's  true ;  I  heard  a  senator  speak  it.  Thus  it 
is : — The  Voices  nave  an  army  forl^ ;  against  whom  Cominius 
the  general  is  gone,  with  one  part  of  our  Boman  power:  your 
lord,  and  Titus  Xartius,  are  set  down  before  their  city  Corioli ; 
they  nothing  doubt  prevailing,  and  to  make  it  brief*  wars.  This 
is  true,  on  mine  honour ;  and  so,  I  pray,  go  with  us. 

J^r.  Give  me  excuse,  good  Madam ;  I  will  obey  you  in  every- 
thing hereafter. 

Vol.  Let  her  alone,  lady;  as  she  is  now^  she  will  but  disease 
our  better  mirth. 

Val.  In  troth  I  think,  she  would:— Fare  you  well  then. — 
Come,  good  sweet  lady,— lYytheeVirgilia,  turn  thy  solemnness 
out  o'door,  and  go  along  with  us. 

Vir,  No :  at  a  word.  Madam;  indeed,  I  must  not.  I  wish  you 
much  mirth. 

Val.  Well,  then  farewell,  [JSxeunf. 

SCENE  IV.—B^ore  Corioli, 

Enter,  with  drums  and  oo2o«r«,  Makctus,  TiTUS  Li.BTllT8, 
Officers  and  Soldiers.    To  them  a  Messekoeb. 

Mar,  Yonder  comes  news  :^A  wager,  they  have  met 

Lart,  My  horse  to  yours,  no. 

Mar.  'Tisdone. 

Lart.  Agreed. 

Mar,  Say,  has  our  general  met  the  enemy  ? 

Mess,  They  lie  in  view ;  but  have  not  spoke  as  yet. 

XAtrt.  So,  the  eood  horse  is  mine. 

Mar.  Fllbuy  nimofyou. 

Lart.  No,  rll  nor  sell  nor  give  him :  lend  you  him,  I  will. 
For  half  a  hundred  years.— Summon  the  town. 

Mar,  How  far  off  He  the  armies  ? 

Meas,  Within  Ihis  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  shall  we  hear  their  larum,  and  they  ours. 
Now,  Mars,  I  pr'ythee  make  us  quick  in  work : 
That  we  with  smoking  swords  may  march  from  hence, 
To  help  our  fielded  f  friends  I — Come,  blow  thy  blast. 

They  sound  a  parley. — Enter,  on  the  walls,  some  SbnaTOSS, 
arid  others, 
TuUns  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  walls? 

X  Sen,  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  less  than  he, 
That's  lesser  than  a  little.  Hark,  our  drums    IMarumsttfarcfl 
Are  bringing  forth  our  youth :  Well  break  our  walls, 
Eathsr  than  they  shall  poimd  us  up :  our  gates, 

*  Short.  t  In  the  field  of  battle. 
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Which  yet  seem  shut^  we  have  hut  pinn'd  -with  rushes ; 
Theyll  open  of  themselves.    Hark  vou,  far  off ;  [Other  Alarums. 
There  is  Aufidius ;  list,  what  work  ne  makes 
Amongst  your  cloven  army. 

Mar.  O,  they  are  at  it  I 

L(Hi,  Their  noise  he  our  instruction.— Ladders,  ho ! 

7%eYoLCS8  enter  and  pass  over  the  stcige. 
Mar,  They  fear  us  not  but  issue  forth  their  city. 
Now  put  your  shields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight 
With  liearts  more  proof  than  shields—Advance,  brave  Titus : 
They  do  disdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts, 
Which  makes  me  sweat  with  wrath.— €ome  on,  my  fellows ; 
He  that  retiree,  TU  take  him  for  a  Voice, 
And  he  shall  feel  mine  edge. 

Manm,  and  exeunt  EoMAirs  and  YOLCESjlghting.  The  EOMANS 
are  beaten  hack  to  their  trenches.    Me-enter  Maboius. 

Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on  you. 
You  shames  of  Bome !  you  herd  of— Bous  and  plagues 
Plaster  you  o'er ;  that  vou  may  be  abhorr'd 
[Further  than  seen,  and  one  imect  another 
Aj;ainst  the  wind  a  mile !  you  souls  of  geese, 
That  bear  the  shapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 
From  slaves  that  apes  would  beat  ?  Pluto  and  hell ! 
AH  hurt  behind ;  backs  red  and  faces  pale 
With  flight  and  asued  fear !  Mend,  and  charge  home. 
Or,  by  the  fires  of  neaven.  111  leave  the  foe. 
And  make  my  wars  on  you :  look  to 't :  Come  on ; 
If  youll  stand  fast,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  wives. 
As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 

Another  alarum.  The  YOLCES  and  Bomans  re-enter,  and  the 
Jight  is  renewed.  The  YOUJES  retire  into  Corioli,  and  Mabcius 
follows  them  to  the  gates. 

So,  now  the  gates  are  ope :— Now  prove  good  seconds : 
'Tis  for  the  followers  fortune  widens  them. 
Not  for  the  filers :  mark  me,  and  do  the  lixe. 

[Me  enters  the  gates,  and  is  shut  in. 

1  Sol.  Fool-hardiness ;  not  I. 

^JSol.  Nor  L 

8  Sol  See,  they 
Have  shut  mm  in.  [Alarum  continues. 

AJL  To  the  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

JEnter  TiTUS  Labtius. 

Zart,  What  is  become  of  Mardus  P 

AU.  SlaixL  Su*,  doubtless. 

1  Sol.  FoUowmg  the  flyers  at  the  very  heebj 
With  tiiem  he  enters :  who,  upon  the  sudden, 
Glapp'd-to  their  gates ;  he  is  hmiself  alone. 
To  answer  all  the  city. 

Lart.  O  noble  fellow! 

TOL.  m.  2  k 
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Who,  sensible.  *  outdares  his  senseless  swor^ 

And,  when  it  bows,  f  stands  up !    Thou  art  left.  Mamas : 

A  carbuncle,  entire,  as  1^  as  thou  art, 

Were  not  so  rich  a  jewel    Thou  wast  a  soldior 

Even  to  Cato*s  wish,  not  fierce  and  terrible 

Only  in  strokes ;  but,  with  thyerim  looks  and 

The  thunder-like  percussion  ofthy  sounds. 

Thou  mad'st  thine  enemies  shake,  as  if  the  world 

Were  feverous  and  did  tremble. 

Re-enter  Mabcius  bleeding^  tusaulted  ly  the  enemy. 
1  Sol.  Look,  Sir- 
LaH.  'Tis  Marcius : 
Lef  s  fetch  him  ofi^  or  make  remain  alike. 

ITheyJigi^  <md  ail  eater  iheeity. 

SCENE  r.—WUlUn the  town.    Afreet 
Enter  certain  BoMAira,  with  apoUs. 

1  JRom,  This  I  will  carry  to  Bome. 

2  Eom.  And  I  this. 

8  Eom.  A  murrain  out  I  I  took  this  for  sihFer. 

lAlamm  oontimuee  ttiU  afar  off. 

Enter  Mabcius  and  TiTXTS  Labtius,  toiih  a  trwapet.    . 

Mar.  See  here  these  moYers,  that  do  prize  thdr  hours 
At  a  cracked  drachma !  1   Cushions,  leaden  q[K)ons, 
Irons  of  doit,  doublets  that  hangmen  would 
Bury  with  those  that  wwe  them,  these  base  slaves, 
Ere  yet  the  flight  be  done,  pack  ug  r— Down  with  them.-* 
And  hark,  what  noise  the  general  makes  I— To  him : — 
There  is  the  man  of  my  soul's  hate,  Aufidius, 
Piercing  our  Eomans :  Then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
Gonvement  numbers  to  make  good  the  city; 
Whilst  L  with  those  that  have  the  spirit,  will  haste 
To  help  Cominius. 

Lart.  Worthy  Sir,  thou  bleed'st; 
Thy  exercise  hath  been  too  vident  tar 
A  second  course  of  fight 

Mar.  Sir,  praise  me  not : 
My  work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me :  Fare  you  w^ 
The  blood  I  drop  is  rather  physical 
Than  dangerous  to  me ;  To  Aufidius  thus 
I  will  appear,  and  fi^ht. 

Lart.  Now  the  £Eur  goddess.  Fortune, 
Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee ;  and  her  great  charms 
Misguide  thy  opposer's  swords !  Bold  genldeman, 
Prosperity  be  tny  page ! 

Mar.  Thy  firiend  no  less 
Than  those  she  plaoeth  hidbest !  Sofatrew^ 

Lart.  Thou  worthiest  Maroius !—  IBgrii  Mabci  ^^ 

Qo.  sound  thy  trumpet  in  the  market-plaoe ; 
Gall  thither  all  the  officers  of  the  town. 
Where  they  shall  know  our  mind.    Away.  IJSatewnt. 

«  Having  sensation.  f  Bends.  t  A  BomMi  odn. 
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SCENE  VI.'-Near  the  camp  cfCoVXSWS, 
Enter  COHINIUS  a/ndforcee  retreoHng, 
Com,  Breathe  you,  my  friends ;  well  fought,  we  are  come  o(? 
like  Bomans,  neither  foolish  in  our  stands. 
Nor  oowardly  in  retire :  believe  me,  Sirs. 
We  shall  be  charged  again.    Whiles  we  have  struck. 
By  interims,  and  conveying  gusts,  we  have  heard 
The  charges  of  our  friends :— Te  Eoman  gods. 
Lead  their  suooetses  as  we  wish  our  own ; 
That  both  our  powers,  with  smiling  fronts  encountering. 

Enter  a  MssSBirGSB. 
May  give  you  thankful  sacrifice !— Thy  news  P 

Mese,  The  dtizens  of  Oorioli  have  issued. 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Mardus  battle : 
I  saw  our  party  to  their  trenches  driven. 
And  then  1  came  away. 

Com,  Though  thou  speak'st  truth, 
Methiuks  thou  speak'st  not  well    How  long  is't  since  P 

Mess,  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Com,  'Tis  not  a  mile ;  briefly  we  heard  their  drums : 
How  could'st  thou  in  a  mile  confound*  an  hour. 
And  bring  thy  news  so  late  ? 

Mess,  Spies  of  the  Voices 
Held  me  in  chase,  that  I  was  forc'd  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about ;  else  had  I,  Sir, 
Half  an  hour  since  brought  my  report. 

Enter  Mabcius. 

Com,  Who's  yonder. 
That  does  appear  as  he  were  flay'd  ?  O  gods ! 
He  has  the  stamp  of  Mardus ;  and  I  have 
Beforetime  seen  lihn  thus. 

Mar,  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com,  The  shepherd  knows  not  thunder  from  a  tabor, 
More  than  I  know  the  sound  of  Mardus*  tongue 
!Prom  every  meaner  man's. 

Mar,  €k>me  I  too  late  P 

Com,  Av,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  other?, 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar,  O !  let  me  clip  you 
In  arms  as  sound,  as  when  I  woo'd ;  in  heart 
As  merry,  as  yrhea  our  nuptial  day  was  done» 
And  tapers  bum'd  to  bedward. 

Com,  Flower  of  warricHrs, 
How  is't  with  Titus  Lartius  P 

Mar,  As  with  a  man  busied  about  decrees : 
Oondemnins  some  to  death  and  some  to  exile : 
Bansoming  nim,  or  pitying,  threat* ning  the  other : 
Holdhig  Gorioli  in  the  name  of  Eome, 
JSven  like  a  fawning  ereyhound  in  the  leash. 
To  let  him  sUp  at  wiU. 

*  Expend. 
2k2 
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Com,  Where  is  that  slave, 
Which  told  me  they  had  heat  you  to  your  tsenoheB  ? 
Where  is  he  P  call  nim  hither. 

Mar,  Let  him  alone. 
He  did  inform  the  truth :  but  for  our  gentlemen. 
The  common  file  (A  plague !— Tribunes  for  them !) 
The  mouse  ne'er  shunn'd  the  cat,  as  they  did  bud^ 
From  rascals  worse  than  they. 

Com,  But  how  prevailed  you  ? 

Mar,  Will  the  time  serve  to  tell  ?  I  do  not  think- 
Where  is  the  enemy  ?    Are  you  lords  o*the  field  ? 
If  not,  why  cease  you  till  you  are  so  P 

Com.  Marcius, 
We  have  at  disadvantage  fought,  and  did 
Betire,  to  win  our  purpose. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battle  P  know  you  on  which  side 
They  have  plac'd  their  men  of  trust  P 

Com.  As  I  guess,  Mardus, 
Their  bands  in  the  vaward  are  the  Antiatei, 
Of  their  best  trust :  o'er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar.  I  do  beseech  you. 
By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought, 
By  the  blood  we  have  shed  together,  by  the  vows 
We  have  made  to  endure  firiends,  that  you  directly 
Set  me  against  Aufidius,  and  his  Antiates : 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  present:*  but. 
Filling  the  air  with  swords  advanced,  and  darts 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.  Thoug^  I  could  wish 
You  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  bath. 
And  babns  api)hed  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  asking ;  take  your  choice  of  those 
That  best  can  aid  your  action. 

Mar,  Those  are  they 
That  most  are  willing :— If  any  such  be  here, 
(As  it  were  sin  to  doubt),  that  love  this  painting 
Wherein  you  see  me  smeor'd ;  if  any  fear 
Leaser  his  person  than  an  ill  rei)ort ; 
If  any  think,  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life. 
And  that  his  country's  dearer  than  himself ; 
Let  him,  alone,  or  so  many,  so  minded, 
Wave  thus  Uoanvng  his  hand],  to  express  his  disposition, 
And  follow  Marcius. 

[Thep  all  shout,  and  wave  their  swords;  take  him  up  in 
their  arms,  and  cast  up  their  caps, 
O  me,  alone  I  Make  you  a  sword  of  me  P 
If  these  shows  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Voices  P  None  of  you  but  is 
Able  to  bear  against  the  great  Aufidius 
A  shield  as  hard  as  his.    A  certain  number, 
Thoueh  thanks  to  all,  must  I  select :  the  rest 
Shall  Dear  the  business  in  some  other  fight, 
*  Let  slip  the  present  time. 
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As  cause  will  be  obey'd.  Please  you  to  march ; 
And  four  shall  quickly  draw  out  my  command. 
Which  men  are  oest  inclin'd. 

Com,  March  on,  my  fellows : 
Make  good  this  ostentation,  and  you  shall 
Divide  in  all  with  us.  \JExeunt 

SCENS  VII,— The  gates  af  CorioU. 

Titus  Labtitts,  having  set  a  guard  upon  CorioU^  going  with  a 
drum  and  trumpet  toward  CoMliaus  and  Caius  Mabcius, 
enters  with  a  LixnTBKANT,  a  party  qf  soldiers,  and  a  scout, 
Lart,  So,  let  the  ports  *  be  suarded :  keep  your  duties. 

As  I  have  set  them  down.    If  I  do  send,  despatch 

Those  centuries  f  to  our  idd ;  the  rest  will  serve 

For  a  short  holdmg :  If  we  lose  the  field. 

We  cannot  keep  the  town. 
Lieu.  Fear  not  our  care,  Sir. 
Lart,  Hence,  and  shut  your  gates  upon  us.~ 

Our  guider,  come ;  to  the  Boman  camp  conduct  us.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VUlr^AjiM  of  battle  between  the  Roman  and  the 
Volcian  camps. 

Marum,    Enter  Mascius  and  Attfidius. 

Mar.  m  fight  with  none  but  thee ;  for  I  do  hate  thee 
Worse  than  a  promise-l»eaker. 

Aitf,  We hi& alike; 
Not  Afric  owns  a  serpent,  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  fame  and  envy :  Fix  thy  foot 

Mar,  Let  the  first  budger  oie  the  other's  slav<^ 
And  the  sods  doom  him  after ! 

Ai^,  If  I  fly,  Marciuff, 
Halloo  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar,  Within  these  three  hours,  Tullus, 
Alone  I  fought  in  your  Gorioli  wails. 
And  made  what  work  I  pleas'd ;  'Tis  not  my  blood. 
Wherein  thou  seest  me  mask'd ;  for  thy  revenge, 
Wrenchup  thy  power  to  the  highest 

Ai^,  Wert  thou  the  Hector, 
That  was  the  whip  1  of  your  bragg'd  progeny. 
Thou  should*st  not 'scape  me  here.— 

IThey  fight,  and  certain  Voices  come  to  the  aid  of  A.xrFU>\V9, 
Officious,  and  not  valiantr-you  have  sham'd  me 
In  your  condemned  seconds.  § 

[Exeunt  fighting,  driven  in  by  Mabcius. 

SCENE  IX,— The  Roman  camp. 

Alarum,    A  retreat  is  sounded.    Flourish,    Enter  at  one  side, 
COMlKins,  and  Romans  ;  (tt  the  other  side,  Mabcius,  vrith  his 
arm  in  a  scarf,  and  other  Romans, 
Com,  If  I  should  tell  thee  o'er  this  thy  day's  work, 
Thoult  not  believe  thy  deeds:  but  I'll  report  it, 

*  Gates.  t  Companies  of  a  hundred  men. 

t  Boaet,  cntdu  §  Objectionable  help. 
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Where  senators  shall  min{^e  tears  with  smiles ; 

Where  great  patricians  shall  attend,  and  shrug, 

r  the  end-  admire :  where  ladies  shall  he  firighted. 

And,  gladly  quak'd,  *  hear  more ;  where  the  dull  Trihimee^ 

That,  with  the  tusby  plebeians,  hate  thine  iMmours, 

Shall  say,  aeainst  their  hearts—  We  thank  the  gods. 

Our  Rome  hath  such  a  soldier  ! — 

Yet  cam'st  thou  to  a  morsel  of  this  feast, 

Having  fully  dined  before. 

JErder  TlTUS  Labtius,  wUh  his  potoer,  f  from  the  pursuti. 

Lart.  O  general, 
Here  is  the  steed,  we  the  caparison: 
Hadst  thou  beheld 

Mar,  Pray  now,  no  more :  my  mother, 
Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood. 
When  she  does  praise  me,  grieves  me.    I  have  done, 
As  you  have  done ;  that's  what  I  can ;  induo'd 
As  you  have  been ;  that's  for  my  country : 
He,  that  has  but  ejected  his  good  will, 
Hath  overtaken  mine  act.  J. 

Com.  You  shall  not  be 
The  grave  of  your  deserving;  Bome  must  know 
The  value  of  her  own ;  twere  a  concealment 
Worse  than  a  theft^  no  less  than  a  traduoement. 
To  hide  your  doings ;  and  to  silence  that. 
Which  to  the  spire  and  topof  praises  vouch'd- 
Would  seem  but  modest :  TFherefore,  I  beseecn  you, 
(In  sign  of  what  vou  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done),  before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar,  I  have  some  wounds  upon  me,  and  they  smart 
To  hear  themselves  remembered.  • 

Com,  Should  they  nol^ 
Well  might  they  fester  'gsdnst  ingratitude. 
And  tent  themselves  with  death.    Of  all  the  horses. 
rWhereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  store),  of  all 
The  treasure,  in  this  field  acmev'd,  and  citv, 
We  render  you  the  tenth ;  to  be  ta'en  forth. 
Before  the  common  distribution,  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar,  I  thank  you,  general; 
But  cannot  make  my  ueart  consent  to  take 
A  bribe  to  pay  my  sword :  I  do  refuse  it ; 
And  stand  upon  mv  common  part  with  wose 
That  have  beheld  tne  doing. 

lA  longjlourish.  They  all  cry  Marcius !  Mardus !  cast 
up  their  caps  and  lances:  GoMIiriUS  and  LabTIUS 
stand  hare. 

Mar,  May  these  same  instruments,  which  you  profKoe, 
Never  sound  more !  When  drums  and  trumpets  shall 
r  the  field  prove  flatterers,  let  courts  and  cities  be 
Made  all  of  false-fac'd  soothmg:  When  steel  grows 

*  Thrown  into  gratefol  treiddation.  t  Ftoices 

X  Has  done  as  mvxSn  aa  I. 
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Soft  as  the  parasite^s  silk,  let  him  be  made 

An  overture  for  the  wars !  No  more,  I  say : 

fV)r  that  I  have  not  wash'd  my  nose  that  bled, 

Or  foil'd  some  debile*  wretch,— -wMoh,  without  note, 

Here's  many  else  have  done,— you  shout  me  forth 

In  acclamations  hyperbolical ; 

As  if  I  loved  my  httle  should  be  dieted 

In  praises  sauc'd  with  lies. 

Com,  Too  modest  are  you ; 
More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateftil 
To  us  that  give  you  wuly :  by  your  patience. 
If  'gainst  yourself  you  be  incens'd,  we'll  put  you 
(Like  one  that  means  his  proper  f  harm),  in  manacles. 
Then  reason  safely  with  you.— Therefore,  be  it  known, 
As  to  us.  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
"Wears  this  war's  garland :  in  token  of  the  which 


time^ 


My  noble  steed,  mown  to  the  camp,  I  give  him. 
With  all  his  trim  belondn^ ;  and,  from  this 
For  what  he  did  before  C5onoli,  call  him. 
With  all  the  applause  and  clamour  of  the  host, 
Caius  Maecixts  CoBiOLAinjs.— 
Bear  the  addition  nobly  ever ! 

[Flowiah,    TrwnjfeU  sound,  and  drums. 

All,  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus ! 

Cor,  I  will  go  wash: 
And  when  mv  face  is  fair,  you  shall  perceive 
Whether  I  blush,  or  no :  Howbeit,  I  thank  you  :— 
I  mean  to  sMde  your  steed;  and,  at  all  times, 
To  undercrestj!  your  good  addition. 
To  the  feimess  of  my  power. 

Com,  So,  to  our  tent: 
Where,  ere  we  do  repose  us.  we  will  write 
To  Bome  of  our  success.— You,  Titus  Lartius, 
Must  to  Corioli  back :  send  us  to  Eome 
The  best  §  with  whom  we  may  articulate,  || 
Tor  their  own  good,  and  ours. 

Zart,  I  shalL  my  lord. 

Cor^  llie  gods  begm  to  mock  me.    I  that  now 
Beftis'd  most  princely  gifts,  am  boimd  to  beg 
Of  my  lord  general. 

Com.  Take  it :  tis  yours.- What  is 't  ? 

Cor,  I  sometime  lay,  here  in  Corioli, 
At  a  i)oor  man's  house,  he  us'd  me  kindly : 
He  cried  to  me  j  I  saw  him  prisoner ; 
But  then  Aufidius  was  within  my  view, 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity :  I  request  you 
To  give  my  poor  host  freedom. 

Com,  O,  well  begg'd ! 
Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  son,  he  should 
Be  free,  as  is  the  wind.    Deliver  him,  Titus. 

Zart.  Marcius,  his  name  ? 

Cor.  By  Jupiter,  forgot  :— 

•  Weak,  feeUe.  t  Own.  t  Add  more  by  doing  his  best 

i  CUef  men.  I  Enter  into  articles. 
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I  am  weary ;  yet^  my  memory  is  tired.— 
Have  we  no  wine  here  P 

Com,  Go  we  to  oar  tent: 
The  hlood  upon  your  visage  dries:  tis  time 
It  should  he loord  to :  come.  [Exeunt. 

8CBNE  X.'^The  camp  tf  Volcet. 

J,  Flouriik,    Comets.    IkUer  TXTLLUS  Aufidius,  hloody,  wUk 

two  or  three  SOLDIBBS. 

A^tf,  The  town  is  ta'en ! 

1  Sot  'TwiU  he  delivered  hack  on  good  condition. 

AMf,  Condition? 
I  would,  I  were  a  Eoman ;  for  I  cannot, 
Being  a  Voice,  he  that  I  am.— Condition ! 
What  good  condition  can  a  trealy  find 
r  the  part  that  is  at  mercy  P  Five  times,  Mardus, 
I  have  foudbt  with  thee ;  so  often  hast  thou  heat  me ; 
And  would'st  do  so,  I  think,  should  we  encounter 
As  often  as  we  eat.— By  the  elements, 
If  e'er  a(;ain  I  meet  hiin  heard  to  heard. 
He  is  mmei  or  I  am  his:  Mine  emulation 
Hath  not  tnat  honour  in\  it  had :  for  where  * 
I  thought  to  crush  him  in  an  eauaL  force, 
(True  sword  to  sword),  Fll  potent  at  himeome  way; 
Or  wrath,  or  craft,  ma/  get  nim. 

1  8oh  He's  the  deriL 

Anf,  Bolder,  though  not  so  subtle :  VLj  Yalour's  poison'd. 
With  only  sunerinff  stain  by  him ;  for  hmi 
Shi^  fly  out  of  itsdjf :  nor  sleep  nor  sanctuary. 
Being  naked,  sick :  nor  &ne,  nor  CapitoL 
The  prayers  of  priests,  nor  tmies  of  sacrince, 
Emharquements  |  all  of  ftiry,  shall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  priTuege  and  custom  'eainst 
My  hate  to  Mamus :  where  I  find  nim,  were  it 
At  homeu  upon  §  my  brother's  guard,  even  there 
Against  the  hospitable  canon,  would  I 
Wash  my  fierce  hand  in  his  heart    Go  you  to  the  dty; 
Learn,  how  'tis  held ;  and  what  they  are,  that  must 
Be  hostage  for  Borne. 

1  Sol  Will  not  you  go  P 

Aiif,  I  am  attended  ||  at  the  cypress  groye : 
I  pray  you 

gris  south  the  city  mills),  bring  me  word  thither 
ow  the  world  goes ;  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  spur  on  my  journey. 
ISoll  shalCSir.  [Exewa. 


ACTH. 

SCENE  Z^Eome.    A  Eublie  Place. 

Enter  Menenius,  SiClinus,  and  Bbuttts. 

Men,  The  augurer  tells  me,  we  shall  haye  news  to-night 

*  Whenas.  t  Poke,  posh.  t  Bmbannents,  i.  e.  proUbittODt. 

f  1, 0,  andMr.  |  Waited  for. 
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J3ru.  Good,  or  bod? 

Men,  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people,  for  they  love 
not  Mardus. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  beasts  to  know  their  friends. 

Men,  Pray  you,  who  does  the  wolf  love  ? 

Sic.  The  kmb.  ' 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him;  as  the  hungry  plebeians  would  the 
noble  Marcius. 

JSru.  He's  a  lamb,  indeed,  that  baes  like  a  bear. 

Men.  He's  a  bear  indeed,  that  hves  like  a  lamb.  You  two  are 
old  men ;  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  shall  ask  you. 

Both  Trib.  Well,  Sir. 

Men,  In  what  enormity  is  Marcius  poor,  that  you  two  have 
not  in  abundance  ? 

Bru.  He's  jpoor  in  no  one  fault,  but  stored  with  alL 

Sic.  Especially,  in  pride. 

Bru.  Aiid  topping  all  others  in  boasting. 

Men.  This  is  stwuige  now :  Do  you  two  know  how  you  are 
censured  here  in  the  city,  I  mean  of  us  o'the  right  hand  file  ? 
Do  you? 

Both  Trib.  Why,' how  are  we  censured  ? 

Men.  Because  you  talk  of  pride  now,— Will  you  not  be  angry  ? 

Both  Trib.  WeU  well.  Sir,  well. 

Men.  Why  'tis  no  great  matter ;  for  a  very  little  thief  of  occa- 
sion will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  patience :  give  your  disposi- 
tion the  reins,  and  be  angry  at  your  pleasures;  at  the  least,  if 
you  take  ilvas  a  pleasure  to  you,  in  being  so.  You  blame  Marcius 
for  beingproud  ? 

Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone.  Sir. 

Men.  I  know,  you  can  do  very  little  alone ;  for  your  helps  are 
many ;  or  else  your  actions  would  grow  wondrous  single :  vour 
abilities  are  too  infant-like,  for  doing  much  alone.  You  talk  of 
pride :  0,  that  you  could  turn  your  eyes  towards  the  napes*  of 
your  necKS,  and  make  but  an  interior  survey  of  your  good  selves ! 
O,  that  you  could ! 

Bru.  What  then,  Sir? 

Men.  Why.  then  you  should  discover  a  brace  of  unmeriting, 
proud,  violent,  testy  magistrates,  (alias,  fools),  as  any  in  Bome. 

Sic.  Menemus,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  patrician^  and  one  that 
loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with  not  a  drop  of  allaymg  Tyber  in't : 
said  to  be  somethins  imperfect  in  favouring  the  first  complaint : 
hasty,  and  tinder-like.  upon  too  trivial  motion :  one  that  con- 
verses more  with  the  buttock  of  the  night,  than  with  the  fore- 
head of  the  morning. t  What  I  think,  I  utter;  and  spend  my 
malice  in  my  breath :  Meeting  two  such  weals  it-men  as  you  are, 
(I  cannot  call  vouLycurguses),  if  thedrink  ^ou  «tve  mcL  touch  my 
palate  adversely^  I  make  a  crooked  face  at  it.  1  cannot  say,  your 
worships  have  aehvered  the  matter  well,  when  I  find  the  ass  in 
compound  with  the  nujor  part  of  your  syllables :  and  though  I 

*  In  allusion  to  fhe  proverb,  fhat  erery  man  has  a  bag  before  him  in 
which  he  puts  his  neighbours'  fanits,  and  another  behind  him,  in  which  he 
pots  his  own. 

T  Rataer  a  late  lier  down  than  an  eaaly  riser.  t  States. 
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must  be  content  to  bear  with  those  that  say  yon  are  reverend 
sraye  moi :  yet  they  lie  deadly,  that  tell,  you  have  good  i^K^es. 
If  you  see  this  in  the  map  of  my  microcosm,  follows  it,  that  I  am 
known  well  enough  too  f  WhsA,  harm  can  your  bisson  conspec- 
tuities*  glean  out  of  this  charact^,  if  I  be  known  enough  too? 

Br«.  Gomeu  Sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Mm.  Yon  know  neither  me,  yourselves,  nor  anything.  You 
are  ambitious  for  poor  knaver  caps  and  legs  ;t  you  wear  out  a 
good  wholesome  forenoon,  in  hearing  a  cause  between  an  orange- 
wife  and  a  fosset-seller ;  and  then  re-joum  the  oontroversy  of 
threepence  to  a  second  day  of  audienca— When  you  are  hearing 
a  matter  between  party  and  party,  if  you  chance  to  be  pinched 
with  the  cholip,  you  make  &ces  like  mummears ;  set  up  the  Woodj 
fla^  against  all  patience;  and  in  roaring  for  a  chamber-pot  dis- 
miss the  controversy  bleeding,  the  more  entangled  by  your  hear- 
ing: all  the  peace  you  make  in  their  cause,  is,  calling  both  the 
parties  knaves :  You  are  a  pair  of  strange  ones. 

JBru,  Come.  come,  you  are  well  understood  to  be  a  perfeoter 
giber  for  the  table,  than  a  necessary  benc^r  in  tiie  CapitoL 

Men.  Our  very  priests  must  become  mockers,  if  they  shall 
encounter  such  ndicukms  subjects  as  you  are.  When  you  speak 
best  unto  the  purpose,  it  is  not  worth  the  wagging  of  your  besu^is ; 
and  your  b^urds  deserve  not  so  honourable  a  grave,  as  to  stuff  a 
botcher's  cushion,  or  to  be  entombed  in  an  ass's  pack-saddle.  Tet 
you  must  be  saying,  Marcius  is  proud ;  who,  in  a  cheap  estima- 
tion, is  worth  all  your  predecessors,  since  Deucalion ;  though, 
peraaventnre,  some  of  the  best  of  them  were  hereditary  hang- 
men. Gk)od  den  to  your  worships ;  more  of  your  conversation 
would  infect  my  brain,  being  the  herdsmen  of  the  beastly  ple- 
bians :  I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 

[Bbtj.  and  Sic.  retire  to  the  hack  of  the  Scene. 

Enter  VoLUMiNA,  Viegilia,  and  Valeeia,  <f-c. 
How  now,  my  as  fair  as  noble  ladies,  (and  the  moon,  were  she 
earthly,  no  nobler),  whither  do  you  follow  your  eyes  so  fast? 

Vol.  Honourable  Menenius,  my  boy  Mwcius  approaches;  for 
the  love  of  Juno,  lefs  ga 

Men.  Ha !  Marcius  coming  home  ? 

Vol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius ;  and  with  pro^)erou8  i4)probation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupit»,  and  I  thank  thee  ^— Hoo !  Marcius 
coming  home? 

Hhpo  Ladies.  Nay,  'tis  true. 

Vol.  Look,  here's  a  letter  from  him ;  the  state  hath  another, 
his  wife  anotner ;  and,  I  think,  there's  one  at  home  for  you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  house  reel  to-night:— A  letter  for 
me? 

Vtr.  Ye&  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you ;  I  saw  it 

Men.  A  letter  for  me  ?  It  gives  me  an  estate  of  seven  years' 
health,  in  which  time  I  will  make  a  lip  at  the  physician:  the 
most  sovereign  prescription  in  Galen  is  but  empiriculic,  and,  to 
this  preservative,  of  no  better  r^wrt  than  a  horse-drench.  Is  he 
not  wounded  ?  he  was  wont  to  come  home  wounded. 

"Ftr.  O,  no,  no,  no. 

*  Blind  perceptions.  t  Obeiaance. 
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Vol.  CL  he  is  wounded,  I  thaAk  the  gods  for*t. 

Men,  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  much :— Brings  'a  victory  in 
his  pocket  ?— The  wounds  become  him. 

Pol,  On's  brows^  Menenius:  he  comes  the  third  time  home 
with  the  oaken  eurland. 

Men.  Has  he  discipUned  AujQdius  soundly  ? 

Vol.  Titus  Lartius  writes,— they  fought  together,  but  Aufidius 
got  off. 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too.  Til  warrant  him  that :  an 
he  had  staid  by  him,  I  would  not  have  been  so  fidiused  for  all  the 
chests  in  Corioli,  and  the  gold  thafs  in  them.  Is  the  senate 
possessed*  of  this? 

Vol  Good  ladies,  let's  go :— T^  yes,  yes :  the  senate  has  letters 
from  the  general,  wherem  he  gives  my  son  the  whole  name  of 
the  war :  he  hath  in  this  action  outdone  his  former  deeds  doubly. 

Vol.  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  spoke  of  him. 

Men.  Wondrous  P  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and  not  without  his  true 
purchasing. 

F?r.  The  gods  grant  them  true ! 

Vol.  True  ?  pow,  wow. 

Men.  True?  I'll  be  sworn  they  are  true:— Where  is  he 
wounded?— God  save  your  good  worships!  [To  the  Tribunes^ 
who  come  forward'].  Marcius  is  coming  home :  he  has  more 
cause  to  be  proud.    Where  is.he  wounded  P 

Vol.  r  the  shoulder,  and  i'  the  left  arm :  There  will  be  large 
cicatrices  to  show  the  people,  when  he  shall  stand  for  his  place. 
He  received  in  the  repulse  of  Tarquin,  seven  hurts  i'  the  body. 

Men.  One  in  the  Heck,  and  two  m  the  thigh,— there's  nine  that 
I  know. 

Vol.  He  had,  before  this  last  expedition,  tw^ty-five  wounds 
upon  him.        • 

Men.  Now  ifs  twen^-seven :  every  gash  was  an  enemy's  grave. 
[Ash^mtandJlofMrish}.    Hark!  the  trumpets. 

.  Vol.  These  are  the  ushers  of  Marcius:  Defore  him  he  carries 
noise,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears. 
Death,  that  dark  spirit,  in's  nervy  arm  doth  lie ; 
Which  being  advanced,  decUnes,t  and  then  men  die. 

A  Sennet.  %  Tnmpet  sound.    Enter  COMIKIUS  <md  TiTUS  Lab- 
Tins;  between  them,  GOBIOLAHUS,  crowned   with  an  oaken 
(3-a/rlandi  with  Captams,  Soldiers,  and  a  HercUd, 
Her,  Enow,  Eome,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did  fight 

Within  Goriou'  gates :  where  he  haldi  won. 

With  fame»  a  name  to  Gains  Maroius ;  these 

In  honour  follows,  Gori<danus : 

Welcome  to  Eome,  renowned  Goriolanus  I  \Flowrish. 

Ml,  Welcome  to  llome,  renowned  Goriolanus ! 
Cor,  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  heart ; 

Pray  now,  no  m(»re. 
Com,  liook.  Sir,  your  mother,— 
Cor.  O! 

You  have,  I  know,  petttion'd  all  tiie  gods  [Kneels. 

For  my  prosperity. 
*  luftyrmed.  t  Falls.  %  Flonrisli  on  comets. 


y  Google 


606  CX>BI0LAVU8.  [ilOT  tE 

Vol.  Na^  my  good  soldier,  up ; 
My  gentle  MarciuB.  worthy  Caius,  and 
By  deed-aohieying  nonour  newly  named, 
What  is  it  ?  Ooriolonus,  must  I  oall  thee? 
But  O,  thy  wife. 

Cor,  My  gracious*  silenoe.  hail  I 
Wouldst  thou  have  laugh'd,  had  I  oome  coffined  home, 
That  weep'si  to  see  me  triumph  ?  Ah,  my  dear, 
Such  eyes  the  widows  in  ConoU  wear, 
And  mothers  that  lack  sons. 

Men.  Now  the  gods  crown  thee ! 

Cor.  And  live  you  yet  ?— O  my  sweet  lady,  pardon. 

[IbVALBBLL 

Vol.  I  know  not  where  to  turn :— O  welcome  home ; 
And  welcome,  general ;— And  you  are  welcome  all. 

Men.  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes :  I  could  weep, 
And  I  could  laugh ;  I  «m  Ught,  and  heavy :  Welcome : 
A  curse  begin  at  very  root  of  his  heart, 
That  is  not  glad  to  see  thee !— You  are  three, 
That  £ome  should  dote  on :  yet,  liy  the  £uth  of  men. 
We  have  some  old  crab-trees  here  at  home,  that  will  not 
Be  grafted  to  vour  relish.    Yet  welcome,  warriors : 
We  call  a  nettle,  but  a  nettle ;  and 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  light 

Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 

Mer.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 

Cor.  Your  hand,  and.  yours :  [2b  hit  Wife  and  Mother. 

Ere  in  our  own  house  I  do  shade  my  head. 
The  good  patricians  must  be  visited ; 
From  whom  I  have  received  not  only  greetings,   , 
But  with  them  change  of  honours. 

Vol.  I  have  lived 
To  see  inherited  my  very  wishes, 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fan(^ :  only  there 
Is  one  thing  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not,  but 
Our  Bome  will  cast  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Enow,  good  mother, 
I  had  rather  be  their  servant  in  my  way. 
Than  sway  with  them  in  theurs. 

Com,  On,  to  the  OapitoL 

IMonriih.    Comeis.    ExewU  tn  Haie^  eu 
before.    The  Tribmmee  remtdn. 

Bru.  All  tongues  speak  of  him,  and  tiie  bleared  sights 
Are  spectacled  to  see  nim :  Your  prattling  nurse 
Into  a  rapture  t  lets  her  bab^  cry. 
While  she  chats  him :  the  kitchen  maUdn  X  pins 
Her  richest  lockram  §  'bout  her  reechy  ||  neck. 
Clambering  the  walls  to  eve  him :  stalls,  bulks,  windows, 
Are  smother'd  up,  leads  fill'd,  and  ridges  horsed 
With  variable  complexions;  allagreemg 
In  earnestness  to  see  him:  fleld>-«hown  flamens** 

* /.e.mysUcntOraoel  f  Fit.  t  MoUy,  wench, 

f  linen.  |  Greasy.  f  Seldom.  **  Priests. 
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Do  press  among  the  popular  thrones,  and  puff 
To  win  a  Tulgar  station :  *  our  Teira  dames 
Commit  the  war  of  white  and  HaTn^pk,  in 
Thfiir  nicely-gawdedf  cheeks,  to  the  wanton  spoil 
Of  Phoebui^  burning  kisses:  such  a  pother. 
As  if  that  whatsoever  R9d.  who  leads  him. 
Were  slyly  crept  into  his  numan  powers. 
And  gave  him  graceful  posture. 

Sic.  On  the  sudden, 
I  warrant  him  oonsuL 

JBru.  Then  our  office  may, 
Duringhis power,  go  asleep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temperately  transport  his  honours 
From  where  he  should  begin,  and  end ;  but  will 
Lose  those  that  he  hath  won. 

Sru.  In  that  there's  comfort 

Sic.  Doubt  not,  the  commoner^  for  whom  we  stand. 
But  they,  upon  their  ancient  mahce^  will 
Forget,  with  the  least  cause,  these  his  new  honours ; 
Which  that  he'll  give  them,  make  as  little  question 
Ast  he  is  proud  to  do't. 

JSru.  I  heard  him  swear. 
Were  he  to  stand  for  consul,  never  would  he 
Appear  i'  the  market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
Tne  napless  vesture  or  humility ; 
Nor,  showing  (as  the  manner  is)  his  wounds 
To  the  people,  beg  their  stinking  breaths. 

Sic.  'GKs  right 

Bru.  It  was  his  word :  0,  he  would  miss  it,  rather 
Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  suit  o*  the  gentry  to  him. 
And  the  desire  of  the  nobles. 

Sic.  I  wish  no  better. 
Than  have  him  hold  that  purpose,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bm.  'Tis  most  like,  he  will 

Sic.  It  shall  be  to  mm  then,  as  our  good  wills  § 
A  sure  destruction. 

Bru.  So  it  must  fall  out 
To  him,  or  our  authorities.    For  an  end 
We  must  suggest  the  people,  in  what  hatred 
He  still  hath  held  them ;  that,  to  his  power,  he  would 
Have  made  them  mules,  silenced  their  pleaders,  and 
Bispropertied  their  freedoms :  holding  them. 
In  human  action  and  capacity. 
Of  no  more  soul  nor  fitoess  for  the  world, 
Than  camels  in  their  war ;  who  have  their  provand  || 
Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  sore  blows 
For  sinking  under  them. 

Sic.  This,  as  you  sa^,  suggested 
At  some  time  when  his  soaring  insolence 
Shall  teach  the  people  (which  time  shall  not  want, 
If  he  be  put  upon 't ;  and  thaf  s  as  easy, 

«  Common  standing-place.  t  Adorned.  t  (That) 

h  Le.awt  adyantaffe  reqouta.  I  Pioyenaer. 
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As  to  set  dogs  on  dieep),  will  be  his  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  stubi^;  andtibeirUaie 
Shall  darken  him  Ibr  ever. 

.Snier  a  Mebsbhgeb. 

Sru,  Whafs  the  matter  f 

2£eu.  You  are  sent  for  to  the  GapitoL   Tis  thought^ 
That  Marcius  shall  be  consul :  I  have  seen 
The  dumb  men  throns  to  see  him,  and  the  blind 
To  hear  him  s^eak :  The  matrons  fluns  their  gloves. 
Ladies  and  maids  their  scarfs  and  handkerchief, 
Upon  him  as  he  pass'd :  the  nobles  bended. 
As  to  Jove's  statue ;  and  the  commons  maae 
A  shower,  and  thunder,  with  their  caps  and  shouts 
I  never  saw  the  like. 

Bru,  Lef  s  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time. 
But  hearts  tot  the  event 

Sic,  Have  with  you.  {^^Exeunt. 

SCENMIL'-llketame.    The  Capiiol 
Enter  two  Officebs  to  lay  cushions, 
Comeb  come,  they  are  almost  here :  How  many  stand  iar 


oonsulshipsP 

2  Off,  Three,  they  say:  but  *tis  thought  of  every  one,  Corio- 
lanus  will  carry  it. 

1  Off,  Thafs  a  brave  fellow;  but  he's  vengeance  proud,  and 
loves  not  the  common  people. 

2  C^.  Taith  there  nave  been  many  great  men  that  have 
flatterd  the  people,  who  ne'er  loved  them;  and  there  be  many 
that  they  have  loved,  they  know  not  wherefore :  so  that^  if  they 
love  they  know  not  why,  they  hate  upon  no  better  a  nound: 
Therefore,  for  Ooriolanus  neither  to  care  whether  they  love  ot 
hate  him,  manifests  the  true  knowledge  he  has  in  their  dispo- 
sition ;  and.  out  of  his  noble  carelessness  lets  them  plainly  see't 

1  Off;  If  ne  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love,  or  no,  he 
waved,  indifferently*  twizt  doing  them  neither  good,  nor  harm; 
out  he  seeks  their  hate  with  ^j>ter  devotion  than  they  can 
render  it  him ;  and  leaves  nothin;;  undone,  that  may  ftilly  dis- 
cover him  their  opposite,  t  Now,  to  seem  to  affect  the  malice 
and  displeasure  of  the  j)eople,  is  as  bad  as  that  which  he  dislikes, 
to  flatter  them  for  their  love. 

2  Off.  He  hath  deserved  worthily  of  his  country :  And  lus  as- 
cent IS  not  by  such  easy  degrees  as  those^  wha  having  been 
supple  and  courteous  to  the  people,  bonnettedX  without  any 
fturther  deed  to  heave  them  at  all  mto  their  estimation  and  re- 
port: but  he  hath  so  planted  his  honours  in  their  eyes,  and  his 
actions  in  their  hearts,  that  for  their  tongues  to  be  silait,  and 
not  confess  so  much,  were  a  kind  of  ingrateftil  injury ;  to  report 
otherwise  were  a  malice,  that  giving  itself  the  he,  would  pluck 
reproof  and  rebuke  from  everjr  ear  that  heard  it. 

1  Off'  No  more  of  him ;  he  is  a  worthy  man :  Make  way,  they 
are  coming. 
*  He  would  have  been  indiflbrent.        t  Adversary        %  Took  off  caps. 
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A  Sennet.    Enters  noitU  LiCTOBS  l^ore  them^  COMIKnTS,  fhe 

Consul,  Menenius,  Cosiolakus,  mantf    other  Senatobs, 

SiciNius,  cmd  Bbutus.    The  Senatobs  iahe  their  placet; 

the  Tbibunes  take  thews  also  b^  themaehes. 

Men.  Having  determined  of  the  Yoloes,  and 
To  send  for  Titus  Lartms,  it  remains, 
As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-meeting. 
To  gratify  his  noble  service,  that 
Hatn  thus  stood  for  his  country :  Therefore,  please  you. 
Most  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  desire 
The  present  consul,  and  last  general 
In  our  well-found  successes,  to  report ' 
A  little  of  that  worthy  work  perform'd 
By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus ;  whom 
We  meet  here,  both  to  thank  and  to  remember 
With  honours  like  himself. 

1  Sen.  Si>eak  good  Cominius : 
Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  ms  think. 
Bather  our  ^te  's  defective  for  requital. 
Than  we  to  stretch  it  out    Masters  &  the  people, 
We  do  request  your  kindest  ears :  and,  after. 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body 
To  ^eld  what  passes  here. 

Sic.  We  are  convented 
Upon  a  pleasing  treaty ;  and  have  hearts 
IncUnable  to  honour  and  advance 
The  theme  of  our  assembly. 

JBru.  Which  the  rather 
We  shall  be  bless*d  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  value  of  the  people,  than 
He  hath  hereto  priz'd  them  at. 

Men.  Thaf s  off,  thafs  ofl^» 
I  would  you  rather  had  been  silent :  l^ease  you 
To  hear  Cominius  speak  ? 

Sru.  Most  willingly : 
But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent, 
Than  the  rebuke  you  give  it 

Men,  He  loves  your  people ; 
But  tie  him  not  to  be  their  bedfS^low.-*' 
Worthy  Cominius,  speak.— Nay,  keep  jout  t>laoe. 

[COBIOLANUS  neet,€md  offers  to  no  moajf, 

1  Sen.  Sit,  Coriolanus :  never  shame  to  hett 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor.  Your  honours' pardon ; 
I  had  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heal  again. 
Than  here  say  how  X  got  them. 

Bru.  Sir,  I  hope, 
My  words  disbench'd  you  not 

Cor.  No,  Sur:  yetoft^ 
When  blows  have  made  me  stay,  I  fled  from  words. 
You  sooth'd  not,  therefore  hurt  not :  But,  your  people^ 
I  love  them  as  tney  weigh. 

*  Notbinff  to  the  purpose. 
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Men,  Pray  now,  at  down. 

Cor,  I  had  rather  have  one  scratch  my  head  i'  the  sun. 
When  the  alarum  were  struck,  than  idly  sit 
To  hear  my  nothinscs  monster'd.  IJEait  Cobiolakuh. 

Men,  Masters  o' the  people, 
Your  multiplying  spawn  how  can  he  flatter, 
(Thaf  8  thousand  to  one  good  one),  when  you  now  see. 
He  had  rather  yenture  all  his  lim hs  for  honour. 
Than  one  of  his  ears  to  hear  it  ?— Proceed,  Gominius. 

Com.  I  shall  lack  voice :  the  deeds  of  Goriolanus 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly.— It  is  held. 
That  valour  is  the  chiefest  virtue,  and 
Most  dignifies  the  haver :  *  if  it  be, 
The  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  sindv  counterpoised.    At  sixteen  years, 
When  Tarquin  miuie  a  head  for  Borne,  f  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others ;  our  then  dictator, 
Whom  with  all  praise  I  point  at,  saw  him  fight. 
When  with  his  Amasonian  chin  t  he  drove 
The  bristled  §  Ups  before  him :  he  bestrid 
An  o'er-press^d  Koman.  and  i'  the  consul's  view 
Slew  throe  opposer* :  Tarquin's  self  he  met. 
And  struck  mm  on  H  his  ^ee ;  in  that  da/s  feats 
When  he  might  act  the  woman  in  the  scene,  % 
He  proved  best  man  i'  the  field,  and  for  his  meed 
Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.    His  pupil  age 
Man-entered  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  sea ; 
And,  in  the  brunt  of  seventeen  battles  since. 
He  lurch'd  **  all  swords  o'  the  garland.    For  this  last. 
Before  and  in  Gorioli,  let  me  bay, 
I  cannot  speak  him  home :  he  stopp'd  the  fliers ; 
And,  by  ms  rare  example,  made  the  coward 
Turn  terror  into  sport :  as  waves  before 
A  vessel  under  saiJ^  so  men  obeyed. 
And  feU  below  his  stem :  his  sword  (death's  stamp). 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took ;  from  &ce  to  foot 
He  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whose  every  motion 
Was  timed  with  dying  cries :  alone  he  entered 
The  mortal  gate  o'^the  city,  which  he  minted 
With  shunless  destiny,  aidless  came  of^ 
And  with  a  sudden  re-enforcement  struck 
Gorioli,  like  a  planet :  now  all's  his : 
When  bv-and-by  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 
His  reaay  sense:  then  straight  his  doubled  spirit 
Be-quicken'd  what  in  flesh  was  fatigate. 
And  to  the  battle  came  he ;  where  he  did 
Bun  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
Twere  a  perpetual  spoil :  and,  till  we  call'd 
Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  never  stood 
To  ease  his  breast  with  panting. 

*  Possessor.  t  Raised  an  army.  t  Without  a  beard. 

f  Bearded.  |  /.  e.  to. 

%  I.  e,  was  smooth-faced  enough  to  act  a  woman's  part  in  a  p«ay. 
*•  Deprived. 
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Men.  Worthy  man ! 

1  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  measure  fit*  the  honours 
Which  we  devise  him. 

Com.  Our  spoils  he  kick'd  at ; 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o'  the  world :  he  covets  less 
Than  misery  t  itself  would  give ;  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them ;  and  is  content 
To  spend  the  time,  to  end  it. 

Men.  He's  right  noble ; 
Let  him  be  calPd  for. 

1  Sen.  Gall  for  Coriolanus. 

Off.  He  doth  appear. 

He-enter  COBIOLANUS. 

Men.  The  senate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleas'd 
To  make  thee  consuL 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  still 
My  life,  and  services. 

men.  It  then  remains 
That  you  do  speak  to  the  people. 

Cor.  I  do  beseech  you,  « 

Let  me  o'erleap  that  custom ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  gown,  stand  naked,  and  entreat  them, 
For  my  wounds'  sake,  to  give  their  sufl&rage :  please  you, ' 
That  I  may  pass  this  doing. 

Sic.  Sir,  the  peoi>le 
Must  have  their  voices;  neither  will  they  bate 
One  jot  of  ceremony. 

Men.  Put  them  not  to't  :— 
Pray  you,  go  fit  you  to  the  custom ;  and 
Take  to  you,  as  your  predecessors  have. 
Your  honour  with  your  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  part 
That  I  shall  blush  in  acting,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people. 

£ru.  Mark  you  that ! 

Cor.  To  brag  unto  them,— Thus  I  did,  and  thus  ;— 
Show  them  the  unaking  scars  which  I  should  hide. 
As  if  I  had  received  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only : — 

Men.  Do  not  stand  ujwn't. — 
We  recommend  to  you,  tribunes  of  the  people. 
Our  purpose  to  them ;— and  to  our  noble  consul 
Wish  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Sen.  To  Coriolanus  come  alljoy  and  honour  I 

[JFlourish.    Then  exeunt  Senators. 

Bru.  YovL  see  how  he  intends  to  use  the  people. 

Sic.  May  they  perceive  his  intent !  He  that  will  require  them 
As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requested 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru.  Come,  we'll  inform  them 

♦  Become.  f  Avarice. 

VOL,  in.  2  L 
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Of  our  proceedings  here :  on  the  market-plaoe, 

I  know,  they  do  attend  vs.  [JSxeunt. 

SCUNE  m.— The  same.    The  Forum, 

JSkter  eeveral  CiTlZBirs. 

1  Cit.  Once,  if  he  do  require  cor  Yoioes,  we  ought  not  to  deny 
him. 

2  CH,  We  may,  Sir,  if  we  wiH 

8  CU.  We  have  power  in  ourselves  to  do  it,  but  it  is  a  powct 
that  we  have  no  power  to  do :  for  if  he  show  us  his  woun<&,  and 
tell  us  his  deeds,  we  are  to  put  our  tongues  into  those  woonds, 
and  speak  for  them ;  so,  if  he  tell  us  his  noUe  deeds,  we  must  also 
tell  mm  our  noble  acceptance  of  them.  Ingratitude  is  monstrous : 
and  for  the  multitude  to  be  ingrateftil,  were  to  make  a  monster 
of  the  multitude ;  of  the  which,  we,  bemg  members,  should  bring 
ourselves  to  be  monstrous  members. 

1  Cfit  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a  little  help  win 
serve :  for  once,  when  we  stood  up  about  the  com,  he  huns^ 
stuck  not  to  call  us  the  many-headed  multitude. 

3  at  We  have  been  callea  so  of  many ;  not  that  our  heads  are 
some  brown,  some  black,  some  auburn,  some  bald^  but  t^t  our 
wits  are  so  diversely  coloured :  and  truly  I  think,  if  all  our  wits 
were  to  issue  out  of  one  skull,  they  would  flv  east,  west,  north, 
south ;  and  their  consent  of  one  direct  way  should  be  at  once  to 
all  the  points  of  the  compass. 

2  Cit  Think  you  so  ?  Which  way,  do  you  judge,  mv  wit  would  fly? 

3  Cit.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  so  soon  out  as  another  man's  wifl, 
'tis  strongly  wedged  up  in  a  block-head :  but  if  it  were  at  liberty, 
'twould,  sure,  southward. 

2  Cit  Why  that  wajr? 

3  Cit  To  lose  itself  in  a  fog ;  where,  being  three  parts  melted 
away  with  rotten  dews,  the  fourth  would  return  for  conscience 
sake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  wife. 

2  Cit  You  are  never  without  your  tridcs :— You  may.  you  may. 

3  Cit  Are  you  all  resolved  to  give  your  voices  ?  But  thaf  s  no 
matter,  the  sreater  part  carries  ii  I  say,  if  he  would  incline  to 
the  people,  there  was  never  a  worthier  man. 

Enter  GoRlOULinTS  amd  MSNSinns. 
Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  humility ;  mark  his  behaviour. 
We  are  not  to  stay  altogether,  but  to  come  l^  him  where  he 
stands,  by  ones,  by  twos,  and  by  threes.  .He's  to  make  his  requests 
b^  particulars :  wherein  every  one  of  us  has  a  single  honour,  in 
givmg  him  our  own  voices  with  our  own  tongues :  therefore  fol- 
low me,  and  I'll  direct  you  how  you  shall  go  by  him. 

All.  Content,  content.  lExewU. 

Men.  O,  Sir,  you  are  not  right :  have  you  not  known 
The  worthiest  men  have  done  it  ? 

Cor.  What  must  I  say  ?— 
I  pray.  Sir,— Plague  upont !  I  cannot  bring 

My  tongue  to  such  a  pace : ^Look,  Sir ; ^my  wounds  ;— 

I  got  them  in  my  country's  service,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  brethren  roEur'd,  and  ran 
From  the  noise  of  our  own  drums. 
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Men,  O  me^  the  gods ! 
You  must  not  speak  of  that ;  you  must  desire  them 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cor.  Thmkuponme?  Hang 'em! 
I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  virtues 
"WTiich  our  divines  lose  oy  them. 

Men,  Toull  mar  all; 
ril  leave  you ;  Pray  you,  speak  to  them,  I  pray  you. 
In  wholesome  manner.  [Bxit 

Enter  two  CITIZENS. 

Cor.  Bid  them  wash  their  faces. 
And  keep  their  teeth  clean.— So,  here  comes  a  hrace, 
You  know  the  cause,  Sir,  of  my  standing  here. 

1  at.  We  do.  Sir ;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you  to'c. 
Cor.  Mine  own  desert. 

2  at.  Your  own  desert? 
Cor.  Ay,  not 

Mine  own  desire. 

1  CH.  How !  not  your  own  desire  ? 

Cor.  No,  Sir: 
Twas  never  my  desire  yet, 
To  trouble  the  poor  with  beggm^. 

1  at.  You  must  think,  if  we  give  you  anything. 
We  hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  then,  I  pray,  your  ijrice  o'  the  consulship  ? 

1  at.  The  price  is,  Sir,  to  ask  it  kindly. 
Cor.  Kindly? 

Sir.  I  pray  let  me  ha't :  I  have  wounds  to  show  you, 
Which  shall  be  yours  in  private.— Your  good  voice,  Sir ; 
What  sayyou  ? 

2  at.  lou  shall  have  it,  worthy  Sir. 
Cor.  A  match,  Sir : — 

There  is  in  all  two  worthy  voices  begg'd— 
I  have  your  alms  \  adieu. 

1  at.  But  this  IS  something  odd. 

2  at.  An  'twere  to  give  again,— But  'tis  no  matter. 

iExetmt  two  CITIZENS. 

JSwter  two  other  Citizens. 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  stand  with  the  tune  of  your 
voiceSj  that  I  may  be  consul,  I  have  here  the  customanr  gown. 

8  at.  You  have  deserved  nobly  of  your  country,  and  you  have 
not  deserved  nobly. 

Cor.  Your  enigma  ? 

8  at.  You  have  been  a  scourge  to  her  enemies,  you  have  been 
a  rod  to  her  friends ;  you  have  not,  indeed,  loved  the  common 
people. 

Cor.  You  should  account  me  the  more  virtuous,  that  I  have 
not  been  common  in  my  love.  I  will.  Sir,  flatter  my  sworn 
brother  the  people,  to  earn  a  dearer  estimation  of  them :  'tis  a 
condition  they  account  gentle :  and  since  the  wisdom  oi  their 
choice  is  rather  to  have  my  hat  than  my  heart,  I  will  practise  the 
insinuating  nod,  and  be  off  to  them  most  counterfeiUy ;  that  is, 
2L2 
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Sir.  I  will  counterfeit  the  bewitchment  of  some  popular  man, 
and  give  it  bountiAilly  to  the  desirers.  Therefore,  beseech  you, 
I  may  be  consul. 

4  Oit  We  ho]^  to  find  you  our  friend ;  and  therefore  give  you 
our  voices  heartily.  < 

3  CfU,  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  your  country. 

Cor.  I  will  not  seal  *  your  knowledge  with  showing  them.    1 
will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  so  trouble  you  no  further. 

Both  at.  The  gods  give  you  joy.  Sir,  heartily !  ISxeunt. 

Cor.  Most  sweet  voices ! — 
Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  starve, 
Than  crave  the  lure  which  first  we  do  deserve. 
Why  in  tlus  woolvish  gown  should  I  stand  here, 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick,  that  do  appear, 
Their  needless  vouches :  Custom  caUs  me  to't  :— 
What  custom  wills,  in  all  things  should  we  do*t 
The  dust  on  antique  time  would  he  unswept 
And  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  heap'a 
For  truth  to  over-peer.  -f^-Rather  than  fool  it  so. 
Let  the  high  office  and  the  honour  go 
To  one  that  would  do  thus. — ^I  am  half  through ; 
The  one  part  suffered,  the  other  will  I  do. 

JSnter  three  other  CrriZENS. 
Here  come  more  voices, — 
Your  voices :  for  your  voices  I  have  fought ; 
Watch'd  for  your  voices ;  for  your  voices,  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  odd ;  battles  thrice  six, 
I  have  seen  and  have  heard  of;  for  your  voices, 
Bone  many  things,  some  less,  some  more :  your  voices : 
Indeed,  I  would  be  consul. 

5  at.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without  any  honest 
man's  voice. 

6  at  Therefore  let  him  be  consul :  The  gods  ^ve  him  joy, 
and  make  him  good  friend  to  the  people ! 

All.  Amen,  Amen. 

God  save  thee,  noble  consul !  [JSxeunt  Citizens 

Cor.  Worthy  voices ! 

He-enter  MEiTENirrs,  with  Bbutus,  and  SiclNius. 

Men.  You  have  stood  your  limitation ;  and  the  tribunes 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice :  Eemains. 
That,  in  the  official  marks  invested,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  senate. 

Cor.  Is  this  done? 

Sic.  The  custom  of  request  vou  have  discharged : 
The  people  do  admit  you ;  and  are  summoned 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor.  Where  ?  at  the  senate-house  ? 

Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  May  I  then  change  these  garments  ? 

Sic.  You  may.  Sir. 

Cor.  That  111  straight  do ;  and,  knowing  myself  a^n, 
Bepair  to  the  senate-house. 

•  I.  e  confirm.  ♦  Oveilook. 
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Men.  T\\  keep  you  company.— Will  you  along  ? 

Bru.  We  stay  nere  for  the  people. 

Sic.  Pare  you  well.  ^Exeunt  CoEiOL.  and  Menen. 

He  has  it  now  \  and  by  his  looks,  methinks, 
"Tis  warm  at  his  heart. 

Bru.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 
His  humble  weeds :  Will  you  dismiss  the  people  ? 

Be-^nter  Citizens. 
Sic.  How  now,  my  masters  ?  have  you  chose  this  man  ? 

1  at.  He  has  our  voices,  Sir. 

Bru.  We  pray  the  gods,  he  may  deserve  your  loves. 

2  at.  Amen,  Sir :  To  my  poor  unworthy  notice. 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begged  our  voices. 

3  at.  Certainly, 

He  flouted  us  downright. 

1  at  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  speech,  he  did  not  mock  us. 

2  at.  Not  one  amongst  us  save  yourself,  but  says, 
He  used  us  scornfully :  he  should  have  showed  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  received  for  his  country. 

Sic.  Why,  so  he  did,  I  am  sure. 

at.  No;  no  man  saw  'em.  [Several speak. 

3  at  He  said,  he  had  wounds,  which  he  could  snow  in  private ; 
And  with  his  hat,  thus  waving  it  in  scorn, 

I  would  he  consul,  says  he :  aged  custom^ 
But  by  your  voices j  mil  not  so  permit  me;* 
Your  voices,  therefore :  When  we  granted  that. 
Here  was, — I  thank  you  for  your  voices, — thank  you^ — 
Your  most  sweet  voices : — now  you  have  left  your  voices, 
I  have  no  further  with  you : Was  not  this  mockery  ? 

Sic.  Why,  either,  you  were  i^orant  to  see't ; 
Or,  seeing  it,  of  sucn  childish  fnendliness 
To  yield  your  voices  ? 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him. 
As  you  were  lesson'd— When  he  had  no  power. 
But  was  a  petty  servant  to  the  state. 
He  was  your  enemy :  ever  spake  against 
Your  Uberties,  and  tne  charters  that  you  bear 
r  the  bodv  of  the  weal :  and  now,  arriving 
A  place  of  potency,  and  sway  o'  the  state, 
If  he  should  still  malignantly  remain 
Fast  foe  to  the  plebeii,  *  your  voices  might 
Be  curses  to  yourselves  ?  You  should  have  said, 
That,  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  less 
Than  what  he  stood  for ;  so  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and  ' 

Translate  his  malice  towards  you  into  love. 
Standing  your  Mendly  lord. 

Sic.  Thus  to  have  said. 
As  you  were  fore-advised,  had  touch'd  his  spirit, 
Ana  tried  his  inclination;  from  him  pluck'd 
Either  his  gracious  promise,  which  you  might, 

*I.e.I  can  only,  according:  to  the  custom,  be  so  by  your  suffrages. 
♦  Plebeians. 
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As  cause  had  call'd  yon  up.  have  held  him  to ; 
Or  else  it  would  have  gall  d  his  surly  nature, 
Which  easily  endures  not  article 
Tying  him  to  aught ;  so,  putting  him  to  rage, 
lou  should  have  ta'en  the  advantage  of  his  <moler 
And  passed  him  unelected. 

Bru.  Did  you  pcaroeive, 
He  did  soUdt  you  in  free*  contempt 
When  he  did  need  your  loves ;  and  do  you  think. 
That  his  contempt  shall  not  be  bruising  to  you, 
When  he  hath  power  to  crush  ?  Why,  nad  your  bodies 
No  heart  among  you  ?  or  had  you  tongues  to  cry 
Against  the  rectorship  of  judgment  ? 

Sic.  Have^ou, 
Ere  liow,  denied  the  asker  ?  and,  now  s 
On  him,  that  did  not  ask,  but  mock,  1 
Your  sued-for  tongues  ? 

3  at  He's  not  confirm'd,  we  may  deny  him  yet 

2  CU,  And  will  deny  him : 
I'll  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  sound. 

1  at.  I  twice  five  hundred,  and  their  friends  to  piece  'euL 

Bru,  Get  you  hence  instantly ;  and  tell  those  friends, — 
They  have  chose  a  consul,  that  will  frt>m  them  take 
Theur  liberties ;  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dofls,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking, 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  so. 

Sic.  Let  them  assemble ; 
And,  on  a  safer  jud^ent,  aU  revoke 
Your  ijpiorant  election :  Enforce  f  his  pride, 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you :  besides,  forget  not 
With  what  contempt  he  wore  the  humble  weed ; 
How  in  his  suit  he  soom'd  you :  but  your  loves. 
Thinking  upon  his  services,  took  from  you 
The  apprehension  of  his  nresent  portance,  t 
Which  gibingly,  ungravely  he  did  fashion 
After  the  inveterate  hate  no  bears  you. 

Bru.  Lay 
A  fault  on  us,  your  tribunes ;  that  we  labour'd 
(No  impediment  between)  but  that  you  must 
Cast  your  election  on  him. 

Sic.  Say,  you  chose  him 
More  after  our  commandment,  than  as  guided 
By  your  own  true  affections :  and  that,  your  minds 
Pre-occupied  with  what  you  rather  must  do 
Than  what  you  should,  made  you  against  the  grain 
To  voice  him  consul :  Lay  the  fault  on  us. 

Bru.  Ay,  spare  us  not    Say,  we  read  lectures  to  you. 
How  voungly  he  began  to  serve  his  country, 
How  long  continued:  and  what  stock  he  springs  of, 
The  noble  house  o'the  MJarcians ;  from  whence  came 
That  Ancus  Mardus,  Numa's  daughter's  son. 
Who,  after  great  Hostilius,  here  was  king : 
Of  the  same  house  PubUus  and  Quintus  were, 

*  Open.  *  Insist  upon.  t  Carria^. 
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That  our  best  water  brought  by  conduits  hither ; 
And  Censorinus,  darling  of  the  people, 
And  nobly  named  so,  being  Censor  twice. 
Was  his  great  ancestor. 

Sic.  One  thus  descended^ 
That  hath  beside  well  in  lus  person  wrought 
To  be  set  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances :  but  you  have  found. 
Scaling  *  his  present  bearing  with  his  past, 
That  he's  vour  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  sudden  approbation. 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  don't, 
(Harp  on  that  still),  but  by  our  putting  on : 
And  presently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  number, 
Eeptdr  to  the  Capitol. 

Vit.  "We  will  so :  almost  all  [Several  speak. 

Eepent  in  their  election.  IJSxeunt  Citizens. 

JSru.  Let  them  go  on ; 
This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard. 
Than  stay,  past  doubt,  for  greater ; 
IfL  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  refusal,  both  observe  and  answer 
The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

Sic.  To  the  Capitol: 
Come :  we'll  be  there  before  the  stream  o'  the  people ; 
And  this  shall  seem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own, 
Which  we  have  goaded  onward.  \_JExeunt. 


ACT  in. 

SCBJSTE  L—The  same.    A  Street. 
Comets.— Unter  CoBiOLANtrs,  MEKENitrs,  Cominiub,  Titus 
IiARl?nys,  8ENAT0BS,  and  Patbicians. 

Cor.  Tullus  Aufidius  then  had  made  new  head  ? 

Lart.  He  had,  my  lord ;  and  that  it  was  which  caused 
Our  swiffcer  composition. 

Cor.  So  then  the  Voices  stand  but  as  at  first; 
EfCady,  when  time  shall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
Upon  us  again. 

Com.  They  are  worn,  lord  consul,  so. 
That  we  shall  hardly  in  our  ages  see 
Their  banners  wave  as^in. 

Cor.  Saw  you  Aufidius  ? 

Zart.  On  safe-guard  he  came  to  me ;  and  did  curse 
Against  the  Voices,  for  they  had  so  vilely 
Yielded  the  town :  he  is  retired  to  Antium. 

Cor.  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 

Zart.  He  did,  my  lord. 

Cor.  How?  what? 

Zart.  How  often  he  had  met  von,  sword  to  sword : 
That,  of  all  things  upon  the  earth,  he  hated 
Your  person  most :  that  he  would  pawn  his  fortunes 
«  Weighing:. 
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To  hopeless  restitutioiL  so  he  might 
Be  caU'd  your  vanquisher. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he  P 

LaH.  At  Antium. 

Cor.  I  wish,  I  had  a  cause  to  seek  him  there, 
To  oppose  his  hatred  fully.— "Welcome  home.         [jPo  liABTiirs. 

Enter  SiciNiirs  (vnd  Bbutus. 
Behold !  these  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people, 
The  tongues  o'the  common  mouth.    I  do  despise  them ; 
For  they  do  prank*  them  in  authority. 
Against  all  noble  sufferance. 

Sic.  Pass  no  farther. 

Cor.  Ha !  what  is  that  ? 

Bru,  It  wiU  be  dangerous  to 
Goon;  no  farther. 

Cor.  What  makes  this  change  ? 

Men.  The  matter? 

Com,  Hath  he  not  pass'd  the  nobles,  and  the  commons  ? 

Bru.  Gominius,  no. 

Cor.  Have  I  had  children's  voices  ? 

1  Sen.  Tribunes,  give  way;  he  shall  to  the  market-place. 

Bru.  The  people  are  incensed  against  him. 

Sic.  Stop. 
Or  all  will  fall  m  broiL 

Cor.  Are  these  your  herd?— 
Must  these  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  now. 
And  straight  disclaim  their  tongues  ?— What  are  your  offices  ? 
Tou  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  teeth  ? 
Have  you  not  set  them  on  ? 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Cor.  It  is  a  purposed  thin^,  and  grows  by  plot, 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobihty  :— 
Suffer  it,  and  live  with  such  as  cannot  rule. 
Nor  ever  will  be  ruled. 

Bru.  Call't  not  a  plot : 
The  people  cry,  you  mock'd  them ;  and,  of  late. 
When  com  was  given  them  gratis,  you  repined : 
Scandal'd  the  suppliants  for  the  people;  caU'd  tnem 
Time-pleasers,  flatterers,  foes  to  nobleness. 

Cor.  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru.  Not  to  them  alL 

Cor.  Have  you  inform'd  them  since  ? 

Bru.  How!   I  inform  them  I 

Cor.  You  are  like  to  do  such  business. 

Bru.  Not  unlike. 
Each  way  to  better  yours. 

Cor.  Why  then  should  I  be  consul  ?    By  yon  clouds, 
Let  me  deserve  so  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow-tribime. 

Sic.  You  show  too  much  of  that, 
For  which  the  people  stir :  If  you  will  pass 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  must  inquire  your  way, 
*  Flume,  d»ck. 
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Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  spirit 
Or  never  be  so  noble  as  a  consul. 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 

Men,  Lef  s  be  oahn. 

Com.  The  people  are  abused :— Set  on.    This  paltering. 
Becomes  notKome:  nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deserved  this  so  dishonoured  rub,  laid  falsely  * 
r  the  plain  way  of  his  merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  com! 
This  was  my  speech,  and  I  will  speak't  agsun ; — < 

Men.  Not  now,  not  now. 

1  Sen.  Not  in  tnis  heat,  Sir,  now. 

Cor.  Now,  as  I  Uve,  I  wilL—My  nobler  friends, 
I  crave  their  pardons  :— 
For  the  mutable,  rank-scented  many,t  let  them 
Begard  me  as  I  do  not  flattei^  and 
Therein  behold  themselves :  I  say  again. 
In  soothing  them,  we  nourish  'gainst  our  senate 
The  coddeX  of  rebellion,  insolence,  sedition, 
Which  we  ourselves  have  ploughed  for,  sow'd,  and  scattered. 
By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honour  d  number ; 
who  lack  not  virtue,  no.  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  beggars. 

Men.  Well,  no  more. 

1  Sen.  No  more  words,  we  beseech  you. 

Cor,  How!  no  more? 
As  for  mj  country  I  have  shed  mv  blood. 
Not  fearmg  outward  force,  so  shall  my  lungs 
Coin  words  till  their  decay,  against  those  meazels 
Which  we  disdain  should  tetter  §  us,  yet  sought 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

JBru,  You  speak  o'the  people, 
As  if  you  were  a  god  to  pumsh,  not 
A  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Sic.  'Twere  welL 
We  let  ttie  people  know^t. 

Men,  What,  what?  his  choler  ? 

Cor,  Choler ! 
Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  sleep. 
By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind. 

Sic.  It  is  a  mind, 
That  shall  remain  a  poison  where  it  is, 
Not  poison  any  further. 

Cor,  Shall  remain  !— 
Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows  ?  mark  you 
His  absolute  shall  ? 

Com,  'Twas  from  the  canon.|| 

Cor.  ShaU! 
O  good,  but  most  unwise  i)atricians,  why. 
You  gnwe,  but  reckless  senators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hvdra  here  to  choose  an  officer. 
That  with  his  i)eremptory  shall,  being  but 
The  horn  and  noise  &  tiie  monsters,  wants  not  spirit 

*  Treacherously,    t  Populace.    tWeed.     iScab.     B  Aecovaofftolaw. 
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To  say,  hell  turn  your  ourrent  in  a  dit(di. 

And  make  your  channel  his  ?    If  he  have  power, 

Then  yeil  your  ignorance :  if  none,  awake 

Tour  dangerous  lenity.    If  you  are  learned. 

Be  not  as  common  fools ;  if  you  are  not^ 

Let  them  have  cushions  by  you.    You  are  plebeians. 

If  they  be  senators :  and  tney  are  no  less, 

When  both  your  voices  blended,  the  ^preatest  taste 

Most  palates  theirs.    They  choose  their  magistrate ; 

And  such  a  on&as  he,  who  puts  his  »haU, 

His  popular  thaU,  against  a  graver  bench 

Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece !    By  Jove  himself. 

It  makes  the  consuls  base:  and  my  soul  ake^. 

To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up. 

Neither  supreme,  how  soon  confusion 

May  enter  ^twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 

The  one  by  the  other. 

Com.  Well— on  to  the  market-plaoe 

Cor.  Whoever  gave  that  counsel,  to  give  forth 
The  com  o'  the  storehouse  gratis,  as  'twas  used 
Sometime  in  Greece, 

Men.  Well,  well,  no  mcM^e  of  that. 

Cor.  (Though  there  the  people  had  more  absolute  power), 
I  say,  they  nounsh'd  disobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  state. 

JSru.  Why,  shall  the  people  ^ve 
One,  that  sp^kks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

Cor.  ril  g^ve  my  reasons, 
More  worthier  than  their  yoioes.    They  know,  the  com 
Was  not  our  recompence :  resting  well  assured 
They  ne'er  did  service  fort :  Being  pressed  to  the  war, 
Even  when  the  navel  of  the  state  was  touch'd. 
They  would  not  thread*  the  Kates :  this  kind  of  service 
Did  not  deserve  com  gratis :  bein^  i'the  war. 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherem  they  show'd 
Most  valour,  spoke  not  for  them :  The  aocusalion 
Which  they  have  often  made  affainst  the  senate, 
All  cause  unbom,  could  never  be  the  nativet 
Of  our  so  frank  donation.    Well,  what  then  ? 
How  shall  this  bosom  multiplied  digest 
The  senate's  courtesy  P    Let  deeds  express 
Whaf  s  like  to  be  their  w(»ds :— TPtf  did  request  it; 
We  are  the  greater  poUX  and  in  true  fear 
They  game  us  owr  d&mands : — Thus  we  debase 
The  nature  of  our  seati^  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares,  fears :  which  will  in  time  break  ope 
The  locks  o'  the  senate,  and  bring  in  the  orowo 
To  peck  the  eagles.— 

Men.  Gome,  enoueh. 

JSru.  Enouffh,  vdth  over-measure. 

Cor,  No,  take  more : 
What  may  be  sworn  by,  both  divine  and  human. 
Seal  what  I  end  withal !— This  double  worship,— 

.  *  Paw  through.  t  Nattural  cause.  t  Kumber. 


y  Google 


8CENS  I.J  C0SI0LAKT7B.  6tt 

Where  one  part  does  disdain  with  cause,  the  other 

Insult  without  all  reason ;  where  gentry,  title,  wisdom 

Cannot  conclude,  but  hj  the  yea  and  no 

Of  general  ignorance,— it  must  omit 

Eeal  necessities,  and  giye  way  the  while 

To  unstable  slightness :  purpose  so  barr'd,  it  follows, 

Nothing  is  done  to  purpose :  Therefore,  beseech  you,— 

You  that  wiU  be  less  fearftd  than  discreet; 

That  love  the  ftmdamental  part  of  state, 

More  than  you  doubt*  the  chan^  of  ^;  that  prefer 

A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wish 

To  jumpt  a  body  with  a  oang^rous  physio 

That's  sure  of  death  without  it,— at  once  pluck  out 

The  multitudinous  ton^e,  let  them  not  udc 

The  sweet  which  is  their  poison :  your  dishonour 

Mangles  true  judgment,  and  bereaves  the  state 

Of  that  integrity  which  should  become  it ; 

Not  having  the  power  to  do  the  good  it  would, 

For  the  ill  which  doth  control  it. 

Bru,  He  has  sfdd  enough. 

Sic.  He  has  spoken  like  a  traitor,  and  shall  answer 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor.  Thou  wretch!  despite  o'erwhelm  thee !— 
What  should  the  people  do  with  these  bald  tribunes  ? 
On  whom  dependmg,  their  obedience  fails 
To  the  greater  bench :  In  a  rebeUion, 
When  whaf  s  not  meet,  but  what  must  be  was  law. 
Then  were  they  chosen ;  in  a  better  hour. 
Let  what  is  meet,  be  said  it  must  be  meet. 
And  throw  their  power  i*.the  dust. 

JBru.  Manifest  treason. 

Sic.  This  a  consul  ?  no. 

Sru.  The  iOdiles,  ho  '.—Let  him  be  appr^ended. 

Sic.  Go,  call  the  people;  \_JExU  Bbutvs.]  in  whose  name, 


Attach  thee,  $a  a  traitorous  innovator, 

A  foe  to  the  public  weal :  Obey,  I  charge  thee, 

And  follow  to  thine  answer. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  goat ! 

Sen.  4f  Fat.  Well  surely  him. 

Com.  Aged  Sir,  hands  oft 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  shall  shake  thy  bonch 
Out  of  thy  garments. 

Sic.  Help,  ye  citizens. 

Se-enter  BBT7TUS,  with  the  Mdilbs,  and  BaUle  qf  CiTIZEKB. 
Men.  On  both  sides,  more  respect. 
Sic.  Here's  he.  that  would 
Take  from  you  ail  your  power. 
£ru.  Seize  him,  .^idiles. 

at.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him !  ^Several  speak. 

2  Sen.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons ! 

ll%ey  all  hurtle  about  Ck)BIOLANUS. 
*  RedouM}  fatr.  f  AirUate. 
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Tribimesjpatridans,  dtizens !— what  ho ! 
Sicinius.  Brutus,  Goriolanus,  citizens ! 

at.  Peaxse,  peace,  peace :  stay,  hold,  peace ! 

Men.  What  is  about  to  he  ?— I  am  out  of  brettth ; 
Concision 's  near :  I  cannot  speak :— You,  tribunes 
To  the  people,— Coriolanus,  patience  ^- 
Speak,  good  Sicinius. 

Sic.  Hear  me,  people;— Peace. 

CU.  Let* s  hear  our  tribune :— Peace.    Spealt,  speak,  speak. 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lose  your  hberties : 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you ;  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  have  named  for  consul 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie ! 
This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 

1  Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat 

Sic.  What  is  the  city,  but  the  people  ? 

at.  True, 
The  people  are  the  city. 

JBru.  By  the  consent  of  all,  we  were  established 
The  people's  magistrates. 

at.  You  so  remain. 

Men.  And  so  are  like  to  do. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat; 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation ; 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  distinctly  ranges, 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  ruins. 

Sic.  This  deserves  death. 

Sru.  Or  let  us  stand  to  our  authority. 
Or  let  us  lose  it :— We  do  here  pronounce. 
Upon  the  part  o*  the  people,  in  whose  power 
We  were  elected  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  present  death. 

Sic.  Therefore,  lay  hold  of  him ; 
Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thence 
Into  destruction  cask  lum. 

JBru.  .Sidiles,  seize  him.  I 

at.  Yield,  Marcius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word. 
'Beseech  you,  tribunes,  hear  me  but  a  word. 

JEdi.  Peace,  peace.  I 

Men.  Be  that  you  seem,  truly  your  country's  friend. 
And  temperately  proceed  to  what  you  would  I 

Thus  violently  redress. 

Bru.  Sir,  those  cold  ways, 
That  seem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poisonous 
Where  the  disease  is  violent  .—Lay  hands  upon  him,  I 

And  bear  him  to  the  rock.  | 

Cor.  No ;  111  die  here.  [Drawing  Ma  sword 

There's  some  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting ; 
Come,  try  upon  yourselves  what  you  have  seen  me. 

Men.  Down  with  that  sword ;— Tribunes,  withdraw  a  while. 

Brv.  Lay  hands  ujx)n  him. 

Men.  Help,  Marcius !  help. 
You  that  be  noble ;  help  him,  young,  and  old ! 
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at  Down  with  him,  down  with  him ! 

[In  this  mutiny,  the  Tbibunes,  the  Mdiixb,  and  (he 
JPeople,  are  all  beat  in. 

Men.  Qo,  get  you  to  your  house ;  be  gone,  away, 
All  will  be  naught  else. 

2  Sen,  Get  you  gone. 

Cor,  Stand  fast ; 
We  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 

Men.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that  ? 

1  iSfe».  The  gods  forbid ! 
I  pr'ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  house ; 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  cause. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  sore  upon  us, 
Tou  cannot  tent  yourseu :  Be  gone,  'beseech  you. 

Com,  Come,  Sir,  along  with  us. 

Cor.  I  would  they  were  barbarians  (as  they  are, 
Though  in  Eome  litter'd).  not  Eomans  (as  they  are  not. 
Though  calved  i*  the  porcn  o'  the  Capitol),— 

Men.  Begone; 
Put  not  your  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue ; 
One  time  will  owe*  another. 

Cor,  On  fair  ground, 
I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  mvself 
Take  up  a  brace  of  the  best  of  them ;  yea,  the  two  tribunes. 

Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetic ; 
And  manhood  is  call'd  fooleiy.  when  it  stands 
Against  a  falUng  fabric. — Will  you  hence. 
Before  the  tagf  return  ?  whose  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  overbear 
What  they  are  used  to  bear. 

Men,  Sray  you,  be  gone : 
111  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  in  request 
With  those  that  have  but  Uttle ;  this  must  be  patch'd 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Com.  Nay,  come  away. 

lUxeunt  COBIOLANTJS,  COMINIUS,  and  others; 

1  Fat.  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 
Men.  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 

Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.    His  heart 's  his  mouth : 

What  his  breast  forges,  that. his  tongue  must  vent ; 

And,  beinff  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 

He  heard  the  name  of  death.  [A  noise  within. 

Here's  goodly  work ! 

2  Pat.  I  would  they  were  a-bed ! 

Men.  I  would  they  were  in  Tyber ! — ^What,  the  vengeance, 
Could  he  not  speak  them  fair  ? 

Be-enter  Bexjtus  and  SiCINnJS,  with  the  JtalUe. 
Sic.    Where's  this  viper. 
That  would  depopulate  the  city,  and 
Be  every  man  himself? 

*  J.  e.  will  compensate  for.  +  Tag-rag. 
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Men.  Tou  worthy  tribunes,— 

Sic.  He  shall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  rock 
With  rigorous  hands ;  he  hath  resisted  law, 
And  therefore  law  shall  scorn  him  further  trial 
Than  the  severity  of  the  mblio  power. 
Which  he  so  sets  at  nought. 

1  at  He  shall  well  know, 
The  noble  tribunes  are  the  people's  mouths, 
And  we  their  hands. 

OU.  He  shall*  sure  on 't.  [Several  speak  together 

Men.  Sir, — 

Sic.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  cry,  havoc,  where  you  should  but  hunt 
With  modest  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  comes  it,  that  you 
Have  holp  to  make  this  rescue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  speak  :— 
As  I  do  know  the  consul's  worthiness, 
So  can  I  name  his  faults : — 

Sic.  Consul !— what  consul  ? 

Men.  The  consul  Goriolanus. 

Bru.  He  a  consul ! 

at.  Na  no,  no,  no.  no. 

Men.  If,  by  the  trioimes'  leave,  and  yours,  good  peojde, 
I  may  be  hearcL  I'd  crave  a  word  or  two : 
The  which  shall  turn  j^ou  to  no  further  narm. 
Than  so  much  loss  of  time. 

Sic.  Speak  briefly  then ; 
For  we  are  peremptory,  to  despatch 
This  viperous  traitor :  to  eject  him  henc^ 
Were  but  one  danger ;  and,  to  keep  him  here, 
Our  certain  death ;  therefore  it  is  decreed. 
He  dies  to-night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid, 
That  our  renowned  Bome,  whose  gratitude 
Towards  her  deservedf  children  is  enroll'd 
In  Jove's  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own ! 

Sic.  He's  a  disease,  that  must  be  cut  away. 

Men.  O,  he's  a  Umlx  that  has  but  a  disease ; 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  off;  to  cure  it,  easy. 
What  has  he  done  to  Eome,  thaf  s  worthy  death  ? 
Killing  our  enemies  P    The  blood  he  hath  lost 
(Whicn,  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  that  he  hath. 
By  many  an  ounce),  he  dropp'd  it  for  his  country : 
And,  what  is  lef^  to  lose  it  by  his  country. 
Were  to  us  all,  that  do't,  and  suffer  it, 
A  brand  to  the  end  o'  the  world. 

Sic.  This  is  clean  kam.X 

Bru.  Merely  §  awry:  when  he  did  love  his  country, 
It  honour'd  mm. 

Men.  The  service  of  the  foot 
Being  once  rangrened,  is  not  then  respected 
For  what  before  it  was  ? 

*  (Be).  t  Deserving.  t  Crooked.  §  Absolutely. 
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Bru.  Well  hear  no  more:— 
Pursue  him  to  his  house,  and  pluok  him  thenoe ; 
L^  his  infection,  being  of  catching  nature. 
Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word. 
This  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  shall  find 
The  ham  of  unsoann'd  swiftness  *  will,  too  late, 
Tie  leaden  pounds  to  his  heels.   Proceed  hy  process ; 
Lest  parties  (as  he  is  beloved)  iHreak  out, 
And  sack  ^reat  Borne  with  Bomans* 

Bru,  If  it  were  so,— 

Sic,  What  do  ye  talk? 
Have  we  not  had  a  taste  of  his  obedience  ? 
Our  -^Ediles  smote  ?  ourselves  resisted  P—Come  :— 

Men,  Consider  this ;— He  has  been  bred  i'  the  wars 
Since  he  could  draw  a  sword,  and  is  ill  schooled 
In  bottltedf  language ;  meal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  distinction.    Give  me  leave, 
ril  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  shall  answer,  by  a  lawful  form 
(In  peace),  to  his  utmost  peril 

1  Sen,  Noble  tribunes. 
It  is  the  humane  way :  the  other  course 
Will  prove  too  bloo(fy :  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  begmning. 

Sic.  Noble  Menenius, 
Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer : 
Masters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru,  GK>  not  home. 

Sic,  Meet  on  the  market-place :— Well  attend  you  there : 
Where,  if  you  bring  not  Mardus,  we'll  proceed 
In  our  first  way. 

Men.  ril  bring  him  to  you  ^- 
Let  me  desire  your  company.  [Ib/A^SBNATOBS.]  He  must  come, 
Or  what  is  worst  will  follow. 

1  Sen,  Pray  you,  lelfs  to  him.  [^Exewni, 

SCUNU  II.—A  Boom  in  CoEIOLANUtf  Soute. 
Enter  GoRlOLANUS,  and  Patbicllnts. 
Cor,  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears :  present  me 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horses'  heels ; 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rook. 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  stretch 
Below  the  beam  of  sight,  yet  will  I  still 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumjoa. 
1  Pat,  You  do  the  nobler. 
Cor.  I  muse,  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
To  call  them  woollen  vassals,  things  created 
To  buy  and  sell  with  groats ;  to  show  bare  heads 
In  congregations,  to  yawn,  be  still,  and  wonder. 
When  one  but  of  my  ordinance  J  stood  up 
TospeaJcofpeace,orwar.    I  talk  of  you;  [IbVoLUMNiA. 

•  Inconsiderate  haste.  t  Sifted.  %  Rank. 
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Why  did  you  wish  me  milder  P    Would  you  hare  me 
Ealfle  to  my  nature  ?    Bather  say,  I  play 
The  man  I  am. 

Vol.  O,  Sir,  Sir,  Sir, 
I  would  have  had  you  put  your  power  well  on, 
Before  you  had  worn  it  oui 

Cor,  Let  go. 

Vol.  Tou  might  hare  heen  enough  the  man  you  are. 
With  striYing  less  to  be  so :  Lesser  had  been 
The  thwartings  of  your  dispositions,  if 
You  had  not  snow'd  them  now  you  were  disposed 
Ere  they  lack*d  power  to  cross  you. 

Cor.  Let  them  hang. 

Vol.  Ay,  and  bum  too. 

Snter  Menenius,  and  Sbnatobs. 

Men.  Gome,  come,  youhave  been  too  rough,  something  too  rough. 
You  must  return,  and  mend  it 

1  Sen.  There's  no  remedy ; 
Unless,  by  not  so  doing,  our  good  city 
Cleave  in  the  midst,  and  pensh. 

Vol.  Pray  be  oounsell'd : 
I  have  a  heart  as  Uttle  apt  as  yours, 
But  yet  a  bram,  that  leaids  my  use  of  anger. 
To  better  vantage. 

Men.  Well  said,  noble  woman : 
Before  he  should  thus  stoop  to  the  herd,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o'  the  time  craves  it  as  puysic 
For  the  whole  state,  I  would  put  mine  armour  on 
Which  I  can  scarcely  bear. 

Cor.  What  must  I  do  ? 

Men.  Betum  to  the  tribunes. 

Cor.  Well, 
What  then  ?  what  then  ? 

Men.  Bepent  what  you  have  si)oke. 

Cor.  For  them  ?— I  cannot  do  it  to  the  gods ; 
Must  I  then  do 't  to  them  ? 

Vol.  You  are  too  absolute ; 
Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble. 
But  wnen  extremities  speak.    I  have  heard  you  say. 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unsever'd  Mends, 
r  the  war  do  grow  together :  Grant  that,  and  tell  me, 
In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'  other  lose, 
That  thjwr  combine  not  there. 

Cor.  Tush, tush! 

Men.  A  good  demand. 

Vol.  If  it  be  honour,  in  your  wars,  to  seem 
The  same  you  are  not  (which,  for  your  best  ends, 
You  adopt  your  nolicy),  how  is  it  less,  or  worse. 
That  it  shall  hold  companionship  in  peace 
With  honour,  as  in  war ;  since  that  to  both 
It  stands  ia  like  request  P 

Cor.  Why  force*  you  this  ? 

Vol.  Because  that  now  it  lies  you  on  to  speak 

•Urge. 
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To  the  people ;  not  by  our  own  mstraction, 

Nor  by  the  matter  which  your  heart  prompts  you  to. 

But  wilii  such  words  that  are  but  rooted  in 

Your  tongue,  though  but  bastards,  and  syllables 

Of  no  allowanoe,  to  your  bosom's  truth. 

Now,  thifl  no  more  dishonours  you  at  all, 

Than  to  ti^e  in*  a  town  with  gentle  words, 

Which  else  wouW  put  you  to  your  fortime,  and 

The  hazard  of  mucn  blood. — 

I  would  dissemble  with  my  nature,  where, 

^ly  fortunes,  and  my  friends,  at  stake,  required. 

I  should  do  so  in  honour :  I  am  in  this. 

Your  wife,  your  spn,  these  senators,  the  nobles ; 

And  you  will  rather  show  our  general  lowts 

How  you  can  firown,  than  spend  a  fawn  upon  them 

For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  safeguard 

Of  what  that  wantf  might  ruin. 

Men.  Noble  lady  !- 
Come,  go  with  us ;  speak  fair :  you  may  salve  so 
Not  what  is  dangerous  present,  but  the  loss 
Of  what  is  past. 

VoL  I  prythee  now.  my  son. 
Go  to  them,  with  this  oonnet  in  thy  hand ; 
And  thus  far  having  stretched  it  (here  be  with  them). 
Thy  knee  bussing  the  stones  (for  in  such  business 
Action  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  the  ignorant 
More  leamed^^than  the  ears),  waving  thy  Itead, 
Which  often  thus  correcting  thy  stout  heart, 
That  humble  as  tiie  ripest  mulberry. 
Now  will  not  hold  the  nandUng :  Or,  say  to  them. 
Thou  art  their  soldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils, 
Hast  not  the  soft;  way,  which,  thou  dost  confess, 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  use,  as  they  to  claim, 
In  asking  their  good  loves ;  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thyself  forsooth,  hereafter  theirs,  so  far 
As  thou  hast  power,  and  person. 

Men.  This  but  done. 
Even  as  she  speaks,  wny.  all  thdr  hearts  were  yours . 
For  they  have  purdons,  oeing  ask'd,  as  free 
As  words  to  little  purpose. 

VoL  Pr*ythee  now, 
Cro.  and  be  ruled :  although,  I  know  thou  hadst  rather 
Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  nery  gul( 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower.    Here  is  Cominius. 
JEnter  CoMiNTUS. 

Com,  I  have  been  i'  the  market-place :  and.  Sir,  'tis  fit 
You  make  strong  party,  or  defend  yourself 
By  calmness,  or  by  absence ;  all's  in  anger. 

Men.  Only  fair  speech. 

Com.  I  think, 'twill  serve,  if  he 
Can  thereto  frame  his  spirit 

VoL  He  must,  and  will  :— 
Pr*ythee,  now,  say,  you  will,  and  go  about  it 

•  Subdue.  ♦  /.  e.  of  tiieir  lo*^. 

VOL.  in.  .     2  M 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


580  oosioLAinTs.  [iCTni: 

Cwr,  Must  I  go  show  them  my  unbarb'd  soonoe  P  *    Must  I 
With  my  base  tongue,  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  that  it  must  bear  P    Well  I  will  do't : 
Yet  were  there  but  this  single  plotf  to  lose 
This  mould  of  Marciu&  they  to  dust  should  grind  it, 
And  throw  it  against  tne  wmd.— To  the  market-plAoe  ^— 
You  haye  put  me  now  to  such  a  part,  which  never 
I  shall  discharge  to  the  life. 

Com,  Come,  come,  we*U  prompt  you. 

VoL  I  pr'ytnee  now,  sweet  son ;  as  thou  hast  said. 
My  praises  made  thee  first  a  soldier,  so, 
To  miye  my  praise  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  hast  not  done  before. 

Cor.  Well,  1  must  do*t: 
Away,  my  disposition,  and  possess  me 
Some  narlot's  spirit !  My  throat  of  war  be  tum'd. 
Which  quired  with  it  niy  drum,  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 
That  babies  lulls  asleep !  The  smiles  of  knaves 
Tent  ^  in  my  cheeks :  and  school-boys'  tears  take  up 
The  glasses  of  my  signt !  A  beggar's  tongue 
MsdLC  motion  through  my  lips ;  and  my  arm'd  kneesi. 
Who  bow'd  but  in  my  stirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  received  an  alms !— I  will  not  do't : 
Lest  I  surcease  to  honour  mine  own  truth. 
And  by  mv  body's  action,  teach  my  mind 
A  most  inherent  baseness. 

VoU  At  thy  choice  then : 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  dishonour, 
Than  thou  of  them.    Come  all  to  ruin ;  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Thy  danserous  stoutness ;  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.    Do  as  thou  list. 
Thy  valiantness  was  mine,  thou  suck'dst  it  firom  me; 
But  owe  II  thy  pride  thyself. 

Cor,  Pray,  be  content ; 
Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  market-place ; 
Chide  me  no  more,  I'll  mountebank  their  loves. 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  b^ved 
Of  all  the  trades  in  Eome.    Look,  I  am  going : 
Commend  me  to  my  wife.    I'll  return  consul; 
Or  never  trust  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
r  the  way  of  flattery,  further. 

Vol,  Dk)  your  will  [  JW<. 

Com,  Away,  the  tribimes  do  attend  you;  arm  yourself 
To  answer  mildly ;  for  they  are  prepared 
With  accusations,  as  I  hear,  more  strong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor,  The  word  is,  mildly  .—Pray  you,  let  us  go ; 
Let  them  accuse  me  by  invention,  I 
Will  answer  in  mine  honour. 

Men,  Ay.  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then ;  mildly.  SJExewtL 

*  Unshaven  head.  t  Piece  i  individual  body. 

X  Sounded  loud  an.  ^  Dwell  |  Own. 
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8CHNJE  III.— The  tame.    The  Forum, 
JSnier  SlOINius  and  Bbutus. 

Bru.  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  affects 
Tyrannical  power :  If  ha  evade  us  there, 
Enforce  him  with  his  envy  *  to  the  people ; 
And  that  the  si)oil,  got  on  the  Antiates, 
Was  ne'er  distributed. — 

Snter  an  MdilB. 
What,  will  he  come? 

JEd.  He's  coming. 

JBru,  How  accompanied  ? 

u^.  With  old  Menenius,  and  those  senators 
That  always  favoured  him. 

Sic.  Have  you  a  catalogue 
Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procured 
Set  down  by  the  poll  ? 

JEd.  I  have ;  'tis  ready,  here. 

Sic,  Have  you  collected  them  by  tribes  ? 

JSd.  I  have. 

Sic.  Assemble  presently  the  people  hither : 
And  when  they  hear  me  say.  It  shall  heso  ^ 
r  the  right  ana  strength  o'  the  commons^  be  it  either 
Por  death,  for  fine,  or  banishment,  then  let  them. 
If  I  say,  fine,  cry^ii* ;  if  death,  cry  death; 
Insisting  on  the  old  preroeative 
And  power  i'  the  truth  o*  the  cause. 

Ma,  I  shall  inform  them. 

Bru,  And  when  such  time  they  have  begun  to  cry, 
Let  them  not  cease,  but  with  a  dm  confused 
Enforce  the  present  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  sentence. 

Md.  Very  well. 

Sic.  Make  them  be  strong,  and  ready  for  this  hint, 
When  we  shall  hap  to  give  t  them. 

Bru.  Gk)  about  it.—  [Exit  MmUL 

Put  him  to  choler  straight :  He  hath  been  used 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth  f 
Of  contradiction :  being  once  chafed,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temperance ;  then  he  speaks 
Whaf  s  in  his  heart ;  and  that  is  there,  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

JEwter  CoBiOLAiriTs,  MENEiotrs,  Gominius,  Sekatobs, 
and  Patbicians. 

Sic.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  beseech  you. 

Cor.  Ay,  as  an  ostler,  that  lot  the  poorest  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave  %  by  the  volume.— The  honour'd  gods 
Keep  Bome  in  safety,  and  the  chairs  of  justice 
Supplied  with  worthy  men !  plant  love  among  us ! 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  shows  of  peace. 
And  not  our  streets  with  war ! 

1  Sen.  Amen,  amen ! 
*  Insist  upon  his  hatred.  t  /•  «•  his  pennyworth,  shar«. 

X  (Being  called  a). 
2m2 
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Men,  A  noMe  wish. 

Me^enter  JSdile,  irti^Jk  ClTIZlWB. 

^ie.  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

.^!d.  List  to  your  tribunes ;  audience :  Peace,  I  say. 

Cor.  First,  hear  me  speak. 

Both  Tri.  Well,  say.— Peace,  ho. 

Cor,  Shall  I  be  chugged  no  further  than  this  present  ? 
Must  all  determine  here  ? 

Sic,  I  do  demand. 
If  you  submit  you  to  the  people's  voices, 
Allow  their  officers,  and  are  content 
To  suffer  lawful  censure  for  such  fiiults 
As  shall  be  proved  upon  you  ? 

Cor.  I  am  content. 

Men,  Lo,  citizens,  he  says,  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  service  he  has  done,  consider : 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  show 
Like  graves  i'  the  holy  churchyard. 

Cor.  Scratches  with  briers, 
Scars  to  move  lauehter  only. 

Men.  Consider  further, 
That  when  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen. 
You  find  him  like  a  soldier :  Do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  sounds. 
But  as  I  say,  such  as  become  a  soldier, 
Rather  than  envy  *  you. 

Com,  Well,  well,  no  more. 

Cor.  What  is  the  matter. 
That  being  pass'd  for  consul  with  Aill  voice, 
I  am  so  dishonour'd,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  agaui  ? 

Sic.  Answer  to  us. 

Cor.  Say  then :  'tis  true,  I  ought  so. 

Sic.  We  charge  you,  that  you  nave  contrived  to  take 
From  Bome  all  season'df  office,  and  to  wind 
Yourself  into  a  power  tyrannical ; 
For  which,  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 

Cor.  How!  Traitor? 

Men.  Nay ;  temperately :  Your  promise. 

Cor.  The  fires  i'  the  lowest  hell  fold  in  the  people ! 
Call  me  their  traitor.— Thou  injurious  tribune ! 
Within  thine  eyes  sat  twenty  tnousand  deaths. 
In  thy  hands  clutch'd  as  many  millions^  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers,  %  I  would  say. 
Thou  liest,  unto  thee,  with  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sic.  Mark  you  this,  people? 

at.  To  the  rock  with  hun;  to  the  rook  with  him ! 

Sic.  Peace. 
We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  charge : 
What  you  have  seen  him  do,  and  heard  him  q)eak. 
Beating  your  officers,  cursing  yourselves, 

*  Import  ill  will  to.  t  Of  long:  standine. 

t  I.e.U  thy  tongiw  could  denounce  twenty  miUkMi  auJ  twenty  tliousand 
deaths. 
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Opposing  laws  with  strokes,  and  here  de^dng 
Those  whose  great  power  most  tr:f  him ;  even  this, 
So  criminal,  and  in  such  capital  kind. 
Deserves  the  extremest  death. 

Bru.  But  since  he  hath 
Served  well  for  Rome, 

Cor,  What  do  you  prate  of  service  ? 

JBru,  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it. 

Cor.  You? 

Men.  Is  this 
The  promise  that  you  made  your  mother  ? 

Com.  Enow, 
Ipray  rou^ 

Cor.  1^  know  no  further : 
Let  them  pronounce  the  steep  Tarpeian  death, 
Yagahond  exile,  flaying;  pent  to  ling» 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  Duy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word ; 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give, 
To  have't  with  saying,  Good  morrow. 

Sic,  For  that  he  has 
(As  much  as  in  him  lies)  fh)m  time  to  time 
Envied*  against  the  people,  seeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power :  as  now  at  last 
Given  hostile  strokes,  and  that  notf  in  the  presence 
Of  dreaded  justice,  hut  on  the  ministers 
That  do  distrihute  it ;  In  the  name  o'  the  people, 
And  in  the  poww  of  us  the  tribunes,  we. 
Even  from  tnis  instant  henish  him  our  city ; 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
From  off  the  rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 
To  enter  our  Borne  gates :  r  the  people's  name, 
I  say,  it  shall  be  so. 

CU,  It  shall  be  so^ 
It  shall  be  so :  let  mm  away ;  he's  banish'd. 
And  so  it  shall  be. 

Com.  Hear  me,  my  masters,  and  my  common  friends  ;— 

Sic,  He's  sentenced:  no  more  hearmg. 

Com.  Let  me  speak : 
I  have  been  consul,  and  can  show  for  Bome, 
Her  enemy's  marks  upon  me.    I  do  love 
My  country's  eood,  with  a  respect  more  tender. 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life. 
My  dear  mfe's  estimate,  t  her  womb's  increase. 
And  treasure  of  my  loins ;  then  iS  1  would. 
Speak  that 

Sic.  We  know  your  drift :  Speak  what? 

Sru,  There's  no  more  to  be  aaxd,  but  he  is  banish'd. 
As  enemy  to  the  people,  and  his  country ; 
It  shall  be  so. 

at.  It  shall  be  so,  it  shall  be  so. 

Cor,  You  common  cry  §  of  curs !  whose  breath  I  hate 
As  reek  o'  the  rotten  fens,  whose  love  I  prize 
As  the  dead  carcasses  of  unburied  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air,  I  banish  you ; 


*  Shown  hatred.  t  (Only).  t  Value. 

Digitized  by 


CS^k 


Wt  COBIOLAKTS.  [aCTIV. 

And  here  remain  with  your  uncertidnty ! 
Let  every  feeble  rumonr  shake  your  hearts ! 
Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes, 
Fan  you  into  deepair !  Have  the  power  still 
To  banish  your  defenders ;  till,  at  len^h. 
Your  ignorance  (which  finds  not,  tUl  it  feels). 
Making  not  reservation  of  yourselves 
(Still  your  own  foes),  deUver  you,  as  most 
Abated*  captives,  to  some  nation 
'ihat  won  you  without  blows !  Despising, 
For  you,  the  cilnr,  thus  I  turn  my  back : 
There  is  a  world  elsewhere. 

IJSxeunt  Ck>BIOLAinJS,  GOKINITTS,  MxNENms, 

Senatobs,  and  Patbicians. 

^d.  The  people's  enemv  is  gone,  is  gone ! 

at  Our  enemy 's  banisn'd !  he  is  gone !  Hoo !  hoo ! 

[The  people  shouts  and  throw  up  their  cap*. 

Sic.  Go.  see  him  out  of  ^tes,  and  follow  him. 
As  he  hatn  followed  you,  with  aU  despite ; 
Give  him  deserved  vexation.    Let  a  guard 
Attend  us  through  the  city. 

at.  Come,  come,  let  us  see  him  out  at  gates ;  come  :— 
The  gods  preserve  our  noble  tribunes !— Come.  ISxeuTti, 


ACT  IV. 
8CSNS  I.— The  same.    Before  a  Gate  cf  the  City, 
Bwter  COBIOLANUS,  YoLUMiaA,  Vibgilia,  Meneiotts, 
COMIKIUS,  and  several  young  Patbicians. 

Cor.  Come,  leave  your  tears ;  a  brief  farewell :— the  beast 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away.— Nay,  mother. 
Where  is  your  ancient  courage  ?  you  were  used 
To  say,  extremity  was  the  trier  of  spirits : 
That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear ; 
That  when  the  sea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
Show'd  mastership  in  floating :  fortune's  blows. 
When  most  struck  home,  bemg  gentle,  wounded,  craves 
A  noble  cunning :  f  you  were  used  to  load  me 
With  precepts,  that  would  make  invincible 
The  heart  that  conn'd  them. 

Vtr.  O  heavens !  O  heavens ! 

Cor.  Nay,  I  pr*3rthee,  woman, — 

Vol.  Now  the  riBd  pestilence  strike  all  trades  in  Rome, 
And  occupations  pensh ! 

Cor.  Wnat,  what,  what ! 
I  shall  be  loved  when  I  am  lack'd.    Nay,  mother, 
Eesume  that  spirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  say, 
If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  you'd  have  done,  and  saved 
Your  husband  so  much  swe^t.— Cominius, 
Droop  not ;  adieu : — Farewell,  my  wife !  mjr  mother ! 
I'll  do  well  yet.— Thou  old  and  true  Meneniu^ 

*  Sabdned. 

t  For  him  who  is  so  wounded  to  be  calm,  requires  high  dis<dpliiie  of  the 
mind.  ^  T 
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Thy  tears  are  Salter  than  a  youneer  man's, 

And  venomous  to  thine  eyes.— My  sometime  ffeneral, 

I  have  seen  thee  stem,  and  thou  hast  oft  beheld 

Heart-hard'ning  spectacles ;  tell  these  sad  women, 

'Tis  fond*  to  wail  mevitable  strokes, 

As  'tis  to  laugh  at  them.— My  mother,  you  wot  well, 

My  hazards  still  have  been  vOur  solace :  and 

Believe't  not  lightly  (though  I  go  alone 

Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen 

Makes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  seen),  your  son 

WilL  or  exceiBd  the  common,  or  be  caught 

With  cautelous  f  baits  and  practica 

Vol.  My  first  t  son. 
Whither  wilt  thou  go  ?  Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  a  while :  Determine  on  some  course, 
More  than  a  wild  ezposture  to  each  chance. 
That  starts  i'  the  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  O  the  sods! 

Com.  I'll  follow  thee  a  month,  devise  with  thee, 
Where  thou  shalt  rest,  that  thou  mayst  hear  of  us. 
And  we  of  thee ;  so,  if  the  time  thrust  forth 
A  cause  for  thy  repeal,  we  shall  not  send  t 

Cer  the  vast  world,  to  seek  a  single  man : 
And  lose  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
r  the  absence  of  the  needer. 

Cor.  Fare  ye  well  :— 
Thou  hast  vears  upon  thee ;  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  wars  surfeits,  to  gp  rove  with  one 
Thafs  yet  unbruisea:  bring  me  but  out  at  gate.— 
Come,  my  sweet  wife,  my  dearest  mother,  and 
My  mends  of  noble  touch,  §  when  I  am  rorth. 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  smile.    I  pray  you,  come. 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  shall 
Hear  from  me  still ;  and  never  of  me  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men,  Thaf  8  worthily 
As  any  ear  can  hear.— Come,  lef  s  not  weep.— 
If  I  could  shake  off  but  one  seven  years 
From  these  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods, 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot 

Cor,  Give  me  thy  hand  :— 
Come.  [SxeutU, 

SCENE  II.— The  same.    A  Street  near  the  GcOe, 
Enter  SlOlNlUS,  Bbtttus,  and  an  iBDiLE. 

Sic.  Bid  them  all  home ;  he's  gone,  and  well  no  farther.— 
The  nobility  are  vex'd,  who,  we  see,  have  sided 
In  his  behalfl 

JBru,  Now  we  have  shown  our  power, 
Let  us  seem  humbler  after  it  is  done, 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Sic.  Bid  them  home: 
Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  strength. 

Bru.  Dismiss  them  home.  [Exit  JEjyjLU. 

*FooUih.  tlnsidioas*  t  Noblest.  fTruemetaL 
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Enter  YoLUMKlJi^  YiBGlLlA,  and  MBKSirnrs. 
Here  comes  his  mother. 

Sic,  Leif  s  not  meet  her. 

Sru.  Why  ? 

Sic.  They  say  she's  mad. 

Bm.  They  have  ta'en  note  of  ns : 
K^  on  your  way. 

Vol.  O,  you're  well  met :  The  hoarded  plaj^ue  o' the  gods 
Requite  your  love ! 

Men.  Peace,  peace ;  be  not  so  loud. 

Vol.  If  that  I  could  for  weeping,  you  should  hear,— 
Nay,  and  you  shall  hear  some. — ^Wm  you  be  gone  ?  [roBftUTUS. 

Ftr.  You  shall  stay  too  [To  SiciN.] :  I  would  I  had  the  power 
To  say  so  to  my  husband. 

Sic.  Are  you  mankind? 

Vol.  Ay,  fool ;  is  that  a  shame  ?— -Note  but  this  fooL— 
Was  not  a  man  my  father  ?  Hadst  thou  foxship  * 
To  banish  him  that  struck  more  blows  for  Eome, 
Than  thou  hast  srooken  words  ? 

Sic.  O  blessed  heavens ! 

Vol.  More  noble  blows,  than  ever  thou  wise  words ; 
And  for  Bome's  good. — I'll  tell  thee  what ;— Yet  go : — 
Nay,  but  thou  shalt  stay  too : — I  would  my  son 
Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him. 
His  good  sword  in  his  hand. 

Sic.  What  then? 

Vtr.  What  then? 
He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  posterity. 

Vol.  Bastards,  and  all. — 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Itome ! 

Men.  Come,  come,  peace. 

Sic.  I  would  he  had  continued  to  his  country. 
As  he  began :  and  not  unknit  himself 
The  noble  knot  he  made. 

JBru.  I  would  he  had. 

Vol.  I  would  he  had?    *Twas  you  incensed  the  rabble : 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worth. 
As  I  can  of  those  mysteries  which  heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 

JBru.  Pray,  let  us  go. 

Vol.  Now,  pray.  Sir,  get  you  gone : 
You  haVe  done  a  brave  deed.    Ere  you  go,  hear  this: 
As  far  as  doth  the  CiH[)itol  exceed 
The  meanest  house  in  Bome :  so  far,  my  son 
(This  lady's  husband  here,  this,  do  you  see). 
Whom  you  have  banish'd,  does  exceed  you  all. 

JBru.  Well,  well,  we'U  leave  you. 

Sic.  Why  stay  we  to  be  baited 
With  one  that  wants  her  wits  ? 

Vol.  Take  my  prayers  with  you. — 
I  would  the  gods  had  nothing  else  to  do,      [Sxeuni  Tribunes. 
But  to  confirm  my  curses !  Could  I  meet  them 
But  once  a  day,  it  would  unclog  my  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  to't. 

*  Mecm  conning,  ,  - 
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Men.  You  have  told  them  home, 
And,  by  my  troth,  you  have  cause.    Youll  sup  with  me  ? 

Vol.  Anaer  's  my  meat ;  I  sup  upon  myself. 
And  so  shall  starve  with  feeding.— Come  let's  go : 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do. 
In  anger,  Juno-uke.    Come,  oome,  come. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie !  [Exeuf^» 

SCENE  lU. — A  highway  between  Rome  and  Antvum. 
Enter  a  BoiCAN  and  a  VOLCE,  meeting. 

Eom.  I  know  you  well,  Sir,  and  you  know  me :  your  name  I 
think,  is  Adrian. 

Vol.  It  is  so.  Sir:  truly,  I  have  forgot  you. 

Bom.  I  am  a  Soman ;  and  my  services  are,  as  you  are,  against 
them:  Know  you  me  yet? 

Vol.  Nicanor?  No,— 

Bom.  The  same.  Sir. 

Vol.  You  had  more  beard,  when  I  last  saw  you ;  but  your 
favour  is  well  api)eared  by  your  tongue.*  What  s  the  news  in 
Eome  ?  I  have  a  note  ftom  the  Volcian  state,  to  find  you  out 
there :  You  have  well  saved  me  a  day's  joumejr. 

Bom.  There  hath  been  in  Bome  strange  insurrection:  the 
pewle  agkinst  the  senators,  patricians,  and  nobles. 

Vol.  Hath  been !  Is  it  ended  then  ?  Our  state  thinks  not  so ; 
they  are  in  a  most  warlike  preparation,  and  hope  to  come  upon 
them  in  the  heat  of  their  division. 

Bom.  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  past,  but  a  small  thing  would 
make  it  flame  again.  For  the  nobles  receive  so  to  heart  the 
banishment  of  that  worthy  Coriolanus,  that  they  are  in  a  ripe 
aptness,  to  take  all  power  from  the  people,  and  to  pluck  from 
them  their  tribunes  for  ever.  This  lies  glowing,  I  can  tell  you, 
and  is  almost  mature  for  the  violent  breaking  out. 

Vol.  Coriolanus  banished  ? 

Bom,  Banished,  Sir. 

Vol.  You  will  be  weloome  with  this  intelligence,  Nicanor.  ' 

Bom.  The  day  serves  well  for  them  now.  I  have  heard  it  said, 
the  fittest  time  to  corrupt  a  man's  wife,  is  when  she's  fallen  out 
with  her  husband.  Your  noble  TuUus  Aufidius  will  appear  well 
in  these  wars,  his  great  opposer,  Coriolanus,  being  now  in  no 
request  of  his  oountey. 

Vol.  He  cannot  (moose.  I  am  most  fortunate,  thus  acci- 
dentally to  encounter  you:  You  have  ended  my  business,  and 
I  will  merrily  a45oompany  you  home. 

Bom.  I  shall,  between  this  and  supper,  tell  you  most  strange 
things  from  'Rome ;  all  tending  to  the  good  of  their  adversaries. 
Have  you  an  army  ready,  say  you  ? 

Vol.  A  most  royal  one :  the  centurions,  and  their  charges,  dis- 
tinctly billeted,  already  in  the  entertainment,  f  and  to  be  on  foot 
at  an  hour's  warning. 

Bom.  1  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readiness,  and  am  the  man, 
I  think,  that  shall  set  them  in  present  action.  So,  Sir,  heartily 
well  met,  and  most  glad  of  your  company. 

Vol,  You  take  my  part  from  me.  Sir ;  I  have  the  most  cause  to 
be  glad  ofyours. 

Bom.  Well,  let  us  go  together.  [Exeunt. 

*  Your  voice  manifests  to  me  that  I  am  right  in  thinking  I  remembered 
your  featares.  -  In  pay.  ^  , 
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8CENB  IV.'-AnHum.    Before  AuFlDlus's  Souse, 

Enter  COBIOLAIOTS,  in  mean  apparel,  disguised  and  mvffled. 

Cor,  A  goodly  city  is  this  Antium :  City, 
'Tis  I  that  made  thy  widows ;  many  an  heir 
Of  these  fair  edifioes  'fore  my  wars 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop :  then  know  me  not ; 
Lest  that  thy  wives  with  spits,  and  boys  with  stones. 

Enter  a  CITIZEN. 
In  puny  battle  slay  me.— Save  you,  Sir. 

Cit  And  you. 

Cor.  Direct  mcL  if  it  be  your  wiD, 
Where  sreat  Aundius  ties :  Is  he  in  Antium  ? 

Cit,  He  is,  and  feasts  the  nobles  of  the  state, 
At  nis  house  this  night. 

Cor,  Which  is  his  house,  'beseech  you  ? 

at.  This,  here,  before  you. 

Cor,  Thank  you,  Sur ;  farewell  lExit  Citizen. 

O,  world-  thy  slippery  turns !  Friends  now  fast  sworn. 
Whose  aouble  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart, 
Whose  hours,  whose  bed,  whose  meal,  and  exercise. 
Are  still  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere,  in  love 
Unseparabie,  shaU  within  this  hour, 
On  a  dissension  of  a  doit,  break  out 
To  bitterest  enmity :  So,  fellest  foes. 
Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke  th^  sleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance. 
Some  trick  not  worth  an  ege.  shall  grow  dear  Mends, 
And  interjoin  their  issues.    So  with  me  :— 
My  birth-place  hate  L  and  my  love 's  upon 
This  enemy  town.— I'll  enter :  if  he  slay  me, 
He  does  fair  justice ;  if  he  give  me  way, 
111  do  his  country  service.  [Exit, 

'  SCENE  K—I^e  same,  A  JffaU  in  AxTFlDltrB'S  Souse. 

Music  vfithin.  Enter  a  Sebyakt. 

1  Serv,  Wine,  wine,  wine !  What  service  is  here !    I  think 
our  fellows  are  asleep.  [Exit. 

Enter  another  Sebtakt. 

2  Serv,  Where'sCotus !  my  master  calls  for  him.  Cotus !   [Exit 

Enter  COBIOLANTTS. 
Cor.  A  goodly  house :  The  feast  smells  w^ :  but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  guest. 

Ee-enter  the  Jirst  Sebtant. 

1  Serv.  What  would  you  have,  friend  P    Whence  are  you  ? 
Here's  no  place  for  you :  Pray,  go  to  the  door. 

Cor.  I  have  deserved  no  better  entertainment, 
In  being  Coriolanus. 

Se-enter  second  Sebtant. 

2  Serv,  Whence  are  you.  Sir  ?  Has  the  porter  Us  eyes  in  his  head, 
that  he  gives  entrance  to  such  companions  ?*  JPlray,  get  you  out 

Cor,  Away  I 

2  Serv,  Away  ?  Get  you  away. 
Cor,  Now  thou  art  troublesome. 
*  FeUowt. 
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2  Serv,  Are  you  so  brave  ?    Ill  have  you  talked  with  anon. 

Enter  a  third  Seevaiit.    The  jvtst  meets  him. 

3  Serv.  What  fellow's  this  ? 

1  Serv.  A  stranffe  one  as  ever  I  looked  on :  I  cannot  get  him 
out  o'  the  house :  Pr*3rthee,  call  my  master  to  him. 

3  Serv.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow?    Pray  you,  avoid 
the  house. 

Cor.  Let  me  but  stand ;  I  will  not  hurt  your  hearth. 

3  Serv.  What  are  you? 

Cor.  A  gentleman. 

3  Serv.  A  marvellous  i>oor  one. 

Cor.  True,  so  I  am. 

3  Serv.  Piuy  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up  some  other  sta* 
tion ;  here's  no  place  for  you ;  pray  you,  avoid :  come. 

Cor.  Follow  your  function,  go ! 
And  batten*  on  cold  biti  iPushes  him  away. 

3  Serv,  What,  will  you  not  ?    IVythee,  tell  my  master  what  a 
strange  guest  he  has  here. 

2  Serv.  And  I  shalL  [Uxit 

3  Serv.  Where  dwellest  thou  ? 
Cor.  Under  the  canopy. 

3  Serv.  Under  the  canopy? 

Cor.  Ay. 

SServ.  Where's  that? 

Cor.  r  the  city  of  kites  and  crows. 

3  Serv.  T  the  city  of  kites  and  crows  ?— What  an  ass  it  is  I— 
Then  thou  dweUest  with  daws  too  ? 

Cor.  No,  I  serve  not  thy  master. 

3  Serv.  How,  Sir !    Do  you  meddle  with  my  master  ? 

Cor.  Ay:  'tisanhonesterservice  than  to  meddle  with  thymistress: 
Thou  prarst,  and  praf  st ;  serve  with  thy  trencher,  hence ! 

[Beats  him  avxtif. 
Snter  AUTIDIUS  and  the  second  Sebvant. 

A«f.  Where  is  this  fellow  ? 

2  Serv.  Here.  Sir;  I'd  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog,  but  for 
disturbing  the  lords  within. 

Aitf.  Whence  oomest  thou  ?  what  wouldest  thou  ?  Thy  name  ? 
Why  speak'st  not  ?  I^)eak,  man :  Whaf  s  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  U.  Tullus,  [  Unmujffling. 

Not  yet  thou  know'st  me,  and  seeing  me,  dost  not 
Think  me  for  the  man  I  am,  necessity 
Commands  me  name  myself. 

Aitf.  What  is  thy  name  ?  [Seevants  retire. 

Cor.  A  name  unmusical  to  the  Volcians'  ears. 
And  harsh  in  sound  to  thine. 

Aitf.  Say,  what's  thy  name  ? 
Thou  hast  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 
Bears  a  command  in^ ;  though  thy  tackle 's  torn. 
Thou  show'st  a  noble  vessel :  Whaf  s  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  Prepare  thy  brow  to  firown :  Know'st  thou  me  yet  ? 

A^f.  1  know  thee  not :    Thy  name  ? 

Cor.  My  name  is  Gains  Marcius,  who  hath  done 
To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Voices, 
Great  hurt  and  mischief;  thereto  witness  may 
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Aiy  sumamo,  Goriolanus :  The  painful  s^rvioe, 

The  extreme  dangers,  and  ^e  drops  of  blood 

Shed  for  my  thankless  country,  are  requited 

But  with  that  surname ;  a  good  memory,* 

And  witness  of  the  malice  and  displeasure 

Which  thou  shouldst  bear  me :  only  that  name  remains ; 

The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people, 

Permitted  by  our  dastard  nobles,  who 

Have  all  forsook  me.  hath  devoured  the  rest ; 

And  suffered  me  by  the  voice  of  slaves  to  be 

Whoop'd  out  of  Borne.    Now.  this  extremity 

Hath  brought  me  to  thy  h^Eurth ;  Not  out  of  hope, 

Mistake  me  not,  to  save  my  life ;  for  if 

I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  men  f  the  world 

I  would  have  'void^  thee :  but  in  mere  spite, 

To  be  full  quit  of  those  my  bimishers, 

Stand  I  before  thee  here.    Then  if  thou  hast 

A  heart  of  wreakf  in  thee,  that  will  revenge 

Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  stop  those  manns 

Of  shame  seen  through  thy  country,  speed  thee  straight, 

And  make  my  misery  serve  thy  turn ;  so  use  it. 

That  my  revengeful  services  may  prove 

As  benefits  to  thee :  for  I  will  fi^ht 

Against  my  canker  d  coimt^  with  the  spleen 

Of  all  the  under  §  fiends.    But  if  so  be 

Thou  darest  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  fortunes 

fniou  art  tired,  then,  in  a  word,  I  also  am 

Longer  to  live  most  weary,  and  present 

My  tnroat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice : 

"Wnich  not  to  cut,  would  show  thee  but  a  fool ; 

Since  I  have  ever  followed  thee  with  hate, 

Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  country's  breast ; 

And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  shame,  unless 

It  be  to  do  thee  service. 
Avf,  O,  Marcius,  Mardu& 

iiach  wora  thou  hast  spoke  nath  weeded  firom  my  heart 

A  root  of  ancient  envy.||    If  Jupiter 

Should  firom  yon  clouii  speak  divine  things  and  say, 

^Tis  true :  I'd  not  believe  them  more  than  thee, 

All  noble  Marcius.— O,  let  me  twine 

Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where  against 

My  grained  ash  an  hundred  limes  hath  brok& 

And  scared  the  moon  with  splinters !    Here  I  clipf 

The  anvil  of  my  sword ;  and  do  contest. 

As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love. 

As  ever  in  ambitious  strength  I  did 

Contend  against  thy  valour.    Know  thou  first, 

I  loved  the  maid  I  married ;  never  man 

Sigh'd  truer  breath ;  but  that  I  see  thee  here, 

Thou  noble  thing !  more  dances  my  rapt  heart, 

Than  when  I  first  mv  wedded  mistoess  saw 

Bestride  my  threshold.    Why,  thou  Mars !  I  tell  tiiee. 

We  have  a  power  on  foot ;  and  I  had  purpose 

Once  more  to  hew  thy  target  firom  thy  brawn,** 
*  Memorial.  f  Resentment.  t  SAi^gnucfifxA  dtanbnllioiM* 

i  Infernal.  |  Hatred.  %  EmbiQice.      .       t  Aim. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQlt 


8CEKE  v.]  C0EI0LANU8.  511 

Or  lose  mine  arm  for't :  Thou  hast  beat  me  out 
Twelve  several  times,  and  I  have  nightly  sinoe 
Dreamt  of  encounters  'twixt  thyselr  and  me ; 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  sleep, 
Unbuckling  hehus,  fisting  each  other's  throat, 
And  waked  half  dewad  with  nothing.    Worthy  Maroius, 
Had  we  no  quarrel  else  to  Eome,  but  that 
Thou  art  thence  banish'd,  we  would  muster  all 
From  twelve  to  seventy ;  and,  pouring  war 
Into  the  bowels  of  unmrateful  Kome, 
Like  a  bold  flood  o'er-beat.    O,  come,  go  in. 
And  take  our  friendly  senators  by  the  nanus; 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me. 
Who  am  prepared  against  your  territories^ 
Though  not  for  Bome  itself 

Cor,  You  bless  me,  gods ! 

Atf,  Therefore,  most  absolute  Sir,  if  thou  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  commission ;  and  set  down, — 
As  best  thou  art  experienced,  since  thou  knoirst 
Thy  country's  strength  and  weakness,— thine  own  ways : 
Whether  to  knock  against  the  gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  visit  them  in  parts  remote, 
To  fright  them,  ere  destroy.    But  come  in : 
Let  me  commend  thee  first  to  those,  that  shall 
Say,  yea,  to  thy  desires.    A  thousand  welcomes ! 
And  more  a  fnend  than  e'er  an  enemy ; 
Yet,  Marcius,  that  was  much.    Your  hand.    Most  welcome ! 

\_Exewnt  CoBiOLANUS  and  AUFIDIUS. 

1  Serv.  \a&ocmcing\  Here's  a  strange  alteration ! 

2  Serv.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  have  strucken  him  with 
a  cudgel ;  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me,  his  clothes  made  a  false 
report  of  him. 

1  Serv.  What  an  arm  he  has !  He  turned  me  about  with  his 
finger  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would  set  up  a  top. 

2  Serv,  Kay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  was  something  in 
him :  He  ha^  Sir,  a  kind  of  face,  methought,— I  cannot  tell  how 
to  term  it. 

1  Serv,  He  had  so:  looking  m  it  were, ^H/Vould  I  were 

hanged,  but  I  thought  there  was  more  in  him  than  I  could  think. 

2  Serv,  So  did  I,  I'll  be  sworn :  He  is  simply  the  rarest  man 
i'  the  world. 

1  Serv,  I  think,  he  is :  but  a  greater  soidier  than  he,  you  wot  one. 

2  Serv,  Who  ?  my  master  ? 

1  Serv,  Nay,  if  s  no  matter  for  that. 

2  Serv,  Worth  six  of  him. 

1  Serv,  Nay,  not  so  neither ;  but  I  take  him  to  be  the  greater 
soldier. 

2  Serv,  'Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to  say  that ;  for 
the  defence  of  a  town,  our  general  is  excellent 

1  Serv,  Ay,  and  for  an  assault  too. 

Re-enter  third  Seevant. 

3  Serv.  O,  slaves,  I  can  tell  you  news;  news,  you  rascals. 
1,  2  Serv,  What,  what,  what  ?  let's  partake. 

3  Serv.  I  would  not  be  a  Eoman,  of  all  nations ;  I  had  as  lieve 
be  a  condemned  man. 
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1, 2  Serv,  Wherefore?  wherefore? 

8  Serv.  Why,  here's  he  that  waa  wont  to  thwack  our  general,— 
Gains  Marcius. 

1  Serv,  Why  do  you  say  thwack  our  general  ? 

3  Sem.  I  do  not  say,  thwack  our  general ;  but  he  was  always 
good  enough  for  hun. 

2  Serv.  Com^  we  are  fellows,  and  friends :  he  was  ever  too 
hard  for  him ;  I  have  heard  him  say  so  himself. 

1  Serv.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  directly,  to  say  the  truth  on't : 
before  Corioli,  he  scotched  him  and  notched  him  like  a  carbonado  * 

2  Serv.  An  he  had  been  cannibally  given,  he  might  have 
broiled  and  eaten  him  too. 

1  Serv.  But,  more  of  thy  news  ? 

3  Serv.  Why,  he  is  so  made  on  here  within,  as  if  he  were  son 
and  heir  to  Mars :  set  at  upper  end  o*  the  table :  no  question  asked 
him  by  any  of  the  senators,  but  they  stand  bald  before  him : 
Our  general  himself  makes  a  mistress  of  him ;  sanctifies  himself 
with's  hand,  and  turns  up  the  white  o'  the  eye  to  his  discourse. 
But  the  bottom  of  the  news  is,  our  general  is  cut  i'  the  middle, 
and  but  one  half  of  what  he  was  yesterday ;  for  the  other  has 
half,  by  the  entreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole  teble.  He'U  go,  he 
says,  and  sowlef  the  porter  of  Rome  gates  by  the  ears:  He 
will  mow  down  all  before  him.  and  leave  nis  passage  poUed.t 

2  Serv.  And  he's  as  like  to  ao'1^  as  any  man  I  can  imagine. 

3  Serv,  Do't?  he  will  do't:  For,  look  you.  Sir,  he  has  as  many 
firiends  as  enemies:  which  friends.  Sir  (as  it  were),  durst  not 
(look  you,  Sir)  show  themselves  (as  we  term  it)  ms  fhends, 
whilst  ne's  in  directitude. 

1  Serv.  Directitude !  whafs  that? 

3  Serv.  But  when  they  shall  see,  Sir.  his  crest  up  again,  and 
the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of  their  burrows,  like  conies  a^r 
rain,  and  revel  all  with  him. 

1  Serv.  But  when  goes  this  forward  ? 

3  Serv.  To-morrow,  to-day,  presently.  You  shall  have  the 
drum  struck  up  this  afternoon :  'tis  as  it  were,  a  parcel  of  their 
feast,  and  to  be  executed  ere  they  wipe  their  lips. 

2  Serv.  Why,  then  we  shall  have  a  stirring  world  again.  This  peace 
isnothing,  butto  rust  iron,  increase  tailors,  and  breedballad-makers. 

1  Serv.  Let  me  have  war,  say  I ;  it  exceeds  peace,  as  far  as  day 
does  night ;  if  s  sprightly,  waking,  audible,  and  full  of  vent  Peace 
is  a  very  apoplexy,  letharrar ;  mulled,  §  deaf,  sleepy,  insensible ;  a 
getter  of  more  bastard  children^  than  war 's  a  destroyer  of  men. 

2  Serv.  *Tis  so :  and  as  ware,  m  some  sort  may  be  said  to  be  a 
ravisher ;  so  it  cannot  be  denied,  but  peace  is  a  great  maker  of 
cuckolds. 

1  Serv.  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

8  Serv.  B^ason ;  because  they  then  less  need  one  another.  The 
wars,  for  my  money.  I  ho^  to  see  Bomans  as  cheap  as  Yolcians. 
They  are  rising,  they  are  rising. 

Ml.  In,  in,  in,  in.  [Sxeuu/ 

SCENH  VI.Some.    A  public  place. 
JEnter  SlCiNms  and  Beutus. 
Sic.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear  him ; 
His  remedies  are  tame  i'  the  present  peace 
*  Meat  cut  across  to  be  broUed.       t  Pull.       (Cleared.        }  Softened. 
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And  quietness  o'  the  people,  which  hefore 
Were  in  wild  hurry.    Here  do  we  make  his  friends 
IHush,  that  the  world  goes  well;  who,  rather  had, 
Though  they  themselves  did  suffer  hjrt,  hehold 
Bissentious  numbers  pestering  streets,  than  see 
Our  tradesmen  singing  in  their  shops,  and  going 
About  their  functions  friendly. 

Enter  Menekius. 

Bru,  "We  stood  to't  in  good  time.    Is  this  Menenius  ? 

Sic.  'Tis  he.  *tis  he :  O,  he  is  grown  most  kind 
Oflate.-Haa,Sir! 

Men.  Hail  to  you  both ! 

Sic.  Tour  Coriolanus,  Sir,  is  not  much  miss'd, 
But  with  his  friends ;  the  commonwealth  doth  stand ; 
And  so  would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All's  well ;  and  might  have  been  much  better,  if 
He  could  have  temporized. 

Sic.  Where  is  he,  hear  you  ? 

Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothmg ;  his  mother  and  his  wife 
Hear  nothing  from  him. 

Enter  three  or  four  CITIZENS. 

at  The  gods  preserve  you  both. 

Sic.  Gk>od-e'en,  our  neighbours. 

Bru.  Good-e'en  to  you  all,  good-e'en  to  you  all. 

1  at.  Ourselves,  our  wives,  and  children,  on  our  knees, 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 

Sic.  Live,  and  thrive ! 

Bru.  Farewell,  kind  neighbours :  we  wish'd  Coriolanus 
Had  loved  you  as  we  did. 

at.  Now  the  gods  keep  you ! 

Both  Tri.  Farewell,  farewell.  [Exeunt  Citizens. 

Sic.  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  iime, 
Than  when  these  fellows  ran  about  the  streets. 
Crying,  Confusion. 

Bru.  Caius  Marcius  was 
A  worthy  officer  i'  the  war :  but  insolent, 
O'eroome  with  pride,  ambitious  past  all  tninking, 
Self-loving. 

Sic.  And  affecting  one  sole  throne. 
Without  assistance. 

Men.  I  think  not  so. 

Sic.  We  should  by  this,  to  all  our  lamentation. 
If  he  had  gone  forth  consul,  found  it  so. 

Bru.  The  gods  have  well  prevented  11^' and  Eome 
Sits  safe  and  still  without  hun. 

Enter  iBDILS. 

Md.  Worthy  tribunes. 
There  is  a  slave,  whom  we  have  put  in  prison, 
Reports,— the  Voices  with  two  several  i)owers 
Are  entered  in  the  Roman  territories  ; 
And  with  the  deepest  malice  of  the  war 
Destroy  what  lies  before  them. 

Men.  'Tis  Aufidius, 
Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius*  banishment, 
Thrusts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world 
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Which  were  inshell'd,  when  Marcius  stood  for  Borne, 
And  durst  ?3ot  once  peep  out. 

Sic.  Come,  what  talk  you 
Of  Marcius? 

Brti.  Go  see  this  rumourer  whipp'd.    It  cannot  be. 
The  Voices  dare  break  with  us. 

Men.  Cannot  be! 
We  have  record,  that  very  well  it  can ; 
And  three  examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  age.    But  reason  with  the  fellow. 
Before  you  punish  him,  where  he  heard  this : 
Lest  you  should  chance  to  whip  your  information, 
And  beat  the  messenger  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

'Sic.  Tell  not  me : 
I  know  this  cannot  be. 
Sru,  Not  i)0S8ible. 

JStUer  a  Messekoeb. 

Mas.  -The  nobles,  in  great  earnestness,  are  going 
All  to  the  senate-house ;  some  news  is  come, 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic.  'TLs  this  slave  ;— 
Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people's  eyes :— his  raising ! 
Nothing  but  his  report ! 

3fcM.  Yes,  worthy  Sir, 
The  slave's  report  is  seconded ;  and  more, 
More  fearful  is  delivered. 

Sic.  What  more  fearful? 

Mest.  It  is  spoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths 
(How  probable,  I  do  not  know),  that  Marcius, 
Join'd  with  Aufidius,  leads  a  power  'gainst  Eome ; 
And  vows  revenee  as  spacious,  as  between 
The  youn^st  and  oldest  thing. 

Sic.  This  is  most  likely ! 

Bra.  Raised  only,  that  the  weaker  sort  may  wish 
Grood  Marcius  home  again. 

Sic.  The  very  trick  on't. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely : 
He  and  Aufidius  can  no  more  atone,  * 
Than  violentest  contrariety. 

JEnter  anotlier  Messekgeb. 

Me88.  You  are  sent  for  to  the  senate : 
A  fearful  army,  led  by  Caius  Marcius, 
A^ociated  with  Aufidius,  rages 
Upon  our  territories ;  and  have  already, 
O^rbome  their  way,  consumed  with  fire,  and  took 
What  ky  before  them. 

Enter  COMINIUS. 

Com,  O,  you  have  made  good  work ! 

Men.  What  news  ?  what  news  ? 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravish  your  own  daughters,  and 
To  melt  the  city  leads  upon  your  pates ; 
To  see  your  wives  dishonour'd  to  your  noses ; 

Men.  What's  the  news  ?  what's  the  news  ? 
*  Be  reconciled. 
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Com,  Your  temples  bum'd  in  their  oement ;  and 
Tour  franchises,  whereon  you  stood,  confined 
Into  an  auger's  bore. 

Men,  ViBiy  now^  your  news  ? — 
You  have  nuide  fiur  work- 1  fear  me :— Pray,  your  news  ? 
If  Mardus  should  be  Joined  with  Volcians,— 

Com,  If !  . 

He  is  their  god ;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  some  other  deity  than  nature, 
That  shapes  man  better :  and  they  follow  him, 
Against  us  brats,  with  no  less  confidence^ 
Than  boys  pursuing  summer  butterflies, 
Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Men^  You  have  made  good  woik. 
You,  and  your  apron  men  j  you  that  stood  so  much 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,*  and 
The  breath  of  garlic-eaters ! 

Com.  He  will  shake 
Your  Some  about  your  ears. 

Men,  As  Hercules 
Did  shake  down  mellow  fruit :  You  have  made  fair  work  1 

JBru,  But  is  this  true.  Sir  ? 

Com,  Ay;  and  you'll  look  pale 
Before  you  find  it  other.   All  the  regions 
Do  smifingly  revolt ;  and,  who  resist. 
Are  onl^r  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance, 
And  perish  constant  fools.    Who  is't  can  blame  him  ? 
Your  enemies,  and  his,  find  something  in  him. 

2den.  We  are  all  undone,  unless 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com,  Who  shall  ask  it? 
The  tribunes  cannot  do't  for  shame:  the  people 
Deserve  such  pitv  of  him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  shepherds :  for  his  best  Mends,  if  they 
Should  say.  Be  good  to  Rome,  they  char|gea  him  even 
As  those  should  do  that  had  deserved  his  hate. 
And  therein  show'd  like  enemies. 

Men,  'Tistrue: 
If  he  were  putting  to  my  house  the  brand 
That  should  consume  it,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  say,  'Beseech  you,  cease,— Yovl  have  made  fair  hands, 
You,  and  your  craflis !  you  have  crafted  fisur ! 

Com,  You  have  brought 
A  trembling  upon  £>ome,  such  as  was  never 
So  incapable  oi  help. 

Tri,  Say  not,  we  Drought  it. 

Men,  How !  Was  it  we ?  We  loved  him;  but,  like  beasts. 
And  cowardly  nobles,  gave  wa)^  to  your  clusters. 
Who  did  hoot  hun  out  o' the  city. 

Com.  But,  I  fear, 
They'll  roar  him  in  again.    TuUus  Aufidius, 
The  second  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  ofl&cer :— Desperation 

*  Mechanics. 

VOL.  ni.  2  N 
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Is  all  the  policy,  starength,  and  defence, 
That  Borne  can  make  against  them. 

JBkter  a  troop  qf  CITIZENS. 

Men.  Here  come  the  dusters.— 
And  is  Aufidius  with  him  ?— You  are  they 
That  made  the  air  unwholesome,  when  you  cast 
Yowc  stinking^  greasy  caps^  in  hooting  at 
Coriolanus*  exile.    Now  no's  ooming ; 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  soldier's  head 
Which  will  not  proTe  a  whip ;  as  many  coxcombs, 
As  you  threw  caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down, 
And  pay  you  for  your  voices,    'Tis  no  matter ; 
If  he  could  bum  us  all  into  one  coal. 
We  have  deserved  it 

at  'Faith,  we  hear  fearftil  neWs. 

1  at.  For  mine  own  part. 

When  I  saicL  banish  him,  I  said,  'twas  pity. 

2  at.  And  so  did  I. 

8  at.  And  so  did  I :  and,  to  say  the  truth,  so  did  very  many  of 
us :  That  we  dicL  we  did  for  the  best;  and  though  we  wiihngly 
consented  to  Ms  banishment,  yet  it  was  against  our  wilL 

Com.  You  are  goodlv  things,  you  voices ! 

Men.  You  have  made 
Good  work,  you  and  your  cry !  •—Shall  us  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Com.  O,  ay ;  what  else  ?   [JSxeunt  CoiONius  andMBKJSVivs. 

Sic.  Go,  masters,  get  you  home,  be  not  diamay'd ; 
These  are  a  side,  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  which  they  so  seem  to  fear.    Go  home. 
And  show  no  sign  of  fear. 

1  at.  The  gods  be  good  to  us :  come,  masters,  lef  s  home.  I 
ever  said,  we  were  i'  the  wrong,  wnen  we  banish'd  him. 

2  at.  So  did  we  all.  But  come,  lef  s  home.  [JSxeunt  CiTizEXs. 
Bru.  1  do  not  like  this  news. 

Sic.  Nor  I. 

JBru.  Lef  s  to  the  Capitol :— Would,  half  my  wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  he ! 

Sic.  Pray,  let  us  go.  [SxetmL 

SCENE  VII.—A  campi  at  a  small  distance  from  Home. 
Enter  AUFIDIUS,  and  his  LlBtrrBNAKT. 

At{f.  Do  they  still  fly  to  the  Eoman  ? 

Lieu.  1  do  not  know  what  witchtrafbis  in  him ;  but 
Your  soldiers  use  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat^ 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end ; 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  action.  Sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

A%f.  I  cannot  help  it  now; 
Unless,  by  using  means,  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  design.    He  bears  himself  more  proudly 
Even  to  my  person,  than  I  thought  he  would. 
When  first  1  did  embrace  him :  Yet  his  nature 
In  that's  no  changeling ;  and  I  must  excuse 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

ZAeti.  Yet  I  wish.  Sir 
xl  mean  for  your  particular),  you  had  not 
*  Pack. 


y  Google 


BCESB  Vn.]  OOSIOLANUS.  647 

Jom*d  in  commission  with  him :  but  either 
Had  borne  the  action  of  yourself ,  or  else 
To  him  had  lefb  it  solely. 

'  Ai^.  I  understand  thee  well ;  and  be  thou  sure, 
When  he  shall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urce  against  him.    Although  it  seems. 
And  so  he  thinks,  and  is  no  less  apparent 
To  the  vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly,  * 

And  shows  good  husbandry  for  the  Volcian  state ; 
Pights  dragon-like,  and  does  achieye  as  soon 
As  draw  his  sword :  yet  he  hath  lefb  undone 
That,  which  shall  break  his  neck,  or  hazard  mine, 
Whene'er  we  come  to  our  account. 

Ideu.  Sir,  I  beseech  you,  think  you  hell  carry  Rome? 

Ai^T,  AH  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  sits  down ; 
And  the  nooihty  of  Some  are  his : 
The  senators,  and  patricians,  love  him  too ; 
The  tribunes  are  no  soldiers ;  and  their  people 
Will  be  as  rash  in  the  repeal,  as  hasty 
To  expel  him  thence.    I  think,  he'll  be  to  Eome, 
As  is  the  9sprey  to  the  fish,  who  takes  it 
By  sovereignty  of  nature.    First  he  was 
A  noble  servant  to  them ;  but  he  could  not 
Carry  his  honours  even :  whether  *twas  pride, 
Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  man ;  whether  defect  of  judgment. 
To  fail  m  the  disposing  of  those  chances 
Which  he  was  lord  of;  or  whether  nature, 
Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 
From  the  casque  to  the  cushion,  *  but  commanding  peace 
Even  with  the  same  austerity  and  garb 
As  he  controll'd  the  war ;  but,  one  of  these 
(As  he  hath  spices  of  them  all,  not  all,  f 
For  I  dare  so  far  free  him),  made  him  fear*d. 
So  hated,  and  so  banish'd :  But  he  has  a  merit, 
To  choke  it  in  the  utterance.    So  our  virtues 
lie  in  the  interpretation  of  the  time : 
And  power,  unto  itself  most  commendable. 
Hath  not  a  tomb  so  evident  as  a  chair 
To  extol  what  it  hath  done. 
One  fire  drives  out  one  fire ;  one  nail,  one  nail : 
Bight  by  rights  fouler,  strengths  by  strengths  do  fail. 
Come,  lefs  away.    When,  Caius,  Borne  is  thine. 
Thou  art  poor*^  of  all ;  then  shortly  art  thou  mine.       [Ujceunf. 


ACT  V. 
SCENE  I.— Borne,    A  Public  Place. 
Enter  Mbnbnius,  COMINIUS,  Sicumis,  Bbutus,  and  otiiers. 
Men.  No,  111  not  go :  you  hear,  what  he  hath  said, 
Which  was  sometime  his  general ;  who  loved  him 
In  a  most  dear  particular.    He  called  me,  father : 

*  The  chair  of  civU  authority.  t  Not  all  in  their  full  extent 
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But  what  o' tiiat  ?  Go,7oathatbaiiiflli'dlum, 
A  mile  before  his  tent  rail  down,  and  kneel 
The  way  into  his  mercy :  Nay,  if  he  coy*d* 
To  hear  Cominius  speuL,  I'll  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  seem  to  know  me. 

Men.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name : 
I  urged  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.    Gonolanus 
He  would  not  answer  to :  forbade  all  names ; 
He  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  titleless, 
Till  he  had  forged  himaeu  a  name  I'the  fire 
Of  burning  Eome. 

Men.  why,  so ;  you  haTe  made  eood  work : 
A  pair  of  tribunes  that  haye  radi'a  f  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap :  A  noble  memory !  % 

Com.  I  minded  hmi,  how  royal 'twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  less  expected :  He  replied. 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  state 
To  one  whom  they  had  punish'd. 

Men.  Very  well : 
Gould  he  say  less  ? 

Com.  I  oner'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
For  his  priyate  Mends :  His  answer  to  me  was, 
He  could  not  stay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noisome,  musty  chaff:  He  said,  'twas  folly. 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leaye  unbumt. 
And  still  to  nose  the  offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain 
Or  two  ?  I  am  one  of  those :  his  mother,  wife, 
His  child,  and  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains : 
You  are  the  musty  chaff;  and  you  are  smelt 
Aboye  the  moon :  We  must  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  patient :  If  you  refuse  your  aid 
In  this  so  neyer-heeded  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  us  with  our  distress.    But,  sure,  if  you 
Would  be  your  country's  pl^Mler,  your  s^Md  tongue. 
More  than  the  instant  army  we  can  make, 
Might  stop  our  countryman. 

Men.  No;  I'll  not  meddle. 

Sic.  I  pray  you,  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  shoiUd  I  do  ? 

Bru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  loye  can  do 
For  Eome  towards  Marcius. 

Men.  Well,  and  say  that  Marcius 
Eetum  me,  as  Cominius  is  retum'd. 
Unheard :  what  then  P — 
But  as  a  discontented  Mend,  grief-shot 
With  his  unkindness  ?  Say't  be  so  ? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  wUl 
Must  haye  that  thanks  firom  Eome,  aftier  the  measure 
As  you  intended  welL 

Men.  Ill  undertake  it : 
I  think,  hell  hear  me.    Yet  to  bite  his  lip. 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  tmhearts  ma 

«  Was  unwilling.  f  Harassed  by  exactions.  t  Memorial 
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He  was  not  taken  well :  he  bad  not  dined : 

The  TeinB  unfilled,  the  blood  is  oold,  and  then 

We  pout  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 

To  give  or  to  forgiye ;  but  when  we  have  stuffed 

These  pipes  and  these  conTeyanoes  of  our  blood 

With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  souls 

Than  in  our  priest-Uke  fasts :  therefore  I'll  watch  him 

Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  request, 

And  then  TU  set  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindness, 
And  cannot  lose  your  way. 

Men,  Good  faith,  111  prove  him, 
Speed  how  it  will    I  shall  ere  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  success.  tSxit. 

Com.  Hell  never  hear  him. 

Sic.  Not? 

Com.  1  tell  vou,  he  does  sit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Bed  as  twould  bum  Bome ;  and  his  injury 
The  jailer  to  his  pity.    I  kneePd  before  him ; 
'Twas  verv  faintfy  he  said,  MUe ;  dismiss'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  speec^ess  hand :   What  he  would  do, 
He  sent  in  writing  after  me :  what  he  could  not. 
Bound  with  an  o^ti,  to  yield  to  his  conditions : 
So,  that  all  hope  is  vain, 
Unless  his  nome  mother,  and  his  wife; 
Who,  as  I  hear,  mean  to  sohoit  him 
For  mercy  to  his  counlay.    Therefore,  let's  hence, 
And  with  our  fiiir  entreotoes  haste  them  on.  [JSrMm^. 

SCENE  II.—An  advanced  Poet  of  the  Volcian  Camp  h^ore 

Bome.    The  GUABD  at  their  Statione, 

Enter  to  them,  Menbkius. 

1  G.  Stay:  Whence  are  you  ? 

2  Q.  Stand,  and  go  back. 

Men.  You  guard  like  men ;  tis  well ;  But,  by  your  leaver 
I  am  an  officer  of  state,  and  come 
To  speak  with  Coriolanus. 

1  G.  From  whence? 

Men.  From  Bome. 

1  G.  You  may  not  pass,  you  must  return :  our  general 
Will  no  more  hear  ftrom  themoo. 

2  G.  Youll  see  your  Bome  embraced  with  fire  before 
Youll  speak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men.  Good  my  Mends, 
If  you  have  heard  your  general  talk  of  Bome, 
And  of  his  firiends  there,  it  is  lots  *  to  blanks. 
My  name  hath  touch'd  your  ears :  it  is  Menenius. 

1  &.  Be  it  so ;  00  back :  the  virtue  of  your  name 
Is  not  here  pasoiDle. 

Men.  I  tell  thee,  fellow, 
^ly  general  is  my  lover :  f  I  have  been 
The  book  of  his  good  acts,  whence  men  have  read 
His  fame  unparaUel'd,  haply,  amplified 
For  I  have  ever  verified  |  my  friends 
(Of  whom  he's  chief)*  with  all  the  size  that  verity 

*  Frizes.  *■  Fri«nd.  t  Done  justice  to. 
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Would  without  laq[)iiig  suffer:  nfiy,  sometimes, 
Like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  subtle  *  ground, 
I  have  tumbled  past  the  throw ;  and  ia  his  praise 
Have,  idmost.  stamp'd  the  leasing :  Therefore,  fellow, 
I  must  have  leave  to  pass. 

1  G.  'Faith,  Sir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies  in  his  behalf,  as 
you  have  uttered  words  in  your  own,  you  should  not  pass  here : 
no,  though  it  were  as  virtuous  to  lie^  as  to  hve  ehastely.  There- 
fore, go  back. 

Men,  Pr'ythee,  fellow,  remember  my  name  is  Menenius,  always 
factioniwy  on  the  pwrty  of  your  general. 

2  G.  Howsoever  you  have  been  his  liar  (as  you  say,  you  have), 
I  am  one  that,  tellmg  true  under  him,  must  say,  you  cannot 
pass.    Therefore  so  baok. 

Men.  Has  he  dined,  canst  thou  tell  ?  for  I  would  not  speak 
with  him  till  after  dinner. 
1  O.  You  are  a  Eoman,  are  you? 
Men,  I  am  as  thy  general  is. 

1  G,  Then  you  snould  hate  Eome,  as  he  does.  Can  you,  when 
you  have  pushed  out  your  gates  the  very  defender  of  mem.  and, 
m  a  violent  popular  ignorance,  given  your  enemy  your  shield, 
think  to  front  nis  revenges  with  the  easy  groans  of  old  women, 
the  virginal  pahns  of  your  daughters,  or  with  the  palsied  in- 
tercession of  such  a  decayed  dotant  as  you  seem  to  be  ?  Can 
you  think  to  blow  out  the  intended  fire  your  dty  is  ready  to 
flame  in,  with  such  weak  breath  as  this  ?  No,  you  are  deceived ; 
therefore,  back  to  Home,  and  prepare  for  your  execution :  you 
are  condemned,  our  general  has  sworn  you  out  of  reprieve  and 
pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  captain  knew  I  were  here,  he  would  use 
me  with  estimation. 

2  G,  Come,  my  captain  knows  you  not 
Men,  I  mean,  thy  general 

1  G,  My  general  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I  say,  go,  lest  I  let 
forth  your  half  pint  of  blood  ;—back,— that's  the  utmost  of  your 
having:— back. 

Men,  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow, 

Enter  CoBlOLAinrs  and  AlfFlDius. 

Cor,  Whafs  the  matter? 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,  f  III  say  an  errand  for  you ;  you 
shall  know  now  that  I  am  in  estimation ;  you  shall  pero^ve  that 
a  Jack  t  guardant  cannot  office  me  from  my  son  Coriolanus : 
guess,  but  by  m^  entertainment  with  him,  if  thou  stand'st  not  i' 
the  state  of  hanging,  or  of  some  death  more  long  in  speotatorship, 
and  crueller  in  sufl'ering ;  behold  now  presently,  and  swoon  for 
what's  to  come  upon  thee.— The  glorious  gods  sit  in  hourly  synod 
about  thy  particular  prosperil^,  and  love  thee  no  worse  than  thy 
old  father  Menenius  does !  O,  my  son !  my  son !  thou  art  pre- 
paring fire  for  us;  look  thee,  here's  water  to  quench  it.  I  was 
hardly  moved  to  come  to  thee ;  but  being  assure^  none  but  myself 
could  move  thee,  I  have  been  blown  out  of  your  ^tes  with  sighs ; 
and  conjure  thee  to  pardon  Bome,  and  thy  petitionary  oounlry- 
men.    The  good  gods  assuage  thy  wrath,  and  turn  tiie  dregs  of  it 

*  Deceitful*  t  Fellows.  t  Jack  in  office. 
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upon  tliis  Yarlet  hare ;  this,  who,  Uke  a  block,  hath  denied  my 
access  to  t^ee. 

Cor,  Away ! 

Men,  How!  away? 

Cor,  Wife,  mother^  child,  I  know  not.    My  aflBdrs 
Are  servanted  to  others :  Though  I  owe 
My  revenge  properlyj^my  remission  lies 
In  Yolcian  breasts.    That  we  have  been  familiar 
Ingrate  forgetftdness  shall  poison,  rather 
Than  pity  note  how  much.— Therefore  be  gone. 
Mine  ears  against  your  suits  are  stronger,  than 
Tour  gates  against  my  force.    Yet,  for  1 1  loved  thee. 
Take  this  al<mg ;  I  writ  it  for  thy  sake,  [  Qxf>e9  a  letter. 

And  would  have  sent  it.    Another  worcL  Menenius, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  speak.    This  man,  Aufidius, 
Was  mybeloved  in  luutne :  yet  thou  beh<dd'st— 

Avf.  You  keep  a  constant  t<^mper.   \JSxevMt  Gob.  and  Aufid. 

1  u-.  Now,  Sir,  is  your  name  Menemus  ? 

2  &,  'Tis  a  spell,  you  see,  of  much  power :  You  know  the 
way  home  again. 

1  6^.  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  shentt  for  keeping  your  great* 
nessbaok? 

2  Q,  What  cause,  do  you  think,  I  have  to  swoon  P 

Men,  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  your  general :  for  such 
thines  as  you,  I  can  scarce  think  there's  any,  you  are  so  slight. 
He  fnat  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himself,§  fears  it  not  from  another. 
Let  your  general  do  his  worst  For  you,  be  that  you  are,  long ; 
and  your  misery  increase  with  your  age !  I  say  to  you,  as  I  was 
said  to.  Away !  {JExit 

1  G.  A  noDle  fellow.  I  warrant  him. 

2  &.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general :  He  if*  the  rock,  the  oak 
not  to  be  wind-shaken.  lExeuni. 

SCENS  HZ— The  Tent  qf  ComoLAJUVa, 
Enter  CoBIOLANirs,  Attttdiits,  and  others. 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Some  to-morrow 
Set  down  our  host— My  partner  in  this  action, 
You  must  report  to  the  Voloian  lords,  how  plainly  |j 
I  have  borne  this  business. 

Aitf.  Only  their  ends 
You  have  respected:  stopp'd  your  ears  against 
The  ^neral  suit  of  Kome ;  never  admitted 
A  pnvate  whisper,  no,  not  with  such  friends 
Tb^t  thoufl^t  them  sure  of  you. 

Cor,  This  last  old  man, 
Whom  with  a  carack'd  heart  I  have  sent  to  Borne, 
Loved  me  above  the  measure  of  a  father ; 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.    Their  latest  refrige 
Was  to  send  him :  for  whose  old  love,  I  have 
(Though  I  show'd  sourly  to  him)  once  more  offer'd 
The  first  conditions,  which  they  did  refuse, 
Ajid  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only, 
That  thought  he  could  do  more ;  a  very  httle 

*  My  revenge  is  my  own }  pwdon  it  wifh  the  Voldans.  t  Because. 

t  Reprimanded.  ft  By  hit  own  hands.  |  Openly. 
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I  haTd  yielded  too :  Fresh  embasnes,  and  suits, 

Nor  from  the  state,  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 

Will  I  lend  ea^r  to.— Ha !  what  shout  is  this  ?        I8h<mt  vntkin. 

Shadl  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow 

In  the  same  time 'tis  made  ?   I  will  not.—* 

JEnter  in  mowrmmg  Aoit^VlBGILIA,  YoLUMlS'lA,  leading  goung 

MaSCIUS,  V  ALEBIA,  and  MtendanU. 
My  wife  comes  foremost ;  then  the  honoured  mould 
Wherein  this  trunk  was  friimed^  and  in  her  hand 
1%e  grandchild  to  her  blood.    But,  out,  affection ! 
All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature,  break ! 
Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  bo  obstinate.-— 
What  is  that  ourtrEQr  worth  P  or  those  doves'  eves, 
Which  can  make  gods  forsworn  ?— I  melt,  and  am  not 
Of  stronger  earth  tiian  others.— MV  mother  bows ; 
As  if  Olympus  to  a  molehill  should 
In  supplication  nod :  and  my  young  boy 
Hath  an  asp^  of  intercession,  whi^ 
Great  nature  cries.  Deny  not — ^Let  the  Voices 
Plough  Eome^  and  harrow  Italy :  Til  never 
Be  such  a  gosling  to  obey  instinct ;  but  stand. 
As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himself. 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Fm*.  My  lord  and  husband ! 

Cor,  These  eyes  are  not  the  same  I  wore  in  Bome. 

Ftr.  The  sorrow,  that  drivers  us  thus  changed, 
Makes  you  think  so. 

Cor,  Like  a  dull  actor  now, 
I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out. 
Even  to  a  mil  disgrace.  Bested  my  flesh. 
Forgive  my  tyranny ;  but  do  not  say. 
For  that,  Forgifoe  our  JSomans.—O,  a  Idss 
Long  as  my  exile,  sweet  as  mv  revenge ! 
Now  by  the  jealous  queen  of  heaven,  that  kiss 
I  carried  from  thee,  dear ;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin'd  it  e'er  since.— You  gods !  I  inrate, 
And  the  most  noble  motiier  of  the  world 
Leave  unsaluted :  l^k,  my  knee,  i'  the  earth ;  iKneels, 

Of  thy  deep  duty  more  impression  show 
Than  that  of  common  sons. 

Vol.  O,  stand  up  bless'd ! 
Whilst,  with  no  softer  cushion  than  the  flinty 
I  kneel  before  thee ;  and  unproperly 
Show  duty,  as  mistaken  all  the  while 
Between  tne  child  and  parent.  {Knwis, 

Cor.  What  is  this? 
Your  knees  to  me  P  to  your  corrected  son  P 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry*  beach 
Fillip  the  stars ;  then  let  the  mutinous  winds 
Strike  the  proud  cedars  'gainst  the  fiery  sun ; 
Murd'ring  mipossibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  slight  work. 

VoL  Thou  art  my  warrior; 
I  help  to  frame  thee.    Po  you  know  this  lady  P 
*  Barren. 
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Oor.  The  noble  after  of  Publioda^ 
The  moon  of  Some ;  ohaste  as  the  icicle. 
That's  curded  hy  the  frost  from  purest  snow, 
And  himss  on  Dian's  temple :  I>ear  Valeria ! 

Vol.  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  yours, 
Which  by  the  interpretation  of  full  time 
May  show  like  all  yourself. 

Cor.  The  god  of  soldiers. 
With  the  consent  of  supreme  Jova  inform 
Thy  thoughts  with  nobleness :  that  thou  mayst  prove 
To  shame  invulnerable,  and  stick  i'  the  wars 
Like  a  g^t  sea-mark,  stahding  every  flaw,* 
And  saving  those  that  eye  thee ! 

VoL  Your  knee.  Sirrah. 

Cor.  Thafs  my  brave  boy. 

Vol.  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  myself. 
Are  suitors  to  you. 

Cor,  I  beseech  you,  peace : 
Or,  if  ^ou'd  ask,  remember  this  before ; 
The  thmgs,  I  have  forsworn  to  grant,  may  never 
Be  held  uy  you  denials.    Do  not  bid  me 
Dismiss  niy  soldiers,  or  capitulate 
Asnin  with  Some's  mechanics :— Tdl  me  not 
Wnerein  I  seem  unnatural :  Desire  not 
To  allay  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Your  colder  reasons. 

Vol.  0,  no  more,  no  more ! 
You  have  said,  you  will  not  grant  us  anything ; 
For  we  have  nothing  else  to  ask,  but  that 
Which  you  denv  already :  Yet  we  will  ask ; 
lliat,  if  you  fiiil  in  our  request,  the  blame 
May  nang  upon  your  hardness:  therefore  hear  us. 

Cor.  Aufidius,  and  you  Voices,  mark;  for  we'll 
Hear  nought  from  Eome  in  private.— i  our  request  P 

VoL  Should  we  be  silent  and  not  speak,  our  raiment, 
And  state  of  bodies  would  bewray  f  what  life 
We  have  led  since  thy  exile.    Think  with  thyself 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither :  since  that  thy  sig^t,  which  shotdd 
Make  our  eves  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance  with  comforts, 
Gonstnuns  them  weep,  and  shake  with  fear  and  sorrow ; 
Making  tl^  mother,  infe,  and  child,  to  see 
The  son,  the  husband,  and  the  &ther,  tearing 
His  country's  bowels  out   And  to  poor  we, 
Thine  enmity 's  most  capital :  thou  oarr'st  us 
Our  prayers  to  the  gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  eiqoy :  For  how  can  we, 
Alas!  how  can  we  for  our  country  i)ray. 
Whereto  we  are  bound ;  together  with  thy  victory. 
Whereto  we  are  bound  r  iiaok !  or  we  must  lose 
The  country,  our  dear  nurse;  or  else  thy  person. 
Our  comfort  in  the  country.    We  must  wad 
An  evident  ci^amitv,  thoush  we  had 
Oiur  wish,  which  side  should  win :  for  either  thou 
Must,  as  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 

•  Gust.  *  Betray. 
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With  manacles  thorough  our  streets,  or  else 
Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin  ; 
And  bear  the  pakn,  for  having  bravely  shed 
Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.    For  myself,  son, 
Ipurpose  not  to  wait  on  fortune,  till 
These  wars  determine  :*  if  I  cannot  persuade  thee 
Bather  to  show  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts, 
Than  seek  the  end  of  one,  thou  shalt  no  soon^ 
March  to  assault  thy  oountry,  than  to  tread 
(Trust  to't,  thou  shalt  not)  on  thy  mother's  womb, 
That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

Vir.  Ay,  and  on  mine, 
That  broug(ht  you  forth  this  boy,  to  keep  your  name 
Living  to  tune. 

Boy.  He  shall  not  tread  on  me : 
111  run  away,  till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  I'll  fight. 

Cor,  Not  of  a  woman's  tenderness  to  be, 
Requires  nor  child  nor  woman's  face  to  see. 
I  have  sat  too  long.  ISising, 

Vol.  Nay  go  not  from  us  thus. 
If  it  were  so,  that  our  request  did  tend 
To  save  the  itomans,  thereby  to  destroy 
The  Voices  whom  you  serve,  you  might  condemn  us. 
As  poisonous  of  your  honour :  No ;  our  suit 
Is,  that  you  reconcile  them :  while  the  Voices 
May  say,  This  mercy  toe  have  should  ;  the  Bomans, 
2%i«  toe  received  i  and  each  in  either  side 
Give  the  all-hail  to  thee,  and  cry,  £e  hles^d 
For  making  up  this  peace  !  Thou  knoVst^  great  son» 
The  end  of  war 's  uncertain ;  but  tiiis  certain,  ■ 
That,  if  thou  conquer  Eome,  the  b^iefit 
Which  thou  shalt  thereby  reap,  is  such  a  name, 
Whose  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  curses ; 
Whose  chronide  thus  writ,— 2%«  mem  wot  noble, 
But  with  hia  l<ui  aUempt  he  wiped  it  out; 
Destroj/'d  hie  country  s  cmd  hie  name  remains 
To  the  ensuing  age,  abhorred.    Speak  to  me,  son : 
Thou  hast  aflfected  the  fine  strainsf  of  honour. 
To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  sods ; 
To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'  the  air, 
And  yet  to  charge  thy  su^hur  with  a  bolt 
That  should  but  rive  an  oak.    Why  dost  not  spei^  P 
Think'st  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 
Still  to  remember  wrongs  P—Bauf  hter,  speak  you : 
He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.— Speak  thou,  boy : 
Perhaps,  thy  childishness  wilTmove  him  more 
Than  can  our  reasons.— There  is  no  man  in  the  world 
More  bound  to  lus  mother ;  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate 
Like  one  i'  the  stocks.  Thou  hast  never  in  thy  ufie 
Show'd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtesy ; 
When  she  (poor  hen !)  fond  of  no  second  Inrood, 
Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  wars,  and  safely  home, 
Loaden  with  honour.    Say,  mv  request 's  uujust^ 
And  spurn  me  back :  But,  if  it  be  not  so, 
Thou  art  not  honest ;  and  the  gods  will  plague  thee, 
*  Conclude.  f  Refinements. 
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That  thou  restrain'st  from  me  the  duty,  which 
To  a  mother's  Dart  belongs.    He  turns  away : 
Down,  ladies ;  let  us  shame  him  yriith  our  Imees. 
To  his  surname  Coriolanus  'longs  more  pride, 
Than  pity  to  our  prayers.   Down ;  an  end : 
This  is  the  last :— -ISo  we  will  home  to  Borne, 
And  die  among  our  neighbours.— Nay,  behold  us : 
This  boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have. 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands,  for  fellowship. 
Does  reason*  our  petition  with  more  strength 
Than  thou  hast  to  denVt—Come,  let  us  go : 
This  fellow  had  a  Volcian  to  his  mother ; 
His  wife  is  in  Corioli,  and  his  child 
Like  him  by  ohanoe ;— Yet  give  us  our  despatch : 
I  am  hush'd  until  our  city  be  afire, 
And  then  111  speak  a  little. 

Cor.  O,  mother,  mother !   [Molding  Volum.  hp  the  hands,  silent. 
What  have  you  done  ?    Behold,  the  heavens  do  ope. 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  imnatural  scene 
They  laugh  at.    O  my  mother,  mother !  O ! 
You  have  won  a  happy  victory  to  Bome: 
Bu]b,  for  your  son,— -believe  it,  O,  believe  it, 
Most  dangerously  you  have  with  him  prevailed, 
•  If  not  most  mortel  to  him.    But,  let  it  come : 
Aufidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I'll  frame  convenient  peace.    Now,  good  Aufidius, 
Were  you  in  my  steao,  say,  would  you  have  heard 
A  mother  less  ?  or  eranted  less,  Aufidius  ? 

A^f.  1  was  moved  withal. 

Cor,  1  dare  be  sworn,  you  were : 
And,  Sir,  it  is  no  Uttle  tmn^,  to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  sweat  compassion.    But^^good  Sir, 
What  peace  youll  make,  advise  me ;  For  my  part, 
111  not  to  Bome.  I'll  back  with  you ;  and  j)ray  you. 
Stand  to  me  in  this  cause.--0  mother !  wife ! 

Aitf.  I  am  ^lad,  thou  hast  set  thy  mercy  and  thy  honour 
At  difference  m  thee :  out  of  that  111  work 
Myself  af  former  fortune.  [Aside. 

[The  ladies  make  signs  to  Goriolanus. 

Cor.  Ay.  by-and-by ;  [To  Volumnu,  Vibgilia,  ^c. 

But  we  will  drink  together ;  and  you  shall  bear 
A  better  witness  back  than  words,  which  we, 
On  like  conditions,  will  have  counter-seal'd. 
Come,  enter  with  us.    Ladies,  you  deserve 
To  have  a  temple  built  you :  all  the  swords 
In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms^ 
Gould  not  have  made  this  peace.  [Exeunt. 

8CSNJE  TT.—Itome,    A  public  place, 

JEwter  Menenius  and  SiciNius. 
Men.  See  you  yond*  coign  J  o'  the  Capitol :  yond'  corner  stone  ? 
Sic.  Why,  what  of  that  ? 

Men.  If  it  be  possible  for  you  to  displace  it  with  your  little 
finger,  th«*e  is  some  hope  the  ladies  of  Bome,  especially  his 
*  Argae  for.  t  /•  e.  my  former.  t  Angle. 
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mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But  I  say,  there  is  no  hope  in^ ; 
our  thitmts  are  sentenoed,  and  stay*  upon  exeoution. 

8io.  Is't  posnble,  that  so  short  a  time  can  alter  the  condition 
of  a  man? 

Men.  There  is  differency  between  a  grub,  and  a  butterfly ; 
yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub.  This  Marcius  is  grown  from  man 
to  dragon :  he  has  wings;  he's  more  than  a o^eeping  thing. 

Sic,  He  loved  his  mother  dearly. 

Men.  So  did  he  me:  and  he  no  more  r^nembers  his  mother 
now,  than  an  mxht  year  old  horse.  The  tartness  of  his  &ee  sours 
ripe  grapes.  Wnen  he  walks,  he  moves  like  an  «i^e^  and  the 
ground  shrinks  before  his  treading.  He  is  able  to  pieroe  a  oors- 
&t  with  his  eve :  taJks  like  a  knelL  and  his  hum  is  abatteiy.  He 
sits  in  his  statcLj  as  a  thin^  made  X  for  Alexander.  What  he  iHds 
be  done,  is  finished  with  his  bidding.  He  wauts  nothing  of  a  god 
but  eteruity,  and  a  heaven  to  throne  in. 

Sic,  Yes,  meroy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Men,  I  paint  mm  in  the  character.  Mark  what  moroy  his 
mother  shall  bring  from  him :  There  is  no  more  mercy  in  him. 
than  there  is  milk  ina  male  tiger ;  that  shAll  our  poor  city  find : 
and  all  this  is  'long  of  you. 

Sic,  The  gods  be  Kood  unto  us ! 

Men,  No,  in  sucn  a  case  the  gods  will  not  be  good  unto  us. 
When  we  banished  him.  we  respected  not  them :  aiKl,  he  return- 
ing to  break  our  necks,  they  respect  not  us. 

Unier  a  Messengea. 
Mess,  Sir,  if  you'd  save  your  life,  fl^  to  your  house ; 
The  plebeians  have  got  your  fellow-tribune. 
And  nale  him  up  and  down ;  all  swearing,  u 
The  Boman  ladies  bring  not  comfort  home, 
TheyH  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Snter  another  Messbnobs. 

Sic,  Whafs  the  news  ? 

Mess,  Good  news,  good  news ;— The  ladies  have  prevafl'd. 
The  Voices  are  disloaged,  and  Marcius  gone: 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  rareet  Borne, 
No,  not  the  expulsion  of  the  Tarquins. 

Sic.  Friend, 
Art  thou  certain  this  is  true  ?  is  it  most  certain? 

Mess,  As  certain  as  I  know  the  sun  is  fire : 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it  ? 
Ne'er  through  an  arch  so  hurried  the  blown  tide. 
As  the  recomforted  through  the  gates.    Why,  hark  you ; 

llVumpets  and  Mawthoys  sounded,  and  Jjirume  heatet^ 
all  together.    Shouting  also  within. 
The  trumpets,  sackbuts,  psalteries,  and  fifes, 
Tabors,  and  cymbals,  and  the  shouting  Boman% 
Make  the  sun  dance.    Hark  you !  IShouitng  agam. 

Men.  This  is  oood  news: 
I  will  go  meet  the  ladies.    This  Yolumnia 
Is  worth  of  consuls,  senators,  patricians, 
A  city  ftiU :  of  tribunes,  such  as  you, 
A  sea  and  land  full :  You  have  pray'd  well  to-day ; 

«8taybutfor.  -^  Chair  of  state.  t  Toreaembto. 
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This  morning,  fw  ten  thousand  of  your  throats 
rd  not  have  given  a  doit    Hark,  how  they  jov ! 

fShouHng  and  Music, 

Sic.  Eirst,  the  gods  bless  you  for  their  tidings:  next, 
Accept  my  thankxuhiess. 

Meu,  Sir,  we  have  all 
Great  cause  to  give  great  thanks. 

Sic,  They  are  near  the  city  ? 

Mess.  AJunost  at  point  to  enter. 

Sic,  We  will  meet  them,  and  help  the  joy.  L  Ooing, 

JEnter  the  Ladies,  accompanied  by  Senators,  Pateicians,  and 
People,    They  pass  over  the  Stage, 

1  Sen,  Behold  our  patroness,  the  life  of  Eome : 
Gall  all  your  tribes  tc^ether,  praise  the  gods. 
And  make  triumphant  fires ;  strew  flowers  before  them ; 
Un^out  the  noise  that  buiish'd  Mardus, 
Bepeal*  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  mother; 
Chr,— "Welcome,  ladies,  welcome ! — 

AU,  Welcome^  ladies ! 
Welcome !  [AJlourish  with  Drums  and  Trwnpets,    Exeunt, 

SCENE  K—AiUimn,    A  Public  Place. 
Enter  TULLTTS  AUFIDIUS,  with  Attendants, 

Auf,  Go  tell  the  lords  of  the  city,  I  am  here : 
Deliver  them  this  paper :  having  read  it, 
Bid  them  repair  to  the  market-place ;  where  I, 
Even  in  theirs  and  in  the  commons'  ears. 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.    Him  I  accuse, 
The  city  ports  t  by  this  hath  enter'd,  and 
Intends  to  appear  before  the  people,  hoping 
To  purge  himself  with  words :  Despateh.      \Exeunt  Attendants. 

Enter  7%ree  or  Four  Conspibatoss  cf  AJTFiDlVS'a  Faction. 
Most  welcome! 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  general  ? 
Ai^.  Even  so. 

As  with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  empoisoned. 
And  with  his  charity  slain. 

2  Con,  Most  noble  Sir, 

If  you  do  hold  the  same  intent  wherein 
Tou  wish'd  us  parties,  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  your  fpre&t  (wmger. 

A^f,  Sir,  I  cannot  tell: 
We  must^rooeed,  as  we  do  find  the  people. 

3  Con,  The  people  will  remain  uncertain,  whilst 
'Twixt  you  there's  difference :  but  the  fall  of  either 
Idakes  the  survivor  heir  of  alL 

Ai^T.  I  know  it ; 
And  my  pretext  to  strike  at  him  admits 
A  good  construction.    I  raised  him,  and  I  pawn'd 
Mme  honour  for  his  truth :  Who  being  so  heightened, 
He  watered  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flattery. 
Seducing  so  my  friends :  and,  to  this  end. 
He  howa  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  unswayable,  and  free. 

•  RecaU.  t  Oates. 
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8  Con,  Sir.  his  stoutness, 
When  he  did  stand  for  consul,  which  he  loit 
By  lack  of  stooping, 

Avf,  That  I  would  have  spoke  of : 
Being  hanish'd  for't  he  came  unto  my  hearUi ; 
Presented  to  my  knife  his  throat :  I  took  him; 
Made  him  joint-servant  with  me :  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  desires ;  nay,  let  him  choose 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projects  to  accomplish. 
My  hest  and  fireshest  men ;  served  his  designments 
In  mine  own  person :  help*  to  reap  the  fame. 
Which  he  dia  end  all  his ;  and  took  some  inride 
To  do  myself  this  wrong :  till,  at  the  last, 
I  seem'd  his  follower,  not  partner ;  and 
He  waged  me  with  lus  countenance,!  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenary. 

1  Con,  So  he  did,  mv  lord : 
The  army  marvell'd  at  it.    And,  in  the  last. 
When  he  had  carried  Bome ;  and  that  we  look'd 
For  no  less  spoil,  than  glory, 

Avf,  There  was  it; 
For  which  my  sinews  shall  be  stretch'd  upon  him. 
At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheum^i  whicn  are 
As  cheap  as  ues,  he  sold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  action ;  Therefore  shall  he  die, 
And  I'll  renew  me  in  his  fall    But,  hark ! 

[DruMM  and  Trumpets  sotmd,  with  great  shouts  of  the  People. 

1  Con,  Your  native  town  you  enter'd  like  a  post. 
And  had  no  welcomes  home ;  but  he  returns, 

'  Splitting  the  air  with  noise. 

2  Con.  And  patient  fools. 

Whose  children  he  hath  slain,  their  base  throats  tear. 
With  giving  him  glory. 

3  Con,  Therefore,  at  your  vantage. 

Ere  he  express  himself^  ot  move  the  people 
With  what  he  would  say^t  him  (eel  your  sword. 
Which  we  will  second.    When  he  lies  along. 
After  your  way  lus  tale  pronounced  shall  bury 
His  reasons  with  his  body. 

Avf.  Say  no  more; 
Here  come  the  lords. 

Enter  the  LOSDS  of  the  City. 

Lords.  You  are  most  welcome  home. 

Avf»  I  have  not  deserved  it. 
But,  worthy  lords,  have  you  with  heed  perused 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

Lords,  We  have. 

1  Lord,  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 
What  faults  he  made  before  the  last,  I  think. 
Might  have  found  easy  fines :  but  there  to  end, 
Where  he  was  to  begin ;  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  levies,  answering  us 
With  our  own  charge  ;§  makin^^  a  treaty,  where 
There  was  a  yielding;  This  admits  no  excuse. 

*  Helped.  t  I'hougrht  me  rewarded  with  gt)od  looka 

X  TearSi  \  Rewarding  as  with  our  own  expenses. 
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Avf,  He  approaches,  you  shall  hear  him. 

^nter  GOBIOLANUS,  with  Drunu  and  Colours;   a  Crowd  of 
Citizens  with  him. 

Cor.  HaiL  lords !  I  am  retum'd  your  soldier ; 
No  more  inieoted  with  my  country's  love^ 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  still  subsisting 
Under  your  great  command.    You  are  to  know. 
That  prosperously  I  have  attempted,  and 
With  Dloody  passag^led  your  wars,  even  to 
The  gates  or  Some.  Our  spoils  we  have  brought  home. 
Do  more  than  counterpoise,  a  full  third  part, 
The  charges  of  the  action.    We  have  made  peace. 
With  no  less  honour  to  the  Antiates, 
Than  shame  to  the  Eomans :  And  we  here  deUver, 
Subscribed  by  the  consuls  and  patricians, 
Together  with  the  seal  o'  the  senate,  what 
We  have  compounded  on. 

Attf.  Bead  it  not,  noble  lords ; 
But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  highest  degree 
He  hath  abused  your  -powers. 

Cor.  Traitor! — ^Hownow? 

Attf.  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius. 

Cor.  Marcius! 

A%f.  Ay.  Marcius.  Caius  Mardus ;  Dost  thou  think 
m  grace  tnee  with  that  robbery,  thy  stol'n  name 
Conolanus  in  Corioli  ?— 
You  lords  and  heads  of  the  state,  perfidiously 
He  has  betray'd  your  business,  and  aven  up 
For  certain  drops  of  salt,*  your  city  Kome 
(I  say,  your  dty),  to  his  wife  and  mother : 
BreaMng  his  oam  and  resolution,  like 
A  twist  of  rotten  silk ;  never  admitting 
Counsel  o'  t^e  war ;  but  at  his  nurse's  tears 
He  whined  and  roar*d  away  your  victory ; 
That  pages  blush'd  at  him,  and  men  of  heart 
Look^  wondering  each  at  other. 

Cor.  Hear*st  thou.  Mars  ? 

A^f.  Name  not  the  god,  thou  boy  of  tears,— 

Cor.  Ha! 

Auf.  Nomorcf 

Cor.  Measureless  liar,  thou  hast  made  my  heart 
Too  great  for  what  contains  it.    Boy !    O  slave ! 
Pardon  me,  lords,  'tis  the  first  time  that  ever 
I  was  forced  to  scold.    Your  judgments,  my  grave  lords. 
Must  give  this  cur  the  lie :  and  his  own  notion 
(Who  wears  mv  stripes  impress'd  on  him;  that  must  bear 
My  beating  to  his  grave) ;  shall  join  to  thrust 
The  lie  unto  him. 

1  Lord.  Peace,  both,  and  hear  me  speak. 

Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces.  Voices;  men  and  lads. 
Stain  all  your  edges  on  me.— -Boy !    False  hound ! 
If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true, 'tis  there. 
That  like  an  eade  in  a  dove-cote,  I 
Flutter'd  your  V  olces  in  Corioli : 
Alone  I  did  it.— Boy ! 

*  Drops  of  tears.  t  No  more  than  a  boy  of  tears. 
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Avf.  Why,  noble  lords, 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune, 
Which  was  your  shame,  by  this  unholy  braggart, 
Tore  your  own  eyes  and  ears? 

Con.  Let  him  die  for't.  \_Sweral  tpeah  at  once. 

Citizens.  [Speaking promiscuously.']  T^ him topieces,  do  it 
presently.  He  killed  my  son;— my  daughter;— He  killed  my 
oousin  Marcus;— He  killed  my  &ther.— 

2  Lord.  Peace,  ho ;— no  outrage :— peace. 
The  man  is  noble,  and  his  fame  folds  in 
This  orb  o'  the  earth.*    His  last  offence  to  us 
Shall  have  judiciousf  hearing.— Stand,  Aufidius, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Cor.  O,  that  I  had  him, 
With  six  Aufidiuses,  or  more,  his  tribe^ 
To  use  my  lawful  sword ! 

At{f.  Insolent  villain ! 

Con.  Kill,  km,  Idll,  kill,  kill  hun. 

[Aufidius   and   the   ConspibaTOBS   draw,     and    Jeill 
COBIOLAKUS,  whofaUSf  and  AUVIDIUS  stands  on  him. 

Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Auf.  My  noble  masters,  hear  me  speak. 

1  Lord.  O  Tullus,— 

2  Lord.  Thou  hast  done  a  deed  whereat  valour  will  weep. 

3  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him.— Masters  all,  be  quiet ; 
■^  swords. 

}rds,  when  you  shall  know  (as  in  this  rage, 

him,  you  cannot),  the  great  dan^r 

oan's  life  did  owe  you,  youll  rejoice 

us  cut  oft.    Please  it  your  honours 

» your  senate,  I'll  deUver 

loyal  servant,  or  endure 

t  censure. 

tar  firom  hence  his  body, 

rou  for  him :  let  him  be  regarded 

loble  corse,  that  ever  herald 
-,.v.  .^,„^,..  ^  his  urn. 

2  Lord.  His  own  impatience 
Takes  from  Aufidius  a  fpce&t  part  of  blame. 
Lef  s  make  the  best  of  it 
Ai^f.  My  rage  is  ^one, 
And  I  am  struck  with  sorrow.— Take  him  up : 
Help,  three  o*  the  chiefest  soldiers :  I'll  be  one- 
Beat  thou  the  drum,  that  it  speak  mournfully : 
Trail  your  steel  pikes.— Though  in  this  city  he 
Hath  widow'd  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury. 
Yet  he  shall  have  a  noble  memory.!— 

[Exeunt,  bearing  the  body  of  CofilOLANUS. 
A  dead  Jifarch  sounded. 
*  Overspreads  the  world.  f  Judicial.  t  Memorial. 

END  OP  VOL.  III. 


FBIXTCD   BY  COX   (.BROTHKRS)   ANP   VTMAN,    OBBAT  QUBKN  STBBBT. 

-       / 
Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


y  Google 


y  Google 


y  Google 


y  Google 


